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CYRILLA. 


CHAPTER  I. 


Hundreds  of  English  travellers  pass  through 
Salzburg  every  summer — many  of  them  having 
previously  gone  over  a  considerable  portion  of  this 
earth's  periphery  in  that  silent  business-like  manner 
which,  on  the  continent  of  Europe,  is  supposed  to 
be  peculiar  to  their  nation ;  not  a  few,  after  having 
arrived  at  the  melancholy  conviction,  that  they 
have  already  seen  too  much  to  be  surprised  or  par- 
ticularly pleased  by  any  country  left  for  them  to 
explore.  .Yet  the  feelings  must  be  blunted  in  an 
unusual  degree,  if  that  most  beautifully  situated 
town  make  no  lasting  impression  on  the  mind, 
when  seen  in  all  the  glory  of  an  unclouded  sum- 
mer's day.  The  range  of  mountains  that  form  the 
horizon,  and  from  which  the  snow  seldom  altogether 
disappears,  is  near  enough  to  realize  in  a  few  hours 
the  dreams  of  the  most  imaginative  pedestrian,  in 
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fonner  we  have  nothing  to  do,  with  the  latter 

soniewiuit— that  is,  if  the  reader  will  consent  to 

w*rograde  some  twenty  years  in  imagination,  and 

spend  a  winter  day  in  Salzburg  towards  the  end 

of  the  year  1830.     Crossing  the  bridge  over  the 

Sakach  at  an  early  hour  in  the  morning,  a  turn  to 

the  left  will  lead  into  a  narrow  street  not  far  distant 

from  the  palace  of  Mirabel,  containing  several  large 

massively  built  houses :  over  the  gateway  of  one  of 

them  a  well-known  coat  of  arms  hewn  in  stone  is 

conspicuous,  the  coronet  and  savage  upon  it  being, 

it  is  true,  rather  weather-beaten  and  in  some  places 

defective,  but,  like  the  tattered  colours  of  a  regiment 

that  has  seen  service,  the  increase  of  tliese  defects 

only  serve  to  add  to  its  value  in  the  estimation  of 

its  possessors. 

This  house  was  built  by  Rudolph  Baron  von 
Walden  auf  Waldenbiirg  in  the  seventeenth  cen- 
tury, and  since  repaired,  altered,  and  enlarged,  by 
his  successors  at  different  periods ;  which  interesting 
facts  were  recorded  on  stones  inserted  in  the  walls, 
that  no  subsequent  yellow,  green,  or  whitewashing 
of  the  mansion  had  ever  been  suffered  to  conceal 
or  deface.  It  was  asserted,  with  every  appearance 
of  probability,  that  the  buildings  used  as  stables 
had  been  erected  by  the  Romans,  and  that  perhaps 
treasure,  certainly  antiquities,  might  be  found,  if 
judicious  and  determined  search  were  made  in  the 
yard  and  its  vicinity. 
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The  Waldens  had  been  an  incredulous  generation 
with  respect  to  hidden  treasures^  and  cared  for  no 
antiquities^  excepting  those  that  immediately  con- 
cerned their  family.     It  was  curious  that  the  first 
who,  roused  by  curiosity  or  avarice,  had  rummaged 
the  family  archives  for  information  on  the  subject, 
should  be  deprived  in  a  rather  arbitrary  manner  of 
his  inheritance.    Unconscious  of  the  value  attached 
to  the  house  by  his  only  son,  Baron  Walden  had 
bestowed  it  on  his  daughter  Olga,  as  an  additional 
gift  the  day  she  had  prudently  married  her  cousin, 
Gottfried  von  Adlerkron  Windhorst,  instead  of  a 
penniless  soldier  of  fortune  to  whom  she  had  long 
been  attached.     When  afterwards,  surprised  and 
dismayed  at  the  boundless  wrath  of  his  son.  Baron 
Walden  would  willingly  have  re-purchased  his  gift 
at  almost  any  price,  nothing  could  induce  Olga  to 
resign  a  house  which,  even  on  her  wedding-day, 
she  calmly  thought  would  make  a  desirable  widow- 
residence  for  herself  hereafter;  a  house  in  which 
the  stones  spoke  more  distinctly  of  the  noble  race 
of  Walden,  than  even  the  excavated  tunnel-entrance 
to  the  town  of  its  pious  architect.     A  quarrel  had 
naturally  ensued  between  the  brother  and  sister, 
followed  by  such  intense  hatred  on  the  part  of  the 
former,  tliat  years  afterwards,  on  his  deathbed  at 
Waldenburg,  he  had  complained  of  his  unjust  disin- 
heritance' with  all  the  bitterness  of  a  freshly  received 
injury,  rejoiced  that  his  sister  was  childless,  and 
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then  enjoined  his  young  son  Conrad  to  purchase 
tbe  liouse  of  his  annt^  if  she  cotdd  ever  bj  anj 
rnetms  be  induced  to  part  with  it. 

In  the  meantime,  the  Baroness,  as  she  had  anti- 
cipated, became  a  widow,  and  in  the  course  of  time 
took  up  her  abode  in  the  ^^  Walden  Hans,"  as  it 
was  called.  The  faint  formal  epistolary  effort  made 
hy  her  brother's  son  after  his  father's  decease  to 
commence  a  correspondence,  had  proved  quite  fruit- 
less; she  informed  him,  in  a  few  cold  unsympathiz- 
ing  lines,  that,  "  having  received  the  intelligence 
of  her  brother's  death,  she  would  not  refer  to  the 
terms  on  which  they  had  lived,  but  considered  it 
her  duty  to  inform  him  now,  if  he  were  not  already 
aware  of  the  circumstance,  that  she  had  adopted  her 
nephew,  Rupert  von  Adlerkron,  and  intended  to 
make  him,  in  accordance  with  the  wishes  of  her 
late  husband,  heir  to  all  she  possessed."  The  tone 
or  purport  of  the  letter,  perhaps  both,  prevented  any 
farther  attempt  at  conciliation  or  communication, 
and  the  Baroness  turned  with  renewed  interest 
towards  Rupert,  the  last  scion  of  the  house  of 
Adlerkron. 

As  the  son  of  her  husband's  eldest  brother  and 
her  own  sister,  he  was  doubly  her  nephew,  also,  in 
consequence  of  former  intermarriages  in  their  fami- 
Kes,  her  cousin ;  to  this  mixture  of  relationships  she 
had  often  alluded,  but  latterly  they  had  all  been 
sunk  in  the  name  of  adopted  son,  and  she  had  for 
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many  years  made  it  her  chief  occupation  to  amass 
wealth,  hoping  with  it  to  purchase  that  affection 
and  devotion  from  him,  which  she  had  failed  to 
secure  by  less  expensive  means  at  an  earlier  period. 
Some  other  relations  had  lately  begun  to  occupy 
her  thoughts;  they  were  the  children  of  her  hus- 
band's youngest  brother  Carl;  but  their  having 
been  already  left  a  considerable  sum  of  money  by 
her  husband,  and  a  bequest  of  as  much  more  should 
they  marry  with  her  consent,  had  hitherto  caused 
her  to  regard  them  with  an  undisguised  anger  and 
dislike,  that  nothing  but  a  feeling  of  daily  increas- 
ing loneliness  could  overcome.  To  this  was  now 
added  a  matrimonial  plan  for  one  of  them,  which 
had  suddenly  but  completely  taken  possession  of 
her  mind;  and  this  plan  with  its  consequences 
influenced  in  so  remarkable  a  manner  the  whole 
family,  that  the  Baroness,  as  the  projector  of  it, 
must  be  considered  worthy  of  more  attention  than  so 
little  interesting  a  person  would  otherwise  deserve, 
or  than  perhaps  will  be  quite  agreeable  to  the 
reader. 

Let  us  mount  the  time-worn  stone  staircase  on 
the  morning  our  tale  commences,  and  on  the  first 
floor  we  shall  meet  her  walking  towards  the  small 
room  in  which  she  generally  breakfasted.  There 
was  an  air  of  stem  yet  faded  grandeur  about  the 
interior  of  the  residence,  which  accorded  well  with 
the  appearance  of  the  mistress  of  it;  her  very  dress 
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of  fbeilleiiiorte  coloured  silk  seemed  to  be  of  the 
same  date  as  the  sun-bleached  red  curtaiiis  of  the 
ante-room.  Such  was  not  however  the  case:  an  ex- 
perienced female  eye  would  have  pronounced  the 
scanty  morning  wrapper  to  be   at  least  of  this 
oentuiy^  whereas  the  furniture  and  its  arrangement 
bat  too  evidently  bore  the  stamp  of  a  foregoing — 
not  the  gorgeous  rococo  or  renaissance,  but  the  stiff 
insipid  style  of  the  Eevolution,  with  all  its  inelegant 
angles  and  so-called  antique  forms.      The  effect 
produced  by  this  furniture  in  the  massive  antiquated 
building  was  not  imlike  that  of  the  Baroness'  own 
dress,  as  it  clung  to  her  full  figure,  which,  not 
above  the  middle  heiglit,  inclined  very  considerably 
to   a   degree   of  fleshiness  that  might  almost  be 
termed  corpulency ;  tlie  smallness  of  both  hands  and 
feet  denoted  that  the  proportions  had  once  been 
finer,  and  more  appropriate  to  the  very  handsome 
&ce  which  had  successfully  braved  the  wear  and 
tear  of  an   execrable   temper   and   nine-and-forty 
years.     Her  dark  brow  contracted,  and  an  expres- 
sion of  vehement  impatience  burst  from  her  lips,  as, 
through  the  negligently  closed  door  of  the  stove, 
the  bright  flames  of  an  unusually  large  fire  met  her 
eyes.     She  stooped,  was  for  a  moment  lost  in  the 
capacious  mouth  of  the  stove,  and  having  then  and 
there  ascertained  that  more  wood  was  being  burned 
than  was  permitted,  she  called  angrily  to  a  footman 
evidently  attempting  an  escape,  and  asked  in  a  very 
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loud  voice^  who  had  dared  to  waste  her  wood  in 
that  extravagant  manner. 

"  I  don't  know,  madam,  but  I  will  ask  Ursula," 
he  replied,  turning  towards  a  housemaid,  who  at  no 
great  distance  was  busy  at  her  usual  morning  work 
of  deluging  the  uncarpeted  corridors,  and  mopping 
them  dry  again,  very  much  in  the  maimer  in  which 
the  decks  of  a  man-of-war  are  swabbed.  She  allowed 
him  to  repeat  the  question  of  which  she  had  heard 
every  word,  and  then  answered  saucily,  "Baron 
Adlerkron  desired  me  to  make  a  good  fire;  he  says 
he  is  frozen  in  this  house — ^that  he  has  never  been 
warm  since  he  came  into  it." 

The  Baroness  did  not  wait  to  hear  the  softened 
repetition  of  these  words,  but  hastily  entered  the 
room,  and  saw  the  person  who  had  caused  the  im- 
necessary  waste  of  fuel  drawing  the  breakfast-table 
to  the  two  arm-chairs  which  he  had  already  placed 
close  to  the  stove.  He  was  a  very  tall  young  man, 
with  fair  hair  curling  thickly  round  a  high  white 
forehead,  large  light  blue  eyes,  a  well  proportioned 
nose,  and  a  mouth  half  concealed  by  mustachios  of 
unusual  length,  and  hair  still  fairer  than  the 
"  Hyperian  curls  "  that  graced  his  head.  He  had 
probably  heard  what  had  been  said,  for  he  half 
laughed,  as  he  looked  up  for  a  moment  to  say  "Good 
morning,  aunt,"  and  then  again  seized  the  table, 
unheedful  of  the  clattering  cups  and  tall  tottering 
coffeepot,  and  continued  to  drag  it  towards  him. 
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flis  aant  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm^  exclaiming, 

^'Not  80  dose  to  the  stove,  Kupert,  pray — I  shall 

be  sofibcated  I " 

He  stopped,  drew  forward  a  screen,  and  then, 
liaying  ensconced  himself  in  a  chair,  began  to  eat 
lus  breakfast  in  silence. 

"  I  wish,"  began  his  aunt  after  a  pause — "  I  wish 
you  would  consent  to  remain  here  one  day  longer 
— only  one  day!  Your  cousins  must  arrive  this 
evening;  I  cannot  conceive  what  has  delayed 
them  so  long." 

"  It  is  not  difficult  to  account  for  the  delay,"  he 
answered  carelessly ;  "  a  journey  from  Italy  is  not 
easily  made  in  such  weather  as  this  ! " 

"  But  they  left  Italy  six  weeks  ago,  and  have  lx*en 
staying  in  Meran ;  a  most  unnecessary  expense,  I 
must  say,  for  people  in  their  circimistances." 

"  I  thought  you  said  my  amit  Sophy  had  been 

m?" 

"  Oh,  not  more  than  she  always  is — one  might 
almost  think  that  her  former  mode  of  life,  wander- 
ing about  after  your  uncle's  regiment,  must  have 
been  beneficial  to  her  health,  notwithstanding  all 
the  discomforts  to  which  it  subjected  her  ;  for  since 
he  died,  and  she  has  been  able  to  live  quietly,  she 
has  never  been  well." 

"  Perhaps  grief began  Rupert. 

"  Ah,  bah  ! — she  did  not  care  for  him  most  pro- 
bably more  than  I  did  for  your  uncle  Gottfried, — 

b2 
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perhaps  not  as  much ;  yet  you  see  how  I  have  got 
over  hi8  death^  which  is  even  more  recent." 

Eupert  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  folded  his  arms, 
and  looked  up  to  the  ceiling.  "  While,"  she  con- 
tinued, "  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  they  lived  im- 
happily  together,  they  got  on  as  well  as  the  gener- 
ality of  people,  I  believe ;  but  you  know  he  had 
been  desperately  wounded  several  times  before  she 
married  him,  and  from  the  time  his  jaw  was  shat- 
tered, he  was  perfectly  hideous ;  besides,  she  was 
his  second  wife,  and  was  such  a  contrast  to  the 
first,  that  I  don't  imagine  he  could  have  cared 
much  for  her,  at  least  we  all  supposed  so.  It  was 
your  uncle  Gottfried  and  I  who  arranged  the  mar- 
riage, you  know." 

" My  uncle  Gottfried ! "  said  Eupert,. with  evi- 
dent surprise  ;  "  I  should  have  thought  that  money- 
making  was  more  in  his  line  than  match-making." 

"  Why,  yes ;  but  we  were  so  afraid  that  Carl 
would  again  make  a  fool  of  liimself,  that  we  were 
glad  to  find  any  one  at  all  eligible  disposed  to  take 
him.  Your  aunt  Sophy's  fortune  was  small,  but 
the  connexion  was  very  desirable,  and  crippled  as 
he  was,  after  so  many  campaigns,  he  had  no  right 
to  expect  either  youth  or  beauty." 

^'  So  brave  a  soldier  had  a  right  to  expect  much," 
observed  llu])ert. 

"  Well,  I  don't  deny  his  bravery ;  but  he  had 
faults   of  the   most  luipardonable  description — he 
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was  careless — ^thoughtless  to  a  degree  where  money 
wag  concerned.  You  don't  know  how  often  yonr 
uncle  Grottfried  had  to  assist  him  ! " 

Rupert  knew  more  about  the  matter  than   she 
did ;  but  he  did  not  say  so. 

"  It  was  the  only  thing  we  ever  seriously  quar- 
leQed  about,  for  I  always  thought  and  said,  that 
when  people  incurred  debts  they  should  pay  them.  " 
Still  Rupert  was  silent,  and  she  continued,  "  You 
have  no  idea  what  wild  habits  yoxir  imcle  Carl 
contracted  during  the  war ;  he  quite  forgot  his  sta- 
tion in  life,  and  from  the  time  he  married  that 
painter's  daughter,  Signora  Nina,  as  they  called 
her,  he  lived  almost  exclusively  among  artists,  and 
actors,  and  autliora,  and  such  people." 

"  He  led  a  very  jolly  life  for  several  years,"  said 
Rupert.  "  Every  one  says  his  wife  was  an  angel, 
and  with  such  a  child  as  Mclanie  must  liave  ])een 
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"  Melanie  would  have  l)cen  totally  spoiled  if  her 
mother  had  not  died,"  cried  his  aunt  pettishly. 
*^  Fortunately  your  uncle  Carl  attended  to  our  ad- 
vice, and  sent  her  oif  to  school  before  he  married 
again.  The  other  two  girls  have  been  brought  up 
very  differently." 

"  I  know  they  have,"  said  Rupert,  laughing;  ''my 
aunt  Sophy's  drawing-room  was  a  perfect  scliool- 
room.  I  have  a  painful  recollection  of  seeing  my 
little  cousin  Cyrilla  perched  on  a  high  stool  before 
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a  pianoforte^  playing  some  dreadful  exercises  for 
the  left  hand,  while  the  tears  streamed  over  her  baby 
face,  and  she  occasionally  wiped  them  away  with 
her  long  fair  cnrls." 

"So  you  remember  Cyrilla?"  cried  his  aimt 
quickly. 

"  As  much  as  a  mere  boy  can  remember  a  mere 
child ;  I  recollect  her  shoes  particularly  well." 

"Her  shoes!" 

"  Yes,  she  used  to  wear  little  bronze-coloured 
shoes,  with  pink  sandals ;  and  once,  after  she  had 
performed  some  graceful  sort  of  pantomime  with  a 
scarf,  I  saw  her  father  place  her  on  a  table  before 
him  and  kiss  them.  I  thought  at  the  time  I  should 
like  vastly  to  have  just  such  a  little  child  of  my 
own,  bronze-coloured  shoes  and  pink  sandals  in- 
clusive." 

"  Nonsense,  Rupert !  You  could  not  have  been 
more  than  ten  or  twelve  years  old  at  that  time." 

"And  yet  I  perfectly  recollect  indulging  most 
innocently  in  the  wish  to  be  a  father,"  said  Rupert, 
holding  a  newspaper  before  his  face  to  conceal  a 
smile. 

His  aunt  half  laughed,  fidgeted  on  her  chair, 
played  with  her  coffeespoon,  and  seemed  to  hesi- 
tate and  consider  what  she  should  next  say.  At 
this  moment  the  sound  of  an  approaching  sledge 
became  audible,  and  no  sooner  did  the  jingling  of 
the  bells  denote  its  immediate  vicinity,  than  Ru- 
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peit  sprang  np^  and  throwing  wide  open  the  doable 
windows,  gave  entrance  to  the  cold  winter  air,  and 
a  considerable  qnantitj  of  snow,  while  making 
exaggerated  salutations  to  some  one  below. 

^^  At  last ! "  exclaimed  the  Baroness,  rising  has- 
tily;  "  at  last !  Well,  I  really  am  glad  that  they 
have  come  before  you  leave  Salzburg,  for  I  must 
tell  you " 

What  she  intended  to  tell  her  nephew  was  in- 
audible, for  the  moment  she  had  risen  from  her 
chair,  with  a  little  more  than  usual  precipitation, 
four  dogs,  remarkable  for  nothing  but  their  diminu- 
tive dimensions,  commenced  snarling  and  barking 
with  all  their  might.  Totally  inattentive  to  her 
commands  for  silence,  they  first  endeavoured  to  im- 
pede her  progress  across  tlie  room,  by  running  over 
her  feet,  and  then  seizing  Rupert's  fur-lined  dress- 
inp-gown,  which  hung  temptingly  before  them  as 
he  leaned  out  of  the  window,  they  tugged  at  it  so 
successfully  that  in  a  few  seconds  it  was  torn  in 
several  places. 

''  I  don't  hear  what  you  say !''  cried  Rupert  to 
some  one  in  the  street.  "  Confound  these  useless 
curs,"  he  added,  impatiently  kicking  those  nearest 
him,  "  it  is  impossible  to  hear  a  word  when  they 
are  yelping  in  this  way.  Where  are  you  to  be 
found?" 

"  At  the  barracks.  We  are  going  to  make  a  sledg- 
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ing  party  into  Bavaria  to-day,  to  drink  Bhine 
wine — did  not  Polyak  tell  you?" 

"  I  did  not  see  liim " 

"  I  thought  he  was  the  best  person  to  give  the 
message  to  you,  as  we  all  know  that  he  is  every 
day  and  all  day " 

Eupert  threw  back  his  head  and  eyes  with  a 
significant  jerk,  the  speaker  made  an  odd  grimace, 
and  calling  out,  "  I  shall  expect  you  in  an  hour," 
drove  off. 

"  I  wish  you  would  shut  the  window,  Rupert," 
said  his  aunt  pettishly ;  "  it  is  very  cold.  I  really 
thought,  from  your  impetuous  manner,  that  it  must 
have  been  your  cousins  you  expected  to  see,  and  it 
is  only  that  stupid  Count  Glaneck." 

"  An  excellent,  kind-hearted  fellow  as  ever 
lived." 

"  That  is  more  than  I  can  say  for  you, — ^you 
have  kicked  Amor  and  Mi-lady  unmercifully." 

"  I  did  not  mean  to  hurt  them,  though  they  pro- 
voked me  beyond  endurance.  Come  here,  Mi-lady. 
You  do  not  seem  to  have  suffered  much  from  my 
boot.  Affectionate  creature !  She  has  turned  up 
her  little  red  eyes  to  my  face — she  forgives  me. 
May  I  not  hope  that  my  aunt  will  also  pardon  my 
impatience,  or  cruelty,  or  whatever  the  misdemean- 
our may  be  denominated,  of  which  I  have  been 
guilty?" 
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^^  I  think/'  said  his  aunt,  not  quite  satisfied  at 
his  attempt  at  contrition,  '^  I  think,  Bnpert,  you 
most  purposely  try  to  annoy  me.  I  know  you  are 
fond  of  dogs — all  sportsmen  are ;  and  yet  mine  are 
abused  and  kicked  by  you  on  every  possible  occa- 
sion." 

"  If  they  did  not  bark  just  when  I  happen  to  be 
speaking,  or  when  other  people  are  speaking,  I 
have  no  sort  of  dislike  to  them,  though  they  are 
useless  little  brutes." 

"  Usless  little  brutes ! " 

"Why,  yes.  I  don't  suppose  Mi-lady  ever 
killed  a  rat  in  her  life;  Amor  would  run  away 
from  a  mouse ;  and  Jolie  and  Minkerl  are  of  such 
doubtful  breed,  that  one  hardly  knows  what  they 
are  intended  to  represent." 

"  Minkerl  is  a  Russian  terrier ;  his  father  was 
Russian  and  his  mother  was  Russian,  and  Colonel 
Bockenheim  says  he  envies  me  but  one  thing  in 
the  world,  and  that  is — Minkerl." 

"  Don't  believe  him.  He  envies  you  your  thou- 
sands and  tens  of  thousands  of  Austrian  florins  and 
Prussian  dollars  much  more !  I  suspect,  too,  he 
intends  you  to  bestow  a  few  of  them  on  his  very 
pretty  daughter,  or  he  would  never  have  proposed 
driving  her  to  you  for  a  companion." 

"  That  was  not  exactly  his  intention,  but  you 
are  not  very  far  from  the  mark." 

"And,  pray,  what  loas  his  intention?"  asked 
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Bupert  carelessly,  while  he  amused  himself  placing 
bits  of  sugar  on  the  dogs'  noses,  which  they  were 
not  to  eat  until  he  had  given  the  word  of  com- 
mand. "  What  toas  his  intention  ? — Steady,  Amor ! 
make  ready — present — ^halt — ^present " 

"  He  knows  the  large  fortune  of  which  you  are 
in  actual  possession,  as  well  as  that,  having  quar- 
relled with  my  brother,  you,  and  you  alone,  are 
likely  to  be  my  heir.  He  thought  that  as  you  are 
unmarried,  and  his  daughter  as  you  say  very 
pretty,  there  was  a  chance  of. " 

"Fire!"  cried  Eupert,  and  the  dogs  crunched 
their  sugar  while  he  hastily  rose,  and  with  a  ges- 
ture of  impatience  prepared  to  leave  the  room. 

"  You  always  avoid  this  subject,  Rupert,  though 
you  know  very  well  how  much  I  wish  you  to 
leave  the  army,  and " 

"  I  know  very  well  how  much  you  wished  me 
to  enter  it  a  few  years  ago." 

"  Yes,  when  you  wanted  to  travel  in  the  East ; 
but  now  that  you  are  older  and  steadier,  I  wish 
you  to  marry  and  settle  at  Windhorst.  Colonel 
Bockenheim  says  you  would  be  more  manageable 
if  you  had  a  few  debts,  and  I  believe  he  is  right ; 
not  that  I  exactly  wish  you  to  have  pecuniary 
embarrassments  like  other  young  men " 

''  Thank  voii,  aunt,  but  I  have  none  whatever  : 
and  as  to  marrying  Colonel  Bockenheim's  daugh- 
ter  '■ 
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^'  Ei8  daughter ! "  exclaimed  the  Baroness  haugh- 
tflj;  "no,  indeed,  I  never  thought  of  such  a 
OQnnezionl  We  can  easily  find  some  one  more 
suitable." 

"Yes,  yes,  we  can  easily  find  some  one  more 
suitable,"  repeated  Kupert,  while  he  hurried  to- 
wards the  door.  "  Time  enough,  time  enough.  I 
give  you  the  next  ten  years  to  look  out  for  a  wife 
for  me.  No  man  should  ever  marry  until  he  is 
past  thirty." 

"  Generally  speaking,  perhaps,  you  are  right ; 
but  in  your  case  it  is  otherwise.  You  are  the  last 
of  the  Adlerkron  Windhorsts ;  and  know,  that 
should  you  die  without  having  children,  estates 
that  have  been  in  our  family  for  hundreds  of  years 
fall  to  the  crown.     Windhorst  you  know " 

"  I  know,  I  know,"  cried  Rupert ;  "  but  your 
other  nephew,  Walden  of  Waldeuburg,  is  precisely 
in  the  same  position.  Why  don't  you  bestow 
some  care  on  the  preservation  of  your  own  imme- 
diate family  ?  Conrad  must  be  a  well-grown  lad 
by  tliis  time.     What's  his  age  ?" 

"Don't  name  him  to  me!"  she  exclaimed  an- 
grily. "  The  son  of  a  brother  I  disliked  so  much, 
and  who  did  not  scruple  to  injure  my  reputation  in 
every  way  that  lay  in  his  power,  shall  never  in- 
herit anything  from  me.  All  my  hopes  and  ex- 
pectations are  centred  in  you." 

"  I  'm  very  sorry  to  hear  it,"  said  Rupert,  with 
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an  impatient  sigh,  ^^  and  wish  that  I  had  a  brother 
or  any  thing  that  would  save  me  from  proposals  of 
marriage,  and  prevent  so  many  people  from  in- 
teresting themselves  in  my  concerns." 

"  I  hope  you  have  no  objection  to  my  expi^essing 
some  interest  about  you,  Rupert  ?  " 

"  O,  of  course  not." 

"  Well  then,  I  wish  to  speak  a  few  words  to  you 
about  something  really  of  importance,  and  deeply 
interesting  to  us  both." 

"  I  am  afraid  Glaneck  expects  me, — if  you 
would  only  postpone  your  communication  imtil  I 
return " 

"  But  you  intend  to  spend  the  whole  day  with 
him :  I  heard  you  say  so !"  cried  his  axmt  with 
visible  irritation.  "  You  never  bestow  five  minutes' 
attention  on  me,  however,"  she  added  with  affected 
resignation ;  "  you  learned  to  treat  me  with  indif-. 
ference  and  disrespect  from  your  uncle,  and  I  ought 
never  to  have  submitted  to  it  from  either  of  you." 

Rupert  had  heard  this  so  often  that  he  either  no 
longer  doubted  the  fact,  or  deemed  it  unnecessary 
to  attempt  a  contradiction,  and  merely  replied  while 
his  hand  was  on  the  lock  of  the  door :  "  I  intended 
to  have  remained  out  late,  but  if  you  desire  it  I 
shall  endeavour  to  get  back  in  time  to  talk  to  you 
before  you  go  to  bed.  Early  to-morrow  moniing  I 
must  start  for  the  north ;  the  remainder  of  my  leave 
of  absence  ought  to  be  spent  at  Windhorst :  they 


CTRILLA.  19 

tell  mc  the  roof  wants  repair  again ;  I  wish  half 
the  castle  would  fall  to  the  ground — the  other  half 
would  be  more  than  large  enough  for  me ! " 

"Kupert!" 

"You  need  not  look  so  shocked;  there's  no 
harm  in  a  man's  wishing  his  ancestors  had  been 
more  economical  in  stone  and  mortar.  I  never  go 
to  Windhorst  without  thinking  what  a  famous 
cavahy  barrack  it  would  make !  " 

"Oh,  Rupert!  if  your  uncle  were  alive,  and 
could  hear  you  talk  in  this  way,  after  all  the  im- 
provements he  made  there  during  your  minority  !  " 

"  I  did  occasionally  hint  something  of  the  kind 
to  him ;  for  even  his  presence  could  not  make  it 
other  than  a  magnificently  dull  place.  I  am  think- 
ing of  buying  a  very  pretty  hunting-lodge  near 
Exfort  as  soon  as  I  find  we  are  likely  to  be  quar- 
tered there ;  but  I  can  tell  you  all  about  that  in 
the  evening.  You  may  expect  me  at  nine  or  ten 
o'clock.     Are  you  satisfied  ?    May  I  go  ?  " 

His  aunt  did  not  look  satisfied,  but  she  nodded 
her  head,  and  Rupert,  uttering  a  hasty  au  revotry 
left  the  room. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

Soon  after  her  nephew  left  her,  the  Baroness, 
muffling  herself  in  a  fur-lined  cloak,  and  accom- 
panied by  her  housekeeper,  descended  the  stairs  to 
inspect  the  rooms  prepared  for  the  reception  of  her 
sister-in-law  and  her  two  daughters.  Under  pre- 
tence of  a  wish  to  be  useftd  and  kind  to  relatives  in 
not  very  brilliant  circumstances,  and  altogether 
forgetting  to  mention  that  her  wealth  had  not  been 
able  to  procure  her  one  friend,  or  even  a  companion 
whose  presence  she  could  tolerate,  she  had  offered 
them  the  use  of  some  apartments  on  the  ground- 
floor  of  her  house,  after  having  found  it  impossible 
to  induce  any  tenant  to  remain  more  than  a  few 
months  in  them.  It  is  probable  her  sister-in-law 
would  have  declined  the  permission  to  occupy  them, 
liad  not  the  letter  containing  the  proposal  hinted 
something  conciliatory  about  a  "  certain  important 
paragraph  in  her  husband's  will,"  and  a  "  hope 
that  her  house  would  henceforward  be  a  home  for 
her  sister-in-law  and  her  daughters." 
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Unwilling  to  decline  the  first  adyance  towards 
friendship  on  the  part  of  their  rich  relation^  they 
had  not  yentored  to  refuse,  and  they  quitted  Italy 
with  heavy  hearts ;  and  fix)m  Meran  they  wrote  to 
request  the  Baroness  to  purchase  whatever  furniture 
was  absolutely  necessary  in  the  first  instance,  but 
to  avoid  any  expense  beyond  their  means.  Nothing 
could  be  more  comfortless  than  the  appearance  of 
the  large  low  rooms  with  their  half-dozen  chairs, 
hard  cushionless  sofas,  and  scanty  white  curtains. 
The  Baroness  Adlerkron,  however,  seemed  to  think 
it  quite  good  enough  for  the  expected  occupants, 
and  even  found  some  of  the  bedroom  furniture  un- 
necessarily costly. 

"  Painted  chests  of  drawers  and  wardrobes  would 
have  answered  the  purpose  quite  as  well,  Monica," 
she  observed  to  the  housekeeper,  who  stood  shiver- 
ing beside  her,  "  painted  in  imitation  of  cherry- 
wood  or  walnut,  you  know.  This  is  an  unneces- 
sary expense — don't  forget  to  collect  all  the  bills, 
that  my  sister-in-law  may  see  exactly  the  price  of 
everything." 

The  woman  sneered  slightly,  and  murmured 
something  about  stoves  requiring  to  be  heated,  as 
there  had  been  no  fires  since  the  whitewashing. 

"The  time  of  their  arrival  is  too  imcertain," 
repUed  the  Baroness  coldly ;  "  but  you  had  better 
bespeak  wood  for  them — ^not,  however,  firom  the 
peasant  who  supplies  me ;  I  wish  as  much  as  pes- 
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sible  to  avoid  employing  the  same  tradespeople." 
She  drew  her  cloak  tighter  round  her,  and  walked 
up  stairs. 

After  looking  over  her  house-accounts,  and  scold- 
ing a  good  deal  about  the  extravagance  practised, 
without  exception,  by  every  member  of  her  estab- 
lishment, she  summoned  her  maid  and  changed 
her  dress.  The  morning  wrapper  was  thrown  aside, 
and  a  silk  dress,  evincing  an  economical  inclination 
to  follow  the  latest  fashion  without  a  too  great  ex- 
penditure of  stuff,  was  substituted ;  an  indescriba- 
ble fantastic  head-dress,  supposed  to  be  Hungarian, 
composed  of  bright-coloured  velvet  ribbons,  partly 
concealed  her  dark  hair,  which  was  but  slightly 
tinged  with  grey;  and  while  she  amused  herself 
clasping  bracelets  on  her  wrists,  her  maid  kneeling 
before  her  tied  the  sandals  of  a  pair  of  diminutive 
silk  shoes  the  colour  of  her  robe.  With  satisfac- 
tion she  glanced  at  both  feet  and  hands,  and  then 
a  little  less  confidently  at  her  full  length  image  in 
the  glass.  It  was  the  reflection  of  a  woman  past  her 
prime,  but  not  yet  faded  :  the  marked  and  regular 
features  were  still  so  handsome,  that,  as  she  gazed, 
a  smile  of  proud  approbation  stole  over  them — a 
row  of  teeth  of  faultless  purity  became  visible,  and 
she  turned  away,  calling  her  dogs  around  her,  as  she 
held  out  her  Iiand  impatiently  for  her  handkerchief. 

The  maid,  in  presenting  it,  said  diffidently, "  Mar- 
tin wishes  to  know  if  the  sledge  will  be " 
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"  Martin  may  wait  for  my  orders,"  said  the  Ba- 
roness, haughtily  interrupting  her. 

"His  daughter  was  so  very  ill  last  night, 
that " 

"  I  know  nothing  of  his  daughter  —  I  have 
never  heard  of  his  having  a  wife,"  said  the  Ba- 
ronei^,  frowning ;  and  then,  shaking  her  handker- 
chief in  the  air,  which  was  a  signal  for  her  dogs  to 
make  violent  springs  to  catch  it,  she  walked  on  to 
the  drawing-room,  followed  by  all  four  barking 
and  snarling  around  her. 

The  house  seemed  to  have  increased  in  gloomi- 
ness even  since  the  morning — no  ray  of  winter  sun 
now  lightened  its  vaulted  corridors — no  sound  more 
cheerful  than  the  barking  of  small  dogs  enlivened 
them.  Situated  in  that  part  of  the  town  which 
lost  its  brilliancy  and  fashion  when  the  Crown 
Prince  of  Bavaria  ceased  to  inhabit  the  closely  ap- 
proximate palace  of  Mirabel,  it  had,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  the  bel  etage^  been  let  to  a  numerous  but 
quiet  family  of  the  name  of  Bomstedt.  They  were 
respectable,  and  paid  their  rent  regularly ;  and  the 
Baroness,  in  a  condescending  sort  of  way,  in- 
formed them,  through  her  porter,  that  they  might 
continue  to  do  so,  even  after  she  had  taken  posses- 
sion of  her  own  apartments.  She  explained  at 
some  length  to  her  avocaty  that  "  having  a  family 
of  that  description  in  the  house  was  rather  desir- 
able than  otherwise  for  a  widow — ^it  would  prevent 
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attempts  at  robbery  or  anything  of  that  kind ;  but 
as  they  did  not  live  in  her  ^  world,'  any  idea  of 
social  intercourse  was  of  course  quite  out  of  the 
question.  They  were  very  good  sort  of  people, 
and  she  hoped  they  would  have  sense  enough  to 
understand  their  position." 

She  took  care  that  they  should  learn  it  soon 
enough ;  for  when  chance,  in  any  place,  brought 
them  together,  though  she  graciously  returned  the 
bows  and  curtsies  of  the  whole  family  with  an  in- 
clination of  her  head,  her  lips  refused  to  move  or 
even  part  for  a  moment,  lest  such  condescension  on 
her  part  should  provoke  familiarity  and  draw  her 
into  a  sort  of  acquaintance.  Haughtily  had  she 
ordered  her  servant  to  refuse  them  admission,  when, 
after  she  had  been  established  in  her  house  about 
ten  days,  they,  in  the  excess  of  their  civility,  came 
to  pay  what  they  considered  a  visit  of  imperative 
politeness ;  and  this  she  had  done  after  having 
been  informed  by  her  maid  (for  servants  wiU  talk 
to  each  other)  that  the  Bomstedts  were  only  wait- 
ing for  their  spring  bonnets,  and  that  Miss  Joseph- 
ine, or  as  she  was  familiarly  called  Miss  Pepi,  had 
got  a  new  muslin  frock  for  the  occasion. 

With  deliberate  cruelty,  too,  she  had  watched 
until  one  fine  fete  day — when  the  said  spring  bon- 
nets and  new  frock  had  left  the  house  to  grace  and 
enliven  with  their  presence  one  of  the  numerous 
gardens  in  tlie  neighbourhood — to  return  the  visit. 
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As  the  happy  family -party,  joyous  and  a  little 
noisy,  sauntered  down  the  street,  she  put  on  her 
bonnet  and  shawl,  and  with  a  card  on  which  was 
engraved  "  La  Baronne  d'Adlerkron  Windhorst 
n4e  Baronne  de'  Walden  Waldenburg"  in  her 
hand,  she  desired  a  footman  to  ring  the  bell  on  the 
second  floor.  Following  just  enough  to  make  her- 
self visible  in  the  distance  to  the  maid  who  opened 
the  door,  she  turned  down  a  comer  of  the  card  to 
denote  that  she  had  been  there  in  person,  and  then 
again  descended  the  stairs. 

One  last  faint  effort  was  made  by  the  Bomstedts 
to  be  "  neighbourly,"  as  they  termed  it.  A  short 
time  afterwards,  when  they  met  her  entering  the 
house,  they  endeavoured  with  considerable  volu- 
bility to  express  their  regret  at  not  having  been  at 
home  when  she  "  had  done  them  the  honour  to 
call."  She  bowed  her  head  haughtily  two  or  three 
times,  and  then  continued  her  conversation  with  a 
young  oflScer  who  stood  beside  her,  quite  unheedftil 
of  their  abashed  countenances  as  they  drew  aside  to 
let  her  and  her  companion  pass  them.  This  young 
man  was  known  by  the  name  of  the  Adlerkron 
(ddrde-camp.  He  had  brought  a  letter  of  introduc- 
tion to  her — had  been  invited  to  her  house,  and 
some  way  or  other  had  got  a  habit  of  going  there 
every  day.  Nor  had  he  been  singular  either  in 
this  name  or  in  bis  habits ;  each  following  regiment 
had  furnished  a  successor,  sometimes  older,  some- 
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times  uglier,  never  younger,  until  the  time  our  tale 
commences:  but  if  we  follow  the  Baroness  into 
her  drawing-room  now,  it  will  puzzle  us  to  find  out 
what  can  induce  so  very  young  a  man  as  Count 
Ivan  Polyak  to  spend  every  hour,  not  claimed  by 
actual  duties,  in  that  large  cold  room.  Perhaps  he 
wished  to  have  a  lounge  in  one  of  the  first  houses 
in  the  town — ^perhaps  he  was  an  admirer  of  the 
still  handsome  Baroness — ^perhaps  he  liked  people 
to  talk  about  him :  these  reasons,  and  some  others 
of  a  less  creditable  description,  were  commonly 
assigned  him  by  the  Salzburg  world,  which  proves 
that  the  world  there  can  be  as  imnecessarily  cen- 
sorious as  elsewhere.  The  fact  was,  he  had  only 
just  joined  his  regiment — had  been  educated  at 
home  in  the  heart  of  Hungary.  Half  proud,  half 
shy,  and  not  particularly  clever,  he  had  not  learned 
to  feel  at  ease  among  his  comrades  excepting  when 
he  was  on  horseback ;  while  with  the  Baroness  he 
could  talk  of  his  father,  mother,  brothers,  sisters, 
and  tutor,  without  reserve :  besides  slie  was  a  cor- 
rect and  unwearying  accompanier  on  the  piano- 
forte, and  he  sang  a  little  and  played  the  flute  in  a 
melancholy  gentlemanlike  sort  of  way.  Though 
not  an  amusing,  the  Baroness  was  a  loquacious 
woman — was  accustomed  to  have  some  one  to 
listen  to  and  answer  her  appropriately  ;  and  during 
both  her  married  and  widowed  life  she  had  always 
had  a  tame  man  of  some  kind  or  other  about  her, 
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SO  that  such  a  person  had  become  at  last  absolutely 
indiBpensable.  The  French  have  their  cavalier  ser- 
vant— the  Italians  their  cidaMo  —  the  Germans 
their  hauefreund.  The  English  vocabulary  (on 
this  occasion  one  may  rejoice  in  the  j)overty  of  the 
hinguage)  fails  to  furnish  a  word^  so  we  must  be 
satisfied  with  the  Salzburg  military  denomination, 
and  say  that  the  aid-de-camp  was  a  small  slight 
yonng  man,  with  coal-black  hair  and  eyes,  a  sal- 
low complexion,  tumed-up  nose,  and  slightly  pro- 
jecting chin  ;  his  tightly -fitting  hussar  uniform 
was  worn  with  such  ease,  that  it  seemed  what  it 
nearly  was,  rather  a  national  costume  than  a  mili- 
tary dress. 

He  sprang  across  the  room  to  meet  her  us  she 
entered,  and  then  commenced  some  noisy  play  with 
the  dogs  until  she  had  established  herself  on  the 
sofa,  and  drawn  an  elaborately  inlaid  spindle-legged 
work-table  towards   her,  firom  the  silk  pouch  of 
which  she  drew  forth  a  huge  piece  of  tapestry. 
Then  he  sat  down  beside  her,  and  while  the  dogs 
endeavoured  to  tempt  him  to  continue  their  boister- 
ous sport  by  scratching  and  whining  at  his  boots  or 
springing  on  his  knee,  he  imceremoniously  pushed 
them  down  with  one  hand,  while,  leaning  forward, 
he  with  the  other  endeavoured  to  construct  various 
incongruous  edifices  by  heaping  together  the  differ- 
ent implements  of  female  industry,  bonboniferes. 
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vinaigrettes,  flacons,  and  all  the  other  miscellanies 
usually  collected  on  such  tables. 

"I  scarcely  expected  to  see  you  to-day,"  she 
said,  taking  a  pair  of  scissors  out  of  his  hand. 
"  How  did  you  happen  not  to  join  the  sledging 
party  into  Bavaria?" 

"  I  feared  they  would  make  me  drink  too  much 
of  that  sour  Bhine  wine,  which  I  cannot  learn  to 
like ;  so  I  refused  to  go  with  them.  I  suppose  it 
is  bad  taste  on  my  part ;  but  I  think  our  wines 
better." 

"  Tokay  against  johannesberg,"  said  the  Baron- 
ess. 

"  Exactly.  By  the  by,  I  regret  to  say  that  you 
must  wait  until  spring  for  the  tokay  I  promised 
you :  we  have  no  roads  passable  at  present,  so  the 
wine  must  come  with  my  horses — I  am  sorry  for 
the  delay." 

"  It  is  of  no  consequence.  But  what  do  you  in- 
tend to  do  with  more  horses  ?  you  told  me  yester- 
day you  intended  to  sell  your  greys." 

"  Very  true  ;  but — ^you  see — ^I  often  want  money, 
and  am  continually  obliged  to  apply  to  my  father : 
to  do  him  justice  he  has  been  liberal  enough — 
but  I  am  a  bad  manager,  and  he  has  now  informed 

me  that  he  can  send  me  no  more — but  a as 

many  horses  and  as  much  brandy  as  I  choose." 

"  Brandy ! " 
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''  Yes  ;  we  have  distilleries  on  our  estates — ^most 
people  in  onr  neighbourliood  have." 

''  I  suppose/'  said  the  Baroness,  ^'  as  the  Baya- 
rians  have  breweries?" 

"  Very  likely ;  I  don't  know  anything  about  Ba- 
Taria  as  yet,  excepting  that  the  beer  is  good." 

«  Well— but— about  the  brandy  ?  " 

"  Brandy  he  offered  me,  and  com  too,  but  they 
were  not  in  my  line,  so  I  chose  the  horses." 

"  And  how  many  do  you  expect  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know ;  a  good  lot  at  all  events,  for  we 
have  everything  on  a  grand  scale  at  home." 

"  I  wonder  your  father  does  not  sell  his  com  and 
brandy." 

"  We  are  so  quite  out  of  the  way  of  roads  and 
markets,  our  brandy  is  sold  to  the  people  about  us, 
and  the  produce  forms  the  greater  part  of  our  in- 
come. As  to  the  rest,  we  have  everything  we  want 
for  the  plentiful  keeping  of  a  house,  with  servants 
and  horses  unnumbered." 

"  But  when  you  went  to  Pesth " 

"  Oh  my  mother  and  sisters  always  quartered 
themselves  on  our  relations ;  my  father  never 
moved,  he  was  bored  enough  by  their  coming  back 
with  all  sorts  of  new  dresses  and  ideas." 

"  New  ideas  !  of  what  kind  ?  " 

"  Why,  the  last  was,  that  we  must  invite  all 
the  officeis  quartered  within  ten  or  twelve  miles  of 
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UB  to  our  house,  and  from  that  time  they  never 
were  out  of  it :  my  eldest  sister  married  one  of 
them,  an  Austrian,  and  we  thought  it  a  famous 
thing  at  first." 

"  And  not  at  last  ?  " 

"  Why,  not  exactly.  When  I  visited  her  in 
Vienna,  on  my  way  here,  she  was  living  in  a 
queer  out  of  the  way  lodging,  and  could  only 
afford  to  keep  one  pair  of  the  horses  my  father 
had  given  her;  then,  she  and  her  husband  went 
to  every  one's  house  who  asked  them,  and  never 
gave  anything  at  all  themselves.  I  thought  the 
concern  shabby,  and  told  Ilka  my  opinion  plainly 
enough." 

"  I  daresay  she  told  you  hers  in  return." 

"  She  said  I  was  a  foolish  boy,  and  did  not  know 
how  people  lived  in  civilized  countries !  " 

"  A  most  slighting  speech,"  said  the  Baroness 
smiling ;  "  unpardonable,  if  it  had  not  been  mad 
by  a  relation  and  countrywoman." 

"  Oh  in  her  heart  she  is  as  much  a  Magyar  as 
am ;  nevertheless,  we  had  a  desperate  battle,  in  wh? 
I  should  have  been  victorious  if  her  husband  1 
not  come  to  her  assistance.     It  is  only  lately,  h 
ever,  that  I  have  begun  to  find  out  what  he  m 
by  people  in  civilized  countries  living  on  mc 
and  not  on  the  raw  produce  of  the  land.     Wli 
home,  I  had  everything  I  wanted,  and  never 
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how  it  was  procured — now,  I  am  obliged  to  pay  for 
eveiy  glass  of  wine  I  drink." 

"  You  don't  find  yonr  present  state  of  indepen- 
dence 80  agreeable  as  you  expected,  perhaps  ?  " 

"  Not  quite ;  and,  if  living  on  money  be,  as  my 
brother-in-law  says,  a  stride  towards  civilisation,  I 
wonder  what  he  would  call  living,  as  I  do  now,  on 
Lothing  at  all  ?  " 

"  That  is  the  excess  of  civilisation,"  said  the 
Baroness,  laughing,  ^^  and  can  only  take  place  for 
any  length  of  time  in  highly  civilized  cities ! " 

"  Indeed !  But  even  in  highly  civilized  cities,  if 
one  happen  to  have  a  brute  of  a  banker " 

"  Ilush,"  cried  the  Baroness,  playfully  ;  "  I 
have  a  great  respect  for  bankers — all  reputable 
people  have ;  there  are  few  better  trades,  and  in 
time  of    war  or  rumours   of  war,   like  the  pre- 
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"  Oh,  if  there  were  a  war,  I  should  have  very 
little  to  do  with  the  bankers — I  could  forage  for 
myself  then." 

"  Of  course  you  would  ;  but  while  we  are  wait- 
ing for  the  commencement  of  hostilities,  suppose 
we  drive  out  in  the  sledge  ?  " 

It  was  ordered,  and  her  maid  appeared  with 
muffling  in  every  possible  form,  and  a  bonnet  with 
long  waving  feathers.  Now  the  sledge,  with  its 
costly  furs,  silver  bells,  tassels,  and  plumed  horses, 
was  by  many  degrees  the  handsomest  in  Salzburg : 
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CHAPTER  m. 

As  the  hour  appointed  by  Rupert  drew  near,  the 
Baroness  became  fidgety,  cross,  and  hungry,  and 
the  moment  the  clock  struck  ten  she  rang  the  bell 
violently  and  ordered  supper.  She  had  time  to  eat 
it,  and  might  have  sat  quietly  ruminating  after- 
wards, as  is  so  strongly  recommended  by  physicians 
in  general,  had  not  restlessness  instead  of  quietude 
been  her  habit,  which,  as  it  proceeded  from  the 
neglected  cultivation  of  an  active  mind,  and  total 
want  of  real  occupation  of  any  description,  was  a 
tonnent  to  every  one  about  or  depending  on  her. 
The  servants,  even  those  who  had  stolen  oflf  to  bed, 
were  now  put  in  requisition.  One  was  sent  with 
a  note  to  Count  Polyak  to  ask  if  the  sledging 
party  had  not  yet  returned;  others  were  to  make 
inquiries  of  the  sentinels  at  the  two  entrances  of  the 
town  from  the  Bavarian  side;  others  again  to  watch 
at  open  windows,  to  give  notice  of  the  sound  of 
approaching  sledges;  while  she  herself  walked  up 
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and  down  the  room,  not  suffering  uneasiness,  but 
yielding  unreservedly  to  impatience  and  ill-temper. 

It  was  in  this  raffled  state  that  she  now  awaited 
her  nephew's  return,  and  it  was  perhaps  a  fortunate 
circumstance  that,  when  he  arrived,  his  companions 
detained  him  long  to  say  adieu,  and  make  promises 
of  beating  up  his  quarters  during  the  ensuing  sum- 
mer. At  length  they  were  gone,  and  Rupert 
bounded  up  the  stairs,  and  presented  himself  to  his 
aunt  a  perfect  personification  of  good  humour. 

"  Capital  fellows  the  officers  here !"  he  exclaimed: 
"  Never  met  a  jollier  set !" 

"  You  look  as  if  you  had  been  more  than  jolly," 
observed  his  aunt. 

"  Then  my  looks  belie  me,"  he  answered,  slightly 
shrugging  his  shoulders,  and  then  stooping  to  play 
with  the  dogs,  determined  not  to  commence  a  con- 
versation which  he  would  rather  have  avoided. 

"  Have  you  supped  ?"  she  asked  abruptly. 

"  Yes,  thank  you :  hours  ago." 

"  And  a you  had  a  gay  party and  Count 

Glaneck  enjoyed  it  as  much  as  any  of  you  ?" 

Rupert  stared;  he  knew  his  aimt  did  not  care 
the  least  in  the  world  for  his  friend,  so  he  answered 
laughingly,  that  "  Glaneck  had  been  very  cheerful, 
and  he  was  sure  would  be  extremely  flattered  if  he 
heard  of  her  kind  inquiries  about  him." 

"Hum It  seems  he  has  quite  got  over  the 

loss  of  his  wife  1" 
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^  Oh^  no ;  he  speaks  of  her  constantly ;  and^ 
finm  what  he  says,  is  not  likely  to  find  any  one  to 
supply  her  place." 

"And  yet  he  must  marry  again,  I  suppose," 
said  the  Baroness ;  "  widowers  generally  do  when 
they  have  children." 

'^Perhaps  he  may,"  said  Rupert.  "If  I  had 
known  that  you  were  curious  on  the  subject,  I 
should  have  asked  him." 

"  Pshaw,"  cried  his  aunt  impatiently ;  "  he  is  a 
man  I  rather  dislike  than  otherwise;  but  he  has 
been  an  exemplaiy  husband,  they  say,  and  may 
have  recommended  you  to  a Perhaps,  how- 
ever, it  is  better  to  speak  plainly,  and  say  at  once 
what  I  mean." 

"  I  wish  you  would,"  said  Rupert;  and  perceiving 
that  evasion  was  no  longer  possible,  he  added,  "  I 
have  returned  home  early  on  purpose  to  hear  all 
you  have  to  say  to  me  before  I  leave." 

"  Must  you  then  go  to-morrow  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  And  your  aunt  and  cousins  hourly  expected !  " 

•*  I  regret  extremely  not  being  able  to  renew  my 
acquaintance  with  them,  but  I  can  no  longer  post- 
pone my  journey;  and  I  should  think  that  a  few 
months  sooner  or  later  can  be  of  very  little  import- 
ance to  any  of  us." 

'^  I  think  difierently,  however.  Do  you  remem- 
ber vour  cousins  ?  " 


ta< 


and  Cy^f  i  vo»."  UeA  ^»^''    t^L  ^* 

!cco«^V^*'^tr^adc<l^*«^    sue  c«^^,6foV 


CTSILLA.  37 

and  theiefoie  will  hftve  nothing  to  do  with  her. 
She  has  never  taken  the  least  notice  of  me  since 
her  marriage;  bnt  I  don't  want  her,  nor  does  she 
want  me  in  any  way  it  seems,  and  so  we  are  equal. 
Your  other  two  consins  are,  however,  differently 
situated.  I  am  afiraid  thej  will  not  be  satisfied 
with  the  permission  to  occupy  part  of  my  house; 
they,  or  at  least  their  mother,  will  expect  me  to  do 
something  for  them " 

"  But  surely,"  said  Rupert  with  a  look  of  sur- 
prise, "  surely  you  must  have  had  some  intentions 
of  that  kind  when  you  proposed  their  coming  here?" 

"  You  seem  to  forget,  Rupert,  that  you  will  be  a 
loser  in  exact  proportion  to  my  generosity," 

"  There  is  no  generosity  in  the  case.  Give  them 
at  once  what  my  uncle  bequeathed  them." 

"  I  shall  do  no  such  thing;  they  have  got  enougli 
from  me  already — besides,  he  left  it  to  them  only 
in  case  they  should  marry  with  my  consent !" 

"  Oh,  there  will  be  no  difficulty  on  that  score 
here,  if  you  do  not  object  to  the  military  line. 

Let's  see:  there's  Glaneck  for  one Ah,  now  I 

know  why  you  inquired  so  particularly  about  him 
— Glaneck  for  one,  and  Polyak  for  the  other !  Pol 
is  a  capital  little  fellow — domestic  habits,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing ! "  and  Rupert  laughed  merrily, 
undisturbed  by  his  aunt's  frowning  countenance. 

"  You  talk  as  if  I  were  a  common  matchmaker," 
she  observed  angrily. 

"  Most  women,"  he  said,  still  laughing,  "  have, 
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I  believe,  an  inclination  to  provide  for  the  domestic 
happiness  of  their  unmarried  fiiends ;  and  I  have 
little  doubt  that  you  have  already  formed  plans  for 
both  your  nieces.  Now,  my  advice  to  you  is,  that 
you  refrain  from  using  your  authority  on  so  veiy 
important  an  occasion  :  tell  them  that  their  uncle's 
legacy  is  theirs  when  they  choose  to  claim  it,  and 
that  you  leave  them  at  liberty  to  marry  when  and 
whom  they  please." 

"  You  talk  lightly  of  a  large  sum  of  money,  Ru- 
pert ;  however,  this  is  the  very  subject  on  which  I 
wished  to  speak  to  you." 

"  You  surely  did  not  think  that  I  would  attempt 
to  dissuade  you  fix)m  such  laudable  intentions?" 
asked  Rupert  smiling. 

"  Wait  until  you  hear  my  whole  plan.  You 
know  your  uncle's  and  my  greatest  wish  has  ever 
been  that  in  the  course  of  time  you  should  repurchase 
Adlerkron,  the  place  from  which  we  take  our  name, 
and  that  your  grandfather  so  foolishly  sold  in  order 
to  buy  shares  in  those  odious  copper  mines " 

"  Which,"  said  Rupert,  "  have  turned  out  very 
well,  and  are  a  vast  deal  more  profitable  than 
Adlerkron." 

"  He  would  have  sold  Windhorst  too  if  he 
had  had  the  power,"  cried  the  Baroness  indig- 
nantly. 

'^  'Twas  a  pity  he  could  not,  as  he  then  would 
have  retained  Adlerkron,"  said  Rupert.  ^^  I  am 
sorry  that  place  has  gone  out  of  the  family." 
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"Now  you  are  talking  rationally. — So  you 
wonid  like  to  have  Adlerkron  again  ?'' 

"Of  course  I  should ;  but  Polinsky  asks  a  fancy 
price  for  it  now." 

"And  you  have  been  negotiating  with  him 
about  it?" 

"  Yes ;  but  finding  it  quite  beyond  my  means,  I 
intend  to  employ  my  minority  capital  in  another 
purchase." 

"No,  no,  Rupert;  Adlerkron  is  not  beyond  your 
means  if  you  will  only  do  as  I  propose.  I  must 
endeavour  to  keep  my  fortune  undivided  for  you, 
and  at  the  same  time  do  something  for  these  girls. 
I  cannot,  therefore,  think  of  a  better  plan  than  that 
you  should  marry  one  of  them :  Fernanda  is  too 
near  your  own  age,  but  Cyrilla  is  scarcely  eigliteen, 
and  when  I  saw  her  promised  to  be  very  pretty." 

Rupert  had  expected  a  proposal  of  marriage,  and 
had  already  mentally  refused  all  his  female  acquaint- 
ance ;  his  cousins  had  never  once  occurred  to  him, 
and,  though  determined  to  decline  the  alliance,  he 
was  for  a  moment  unprepared  to  answer,  and  his 
aunt  continued  with  evident  satisfaction  :  "  You 
see,  Rupert,  the  connexion  is  in  every  way  desira- 
ble— ^yoor  aunt  too  is  such  a — a — very  worthy 
person,  and  has  taken  such  enormous  pains  with 
the  education  of  her  daughters,  that  they  must  be 
everything  a  reasonable  man  could  desire  in  a  wife. 
I  should  have  preferred  letting  things  take  a  natural 
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course,  and  had  70U  consented  to  await  their  arrivaly 
it  is  very  probable  that  you  would  have  thought  of 
this  plan  yourself;  but,  to  be  quite  candid  with 
you,  I  have  another  and  stronger  motive  than  I  have 
yet  ventured  to  tell  you  for  urging  this  match." 

Rupert  looked  up  but  did  not  speak,  and  she 
continued — 

"  Your  determination  to  return  to  the  north  to- 
morrow has  confirmed  all  my  fears  that  you  may 
at  last  be  inveigled  into  a  marriage  with  that  half 
French  girl — that  artful  Virginie  de  Lindesmar,  who 
they  say  actually  attempted  to  poison  herself  in  a 
fit  of  desperation  about  you." 

Rupert  sprang  from  his  seat,  exclaiming  angrily, 
"  This  is  intolerable !  How  can  you  believe  or 
repeat  such  nonsense.  Madam?" 

"  Whatever  you  may  say,  Rupert,  some  founda- 
tion for  this  report  there  certainly  was :  her  mother, 
who  it  was  said  at  first  joined  and  assisted  her, 
grew  frightened,  and  hushed  up  the  affair  as  well 
as  she  could;  but  Virginie  de  Lindesmar  most 
certainly  attempted  to  poison  herself  one  night  after 
a  ball,  and  it  was  supposed  you  intended  to  marry 
her  from  compassion,  though  every  one  agreed  in 
saying  that  you  had  not  committed  yourself  in  any 
way.  I  have  my  correspondents,  you  see,  and 
know  more  about  you  than  you  imagined." 

^^  Any  thing  else,  Madam  ?  "  asked  Rupert  with 
affected  composure. 
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^  Ok  yea.  One  person  who  wrote  to  me  on  the 
subject  added,  that  Yiiginie  had  confessed  that 
ahe. " 

^'I  beg  your  pardon  for  interropting  you,  but 
when  I  assure  jou  that  I  never  thought  of  marry- 
ing her  or or any   one   else,  in   all   my 

life " 

"  They  say,  however,"  persisted  his  aunt,  "  they 
ny  that  a  sort  of  conditional  engagement  exists  be- 
tween you." 

"Then,"  answered  Rupert,  impatiently,  "re- 
ports contradict  each  other  in  this  instance,  for 
Aey  My,  also,  that  she  is  about  to  be,  or  is  actually, 
married  to  a  Frenchman — ^a  Vicomte  de  Rubigny, 
and  she  is  in  all  probability  by  this  time  in  Italy 
with  him,  as  he  is  attached  to  some  embassy  there. 
On  that  subject  at  least  let  us  avoid  a  dispute." 

"  I  never  knew  any  one  so  fond  of  mystery,  or 
so  tenacious  of  secrets  as  you  are,  Rupert.  Any 
other  would  have  told  me  the  true  state  of  the  case 
at  once,  when  they  knew  they  might  rely  on  my 
discretion," 

"  I  really  have  nothing  to  tell.  You  know  how 
veiy  intimate  1  have  always  been  with  the  Lindes- 
mars.  I  played  with  Virginie  when  she  was  a 
child,  and  danced  and  sang  with  her  when  she 
became  older.  What  could  be  more  natural  ?  If 
people  choose  to  give  us  in  marriage  to  each  other, 
I  cannot  help  it.      Surely  you  have  lived  long 
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enough  in  the  world  to  know  that  reports  of  that 
kind  are  often  aknost  without  foundation." 

"  Then  the  stories  about  her  jealousy,  and  the 
laudanum,  and  her  mother's  intrigues,  are  not  true, 
and  she  never  went  to  your  rooms  disguised  as  a 
student or " 

"  Heaven  and  earth  ! "  cried  Rupert,  losing  all 
patience,  "  this  is  too  much  !  I  have  told  you  that 
she  is  married,  or  going  to  be  married,  and  as  she 
will  never  in  any  way  be  connected  with  our  fii- 
mily,  she  cannot  in  the  least  interest  you  in  future. 
If  you  have  not  anything  of  more  consequence  to 
discuss,  I  shall  propose  going  to  bed,  as  I  start 
very  early  in  the  morning." 

"  Why,  you  have  not  given  me  any  answer  to 
my  proposal  about  your  cousin." 

"  My  cousin  ?  Cyrilla,  I  think,  it  was  you  said  ? 
I a consider  the  relationship  too  near." 

"  Nonsense,  Rupert !  The  Adlerkrons  and 
Waldens  are  cousins,  and  have  gone  on  inter- 
marrying for  three  successive  generations ! " 

"  I  won't  marry  my  cousin,"  said  Rupert,  fold- 
ing his  arms  as  he  leaned  against  the  stove  with 
a  look  of  great  resolution ;  "  I  have  no  doubt  that 
she  is  very  pretty,  and  very  accomplished,  and  all 
that  a  reasonable  man  could  desire,  as  you  so  justly 
observed ;  but  I  am  not  sufficiently  reasonable  to 
take  a  wife  on  recommendation,  and  must  and  will 
choose  for  nivself." 
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"  Tour  wife  will  have  no  enviable  lot  I "  cried 
Ids  $xmtj  angrilj ;  '^  for  a  more  obstinate,  passion- 
ite,  disagreeable  man  does  not  exist  than  yon  have 
become  during  the  last  few  years ! " 

"If  Bach  be  your  opinion  of  me,"  said  Rupert, 
with  some  irritation,  "  I  cannot  conceive  how  you 
ooold  think  of  sacrificing  your  niece  so  barbar- 
oualy." 

"My  niece  must  marry  whoever  I  please,  and  I 
shall  not  think  it  at  all  necessary  to  consult  her 
inclinations  on  the  subject :  it  will  be  very  odd  if  I 
cannot  control  her  at  least !  You  consider  yourself 
independent  of  me,  and  brave  my  authority  with- 
out the  slightest  consideration ;  but  there  are  limits 

even  to  my  indulgence Do  not  try  me  too  far, 

Rupert my  affection  for  you  is  great,  but  it  has 

bofunds  ;  and  once  for  all  I  tell  you,  that  if  you  do 
not  consent  to  marry  Cyrilla — I — I  will — never 
for^ve  you — ^never  speak  to  you  again — and  all 
connexion  between  us  will  end  this  night ! " 

"  As  you  please,  madam." 

"  So  you  will  not  marry  her?"  asked  his  aunt, 
in  a  voice  trembUng  with  anger. 

"  No— no — certainly  not." 

"Then,"  she  cried,  rising  from  her  chair  and 
vehemently  pushing  aside  everything  with  which 
she  came  in  contact,  "  then,  this  must  be  our 
last  interview.  When  your  whole  conduct  is  a 
system  of  opposition  to  my  wishes^  you  cannot  ex- 
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pect  that  I  should  still  consider  70a  aa  my  son,  or 
look  upon  you  as  my  heir!  To-morrow  I  shall 
make  another  will;  and  I  feel  myself  exonerated 
from  the  necessity  of  even  naming  you  in  it." 

"  I  might  remind  you  of  my  uncle's  intentions 
and  wishes,"  cried  Rupert,  his  eyes  flashing  and 
his  face  flushed ;  ^^  and  I  might  try  to  make  yon 
aware  of  the  unreasonableness  of  your  command, 
but — I  am  only  too  glad  to  escape  my  present 
thraldom  on  any  terms ;  and  pray  keep  in  mind 
that  you  have  yourself  pronounced  me  free — dis- 
carded me.  Gratitude  for  my  uncle's  kindness 
and  care,  not  mercenary  motives,  has  bound  me  to 
you  hitherto.  I  beg  in  fixture  that  you  will  alto- 
gether forget  my  existence." 

He  strode  out  of  the  room  as  he  pronounced  the 
last  word,  leaving  his  aunt  in  a  state  of  mixed  as- 
tonishment and  rage.  No  longer  controlled  by  his 
presence,  she  paced  the  room  with  unequal  steps, 
murmuring  unintelligibly  words  of  dire  import 
At  the  end  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour  she  became 
calmer,  seated  herself  again,  and,  while  she  im- 
patiently tapped  the  arms  of  her  chair,  began  to 
think  that  she  might  perhaps  have  gone  too  far. 
Her  threat  (for  it  was  nothing  more)  of  disinherit- 
ance had  been  received  in  a  manner  that  had  com- 
pletely confounded  her :  she  regretted  having  been 
so  premature  with  the  disclosure  of  her  plan,  and 
saw  plainly  how  injudiciously  she  had  acted  in  los- 
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iog  her  temper  when  she  ought  to  have  been  most 
tempeiate.  The  sound  of  horses  entering  the  gate- 
way made  her  start :  she  felt  convinced  that,  late 
as  it  was,  Bupert  was  about  to  leave  her  house — 
perhaps  for  ever.  She  rushed  into  the  adjoining 
room,  and  rang  without  intermission  the  bell  which 
denoted  a  summons  for  her  maid,  until  she  ap- 
peared. 

'^What  noise  is  that  on  the  stair  ?*'  she  asked 
quickly. 

"  They  are  carrying  down  the  carriage  cases.  I 
have  already  told  them  not  to  make  so  much 
noise,"  she  replied,  quietly  placing  a  chair  before 
the  toilet-table,  and  a  pair  of  slippers  beside  it. 

"  How  absurd  to  leave  at  such  an  hour !  Go 
directly  to  Baron  Adlerkron,  and  tell  him  I  wish 
to  speak    to    him    again — there  was    something 

which  I  forgot  to  say  to  him.      Tell  him no 

go  at  once,"  she  cried,  waving  her  hand  im- 
patiently. 

"  Perhaps,"  she  murmured,  pressing  her  hands 
together,  "  perhaps  he  will  refuse  to  come  to  me ; 
and,  for  a  girl  about  whom  I  am  perfectly  indiflfer- 
ent,  I  may  have  lost  the  only  one  of  our  family 
left  me  to  care  for,  and  whose  position  in  the  world 
conld  add  dignity  to  mine !  I  ought  to  have  made 
allowance  for  his  warmth  of  temper,  and  after  all  I 
could  not  expect  him  to  take  a  wife  without  hav- 
ing seen  her  I" 
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She  listened  anxiously  as  steps  approached,  and 
presently  Rupert  entered  her  room  enveloped  in  fars, 
and  evidently  on  the  eve  of  departure. 

After  a  struggle  for  composure,  she  began  re- 
proachfully, "  I  wonder,  Rupert,  you  are  not 
ashamed  to  give  way  to  such  violence  of  temper. 
You  ought  to  endeavour  to  overcome  these  bursts  of 
passion " 

"  I  thought  it  was  you  who  had  been  angry,"  he 
answered,  with  a  good-humoured  smile. 

"  Is  it  not  anger  that  makes  you  set  out  on  your 
journey  at  such  an  hour  of  the  night?"  she  asked 
quickly. 

'^  I  like  travelling  at  night ;  and  besides,  I  feel 
that  I  have  nothing  more  to  do  here,  now  that  I 
am  to  be  disinherited." 

"  Pooh,  nonsense !  I  only  said  that  when  I  was 
angry — I  mean  displeased — I  never  for  a  moment 
seriously  thought  of  such  a  thing !  " 

^^  I  do  not  know  what  you  thought,  but  I  heard 
what  you  said,  and  to  prevent  a  renewal  of  the 
subject,  I  disclaim  all  expectations  of  any  kind — 
the  purport  of  your  will  I  shall  never  inquire. 
Freedom  of  action  is  worth  more  than  all  you 
could  bestow  on  me.  I  should  act  as  I  do  now 
even  if  I  were  poor ;  how  much  more  easily  can  I 
do  so  when  your  fortune,  large  as  it  is,  is  no  object 
to  me  whatever. 

^^  No  object  whatever !  " 
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''  None ;  for,  much  as  I  am  habituated  to  wealth, 
there  sever  was  any  one  whose  personal  wants  were 
so  few,  or  whose  tastes  so  simple  as  mine.  I  am 
independent  in  eveiy  sense  of  the  word." 

"  And,  to  prove  your  independence,  you  will  some 
day  many  a  woman  without  either  fortune  or  con- 
nexion ! " 

"  I  have  determined  at  all  events  not  to  marry 
Cyrilla :  I  feel  a  sort  of  incipient  dislike  to  her, 
which  will  probably  in  time  ripen  into  a  respectable 
kind  of  hatred," 

"  Supert,  you  would  provoke  a  saint :  it  is  im- 
possible to  know  whether  you  are  jesting  or  in 
eamest." 

"  Believe  me,  aunt,  I  have  no  inclination  to  jest 
about  matrimony;  every  approach  to  the  subject 
seems  doomed  to  be  a  source  of  annoyance  to  me. 
I  sometimes  feel  as  if  I  were  predestined  to  be 
unfortunate  in  my  choice,  or  in  my  wife,  though, 
to  avoid  it,  I  have  resolved  not  to  marry  xmtil  I  am 
desperately  in  love  with  some  one  in  every  way 
desirable." 

"Oh,  Kupert,  nothing  can  be  so  desirable  as 
what  I  have  proposed;  I  cannot  understand  a  man 
making  objections,  when  everything  can  be  arranged 
satisfactorily." 

"Cannot  you?"  said  Rupert,  half  laughing; 
"  perhaps  we  are  more  inclined  to  make  objections 
than  women." 
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'^  But  yon  have  not  so  mnch  at  stake " 

"  Have  n't  we  ?  "  he  said,  looking  impatiently 
towards  the  door. 

"  Well,  well,  I  shall  say  no  more  about  it ;  but 
before  you  go,  you  must  promise  to  forget  what  I 
said  to  you  just  now." 

"  Do  you  mean  about  Cyrilla?  " 

"  No,  I  mean  about  my  will:  if,  however,  you 
would  remain  until  to-morrow " 

"  K  I  did,  you  know  we  should  spend  the  time 
in  useless  arguments." 

"  Say  at  once,  Rupert,  that  you  do  not  intend  to 
marry." 

"  I  shall  say  no  such  thing.  Cyrilla  is  perhaps 
the  only  person  against  whom  I  feel  a  decided 
antipathy." 

"  Obstinate  boy ! " 

"  Boy! "  repeated  Rupert,  laughing;  "  well,  be 
it  so,  but  let  me  then  hear  no  more  about  wives  and 
marriage." 

"  And when    may   I    expect    to    see    you 

again?" 

"  Some  time  next  summer per — haps." 

"  And  in  the  meantime,"  said  his  aunt,  "  should 

I  find  Cyrilla I  mean,  in  case  I  should  wish  to 

see  you  for  a  few  days,  will  you  not  come  to  me?  " 

"  Oh,  of  course,  if  it  be  possible;  but  understand 
me,  I  will  not  marry  Cyrilla." 
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'*  May  I  ftt  least  depend  on  your  consulting  me 
befine  70a  decide  on  any  one  else? " 

'^  I  cannot  promise  that/'  said  Rupert;  ^^  to  con- 
sult is  half  to  ask  advice,  which  one  should  not  do 
without  some  intention  of  foUowing  it;  but  you 
^hall  hear  time  enough  for  us  to  quarrel  about  it  a 
few  weeks,  at  the  end  of  which  time " 

"  You  will  do  exactly  what  you  please,"  cried 
his  aunt,  interrupting  him;  "  I  see  you  are  incor- 
rigible." 

Rupert  laughed,  took  leave,  and  hurried  down 
the  stairs  into  the  cold  night  air  with  a  light  heart, 
and  a  determination  that  many  months  should 
elapse  before  he  again  would  enter  the  house  he 
was  then  leaving. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

The  next  day  brought  the  travellers,  who  had 
been  so  anxiously  expected.  Had  they  arrived 
twenty-four  hours  sooner  their  reception  would 
have  perhaps  been  different;  but  the  Baroness 
Adlerkron  now  felt  more  annoyance  than  interest 
as  she  stood  at  a  window  and  saw,  with  a  mixture 
of  irritation  and  scorn,  the  heavily  packed  hired 
carriage,  in  which  her  relatives  had  made  their 
journey,  roll  slowly  under  the  archway  into  the 
house.  She  had  been  watching  with  Polyak  the 
snow-storm  that  had  prevented  them  from  sledging, 
and  served  as  an  excuse  for  him  to  remain  to 
dinner.  As  he  now  turned  away  and  began  hastily 
to  drink  off  his  coffee,  naturally  supposing  it  neces- 
sary to  leave  her,  she  observed  carelessly,  "  You 
need  not  hurry  ;  they  will  scarcely  come  up  stairs 
for  tlie  next  half-hour  or  more,  and  I  don't  feel  the 
least  inclination  to  go  to  them.'' 

In  the  meantime,  however,  her  servants  ran  un- 
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bidden  down  the  stairs.  Some  assisted  to  unpack 
the  carnage,  while  others  opened  the  rooms  and 
Gommenced  lighting  the  fires. 

"Pray,  mamma,  don't  take  oflf  your  cloak  or 
you  wiU  be  frozen,"  cried  Fernanda  springing  to- 
wards  her  mother,  and  endeavouring  to  warm  her 
hands  by  rubbing  them  in  her  own,  which  were 
equally  cold  and  stiff. 

They  looked  round  the  room  and  shivered. 

"How  gloomy!  How  wretched  and  inhospi- 
table these  rooms  appear  to  me ! "  exclaimed  Cyrilla 
with  dismay.  "  Oh,  what  a  change  is  this !  These 
are  vaults,  not  apartments ! " 

"  Wait  until  they  are  warm  and  we  have  had 
time  to  make  ourselves  at  home  in  them  before 
you  pass  judgment,"  said  her  mother,  glancing 
rignificantly  towards  her  sister-in-law's  servants. 
''  You  are  much  too  hasty  in  forming  your  opinion 
of  places  and  persons." 

"  I  don't  think  I  shall  ever  feel  at  home  here,  or 
ever  be  warm  again,"  she  rejoined  heedlessly  while 
she  took  off  her  bonnet,  and  pushed  back  a  profu- 
sion of  long  fair  ringlets,  showing  a  bright  joyous 
face  in  all  the  indefinite  beauty  of  extreme  youth  ; 
then  suddenly  observing  that  her  mother  looked 
very  grave,  she  half-playfully,  half-seriously  knelt 
down  on  a  footstool  beside  her,  and  taking  one  of 
her  hands  in  both  hers,  silently  watched  the  bring- 
ing in  and  partial  unpacking  of  some  military- 
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looking  cases,  on  which  time  had  nearly  obliterated 
the  letters  and  nmnhers  that  had  for  years  ensured 
them  a  place  on  the  baggage  waggons  of  a  very 
distinguished  regiment.  There  was  a  quiet  in- 
difference to  trifling  discomforts  in  the  manner  of 
all  three, — an  absence  of  whatever  was  not  abso- 
lutely necessary  in  the  contents  of  these  chests, 
that  proved  more  plainly  than  words  that  the 
owners  had  travelled  long  and  fax.  And  in  fact 
this  had  been  the  case  in  no  common  degree ;  for 
the  Baroness  Carl  Adlerkron  had  never  been  in- 
duced to  part  with  her  daughters,  either  to  send 
them  to  a  school  or  to  relations  whose  lives  were 
more  tranquil  than  her  own.  They  had,  therefore, 
with  her  followed  their  father  during  his  lifetime, 
and  afterwards  a  constant  pursuit  of  health  had 
made  the  south  of  France  and  Italy  the  scene  of 
perpetual  wanderings.  Of  the  seclusion  supposed 
to  be  necessary  for  the  purpose  of  education  they 
knew  nothing;  even  as  children  both  sisters  had 
mixed  in  society, — ^it  had  become  habit,  second  na- 
ture to  them ;  and  yet  Cyrilla,  with  her  unembar- 
rassed manners  and  gradually  acquired  knowledge  of 
social  life,  was  as  little  worldly,  and  quite  as  inno- 
cent, as  any  blushing  girl  who  has  just  returned  to 
her  family  after  having  passed  eight  or  ten  years  of 
her  life  in  a  Pensionnat  or  "  Establishment,"  with 
well  jalousied  windows,  and  high-walled  grass  gar- 
den, learning  to  speak  French  and  work  embroidery. 
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When  their  aunt's  Benrants  were  gone,  Fernanda 
"begtJk  to  assist  the  elderly  grave-looking  Swiss 
maid  to  nnpack,  while  Cjrilla  first  walked  and 
then  danced  ronnd  the  room.  ^'The  furniture 
here/'  she  said  merrily,  ''will  not  damp  our  voices 
when  we  sing,  or  impede  our  movements  when  we 
dtnce." 

"I  must  say,"  observed  Fernanda  laughing, 
"our  aunt  has  followed  somewhat  too  implicitly 
the  directions  to  avoid  expense :  we  must  have 
another  so£a  directly,  that  mamma  may  be  able  to 
enjoy  her  afternoon  sleep.  I  hope  the  stove  is  be- 
ginning to  get  warm." 

Cyrilla  went  towards  it, — not  a  particle  of  heat 
had  as  yet  penetrated  the  antiquated  mass  of  tiles 
which  filled  one  entire  comer  of  the  room,  reaching 
to  the  very  ceiling.  "No  one  would  imagine," 
she  said,  placing  her  hands  on  the  difierent  parts 
where  the  warmth  was  most  likely  to  penetrate, — 
**Xo  one,  I  am  sure,  would  imagine  that  that  civil 
housemaid  of  my  aunt^s  shoved  half  a  tree  into  its 
gaping  mouth ! " 

"  I  think,"  said  Fernanda,  "  these  rooms  must 
have  been  intended  for  a  porter  who  was  to  be 
allowed  an  unlimited  quantity  of  wood ;  we  shall 
be  obliged  to  spend  half  our  income  buying  fuel." 

"  My  dear  girls,"  said  their  mother,  "  you  seem 
to  forget  that  we  have  the  apartments  firec  of  rent. 
Instead  of  abusing  the  stove,  let  us  give  it  time 
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to  warm  the  room,  while  we  go  to  yoiir  aunt^  who 
seems  to  expect  us  to  seek  our  welcome." 

They  followed  her  as  she  ascended  the  stairs  in 
silence,  Fernanda  endeavouring,  as  well  as  she 
could,  to  arrange  her  dress  and  smooth  her  ruf&ed 
hair.  She  was  painfully  conscious  of  the  plainness 
of  her  appearance, — ^knew  that  her  hair  would  not 
fall  of  itself  into  picturesque  waves  and  curls  like 
Cyrilla's — knew  that  her  features  were  irregular, 
and  that  freckles  disfigured  the  reddish  fairness  of 
her  complexion, — and  never  forgot  that  her  figure, 
diminutive  and  thin,  was  particularly  unattractive. 
The  early  knowledge  which  she  had  acquired  of 
these  imperfections  had  ably  seconded  her  mother's 
efibrts  to  make  them  forgotten  by  diversified  ac- 
quirements. Without  decided  talent,  or  even  strong 
inclination  for  any  of  the  arts,  perseverance  had 
made  her  a  good  musician,  a  correct  painter,  and  a 
perfect  dancer. 

Count  Ivan  Polyak  was  leaving  the  Baroness' 
apartments  as  they  entered  them  ;  he  moved  aside 
to  let  them  pass,  and,  while  they  scarcely  observed 
him,  he  stood  and  deliberately  examined  the  three 
persons  concerning  whom  he  had  lately  heard  so 
much,  and  with  whose  ages,  habits,  hopes,  fears, 
and  expectations  he  was  perfectly  acquainted. 
They  became  conscious  of  their  gradual  approach 
to  the  drawing-room  by  the  barking  of  dogs, — 
were   formally  announced   like   ordinary  visiters. 
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though  in  a  voice  inaudible  from  the  noise  in  the 
loom^ — and  some  minutes  elapsed  before  they  were 
able  to  hear  the  few  words  of  welcome  murmured 
hy  the  Baroness.  Cold  was  the  kiss  and  scrutiniz- 
iDg  the  glance  bestowed  on  each  niece ;  and  Fer- 
nanda's lips  closed  rigidly,  and  Cyrilla's  eyes 
filled  with  tears,  when  they  saw  their  mother  vainly 
dtniggling  to  conceal  her  annoyance  at  a  reception 
80  different  £rom  what  she  had  expected. 

"  You  have  been  long  on  your  journey — Down, 
Jolie — ^Minkerl,  Minkerl how  can  you  be  so  tire- 
some ! — ^I a expected  you  several  days  ago  1" 

"  The  weather  was  inclement,  and  I  was  ill." 

"  Dreadful  misfortune  being  so  unhealthy.  I'm 
sore  I  hope  Salzburg  may  agree  with  you.  No- 
thing I  dread  so  much  as  being  near  any  one  who 
ii  constantly  ill — It  is  so  very  depressing,  and  one 
can't  do  any  good,  you  know  ! " 

"  You  speak  like  all  those  who  do  not  know 
what  illness  is,"  answered  her  sister-in-law,  with 
some  bitterness ;  '^  from  me  at  least  you  shall  hear 
nothing  of  it,  and  my  children  are  healthy  in  an 
unusual  degree." 

The  Baroness  fixed  her  eyes  on  Cyrilla,  and 
observed, — "  She  is  a  complete  Adlerkron;  they 
have  all  light  hair  with  natural  curl  and  blue  eyes  : 
her  eyes  are  darker  than  Rupert's — ^how  old  is  she  ?  " 

"  Seventeen." 

"And  Fernanda?" 


56  CTRILLA. 

"  Twenty-three." 

"  How  thankful  you  ought  to  be  that  the  other 
two  are  in  heaven !  What  would  you  have  done 
with  four  daughters  now  ?" 

"  I  can  never  do  otherwise  than  regret  having 
lost  my  children,"  replied  her  sister-in-law  firmly. 
"  Had  it  pleased  God  to  leave  them  with  me, 
he  would  have  provided  for  them  also.  I  have 
always  observed  that  large  families  get  on  well  in 
the  world." 

"  Humph  I  And  what  do  you  mean  to  do  with 
these  two?" 

"  I  hope,  with  your  assistance,  to  see  them  in 
time  happily  married." 

"  That  is,  you  have  brought  them  here  on  spec- 
ulation, and  have  taught  them  to  think  ration- 
ally about  men  and  marriage?  You  have  done 
well." 

"  I  hope  I  have  been  able  to  preserve  a  due 
medium,"  said  her  sister-in-law  with  a  slight  de- 
gree of  irony  in  her  manner.  "  I  think  I  can 
answer  for  my  daughters  not  being  unreasonable 
in  their  expectations." 

"  So  much  the  better ;  it  would  be  absurd  if  they 
claimed  the  privilege  of  choice.  You  will  allow 
that  if  any  one  ever  had  a  right  to  choose — I  was 
that  person  ;  and  yet  I  married  the  man  proposed 
by  my  father;  and  had  Gottfried  been  old  instead 
of  young,  ugly  instead  of  handsome,  I  should  still 
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haye  married  him.    Love  had  notliing  to  do  with 
the  matter  at  all ! " 

^^  I  remember  hearing  something  to  that  pur- 
port," said  her  sister-in-law ;  "  hut  my  daughters 
are  still  in  ignorance  of  circumstances  that  oc- 
curred before  they  were  bom,  and  in  no  way 
concern  them." 

"  0,"  said  the  Baroness,  "  I  thought  you  might 
have  told  them  the  true  state  of  the  case  when 
speaking  of  me.  I  do  not  see  why  they  should  not 
know  that  their  uncle  Gottfried  chose  me  because 
he  wanted  capital  for  speculations,— perhaps  also 
because  I  was  the  handsomest  woman  of  his  ac- 
qoaintance,  and  that  I  married  him  to... to... please 
my  father." 

"And,"  said  her  sister-in-law  smiling,  "  and  to 
punish  some  one  else  with  whom  you  had  quar- 
reUed." 

The  Baroness  ceased  playing  with  her  dogs. 
She  even  pushed  Minkerl  rudely  away,  as  she 
answered,  "  Precisely  ;  I  did  not  choose  the  world 
to  suppose  me  forsaken.  The  Waldens  are  too 
proud  to  endure  pity  !" 

"  I  believe,"  said  her  sister-in-law  smiling,  "  I 
believe  you  have  been  much  more  envied  than 
pitied.  Your  life  has  been  a  series  of  forttmate 
events ;  every  speculation  of  your  husband's  suc- 
ceeded beyond  his  most  sanguine  expectations; 
you  have  enjoyed  health  and  wealth,  and  have 
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been  celebrated  for  your  beauty.     What  can  a 
woman  desire  more  in  this  world  ?" 

"  Children  to  inherit  my  wealth — children  of 
whom  I  could  be  proud  when  I  grow  old !" 

"  Ah,  I  had  forgotten  that — and  children  are 
such  a  source  of  interest  all  one's  life,  and  such  a 
comfort  in  one's  old  age — especially  daughters." 

"  I  don't  care  for  daughters,"  rejoined  the  Ba- 
roness ;  "  I  should  have  liked  to  have  had  a  son. 
You  know  of  course,"  she  added,  "  that,  according 
to  the  wishes  of  Gottfried,  I  have  adopted  our 
nephew  Rupert?" 

Her  sister-in-law  bowed ;  a  long  pause  ensued, 
which  was  broken  by  the  latter  asking  in  a  some- 
what constrained  voice,  "  How  Rupert  had  grown 
up — ^it  was  so  many  years  since  she  had  seen  him." 

"  He  is  everything  I  could  desire — ^gay,  hand- 
some, fashionable — a  little  obstinate  sometimes; 
but  no  one  is  faultless.  By  the  by,  I  have  some- 
thing of  importance,  about  which  I  wish  to  speak 
to  you  the  first  time  we  are  alone — this  evening, 
perhaps,  when  the  young  people  have  gone  to 
bed " 

But  on  this  hint  the  young  people,  glad  of  the 
offered  chance  of  escape,  precipitately  rose  from 
their  chairs,  and,  notwithstanding  their  aunt's  in- 
vitation to  remain  to  supper,  and  assurances  that 
they  had  quite  misunderstood  her,  they  both  left 
the  room. 
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The  oonversation  between  the  two  who  remained 
mSj  as  may  be  suppoBed,  about  the  marriage  of 
Rupert  and  Cjrilla.  The  Baroness  acknowledged 
the  indiscretion  of  which  she  had  been  guilty,  in 
haying  spoken  to  the  former  before  he  had  seen  his 
cousin  ;  and,  although  she  did  not  seem  to  consider 
the  inclinations  of  the  latter  of  the  slightest  import- 
ance, she  agreed  with  her  sister-in-law  in  thinking 
that  Cyrilla  should  be  kept  in  ignorance  of  the 
plan  until  Rupert  had  seen  and  approved  of  her. 
She  then  spoke  in  terms  of  sincere  admiration  of 
her  appearance— doubted  not  that  both  girls  had 
been  admirably  educated ;  and,  in  short,  by  com- 
mending her  children,  made  her  sister-in-law  for- 
get the  coldness  of  her  reception,  and  the  unac- 
countable pettishness  wliich  had  been  so  evident 
at  the  beginning  of  their  interview.  The  ready 
acquiescence  to  all  her  plans  put  her  into  good 
humour ;  and,  utterly  insensible  to  the  wearied  looks 
of  the  poor  invalid  traveller,  she  detained  her  dis- 
cussing the  same  topics  until  near  midnight ;  nor 
even  then  would  she  have  allowed  her  to  go,  had 
not  her  sister-in-law  declared  that  she  must  at  least 
ascertain  that  Fernanda  had  gone  to  bed.  "  Fer- 
nanda never  allows  any  one  to  undress  me  but 
herself,  as  it  is  then  we  talk  over  all  our  little  house- 
affairs — she  is  an  excellent  housekeeper." 

"  It  is  a  pity  that  she  is  a... rather... plain,"  said 
the  Baroness ;   "  but  if  she  be  amiable^  accom- 
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plished,  and  economical,  why... one  would  not  at 
all  mind  keeping  her  at  home — every  one  cannot 
marry  in  this  world,  you  know !  Wait  a  moment, 
and  I  can  give  you  a  skeleton-key  to  your  apart- 
ments, which  will  enable  you  to  enter  without  ring- 
ing the  bell.     Good  night." 

The  Baroness  Carl  took  the  key,  and  slowly  de- 
scending the  stairs  entered  her  apartments  unheard 
by  her  eldest  daughter,  whom  she  found,  as  she  had 
expected,  in  the  drawing-room ;  but  the  poor  girl 
had  fallen  fast  asleep  sitting  perfectly  upright  in 
her  chair,  a  small  lamp  burning  dimly  on  the  table 
beside  her,  and  her  hand  grasping  the  key  with 
which  she  had  intended  to  have  admitted  her 
mother. 

"  I  believe  I  have  been  asleep,"  she  cried,  start- 
ing up.  "  Had  you  to  wait  long?  who  opened 
the  door  for  you  ?  " 

"  Your  aunt  has  given  me  a  key;  and  in  future^ 
when  she  detains  me  so  long,  you  must  promise  to 
go  to  bed." 

"  What  on  earth  could  have  induced  you  to  re- 
main all  this  time  with  that  disagreeable  woman?" 
asked  Fernanda,  while  she  assisted  her  mother  to 
undress. 

A  pause  ensued.  Her  mother  hesitated  whether 
or  not  she  should  confide  to  her  dau^ter  the  whole 
of  her  sister-in-law's  plan ;  but  the  habit  which  she 
had  acquired  during  the  last  few  years  of  consulting 
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Fernanda  on  all  occasions  prevailed^  and  she  re- 
lated without  the  slightest  reserve  all  that  had  been 
add)  adding)  that  the  idea  of  such  a  connexion  was 
more  familiar  to  her  than  her  sister-in-law  seemed 
to  think)  it  had  so  often  been  proposed  by  their 
nnde  Grottfried  when  they  were  mere  children,  as  a 
good  way  of  providing  for  Cyrilla  and  securing  an 
eligible  wife  for  Bupert. 

^'  If  you  could  only  ascertain  what  kind  of  man 
he  has  become ! "  observed  Fernanda,  thoughtfully. 
"  I  can  only  remember  when  he  visited  us  at  Aix 
that  he  was  a  tall  fair-haired  boy,  with  most  out- 
rageously high  spirits." 

*'  It  would  be  a  most  desirable  match,"  said  her 
mother,  musingly,  "  in  every  way  desirable — for- 
tune, family,  age,  exactly  what  we  could  wish ! 
Your  aunt,"  she  added,  looking  up  with  a  smile, 
"  seemed  purposely  to  avoid  even  the  most  distant 
aUusion  to  your  uncle  Gottfried's  will,  but  of  course 
it  has  influenced  her  on  the  present  occasion — 
Rupert  would  never  think  of  demanding  Cyrilla's 
little  fortune!" 

"  Do  you  think  it  possible,"  asked  Fernanda, 
"  that  the  five  thousand  Friedrichs  d'or  can  have 
induced  her  to  form  this  plan  ?  " 

"  Most  assuredly,  most  undoubtedly ;  and  you 
most  look  out  for  some  one  who  will  at  least 
agree  to  wait  until  her  death ;  she  will  never  other- 
wise give  her  consent  to  your  marriage.     It  is  a 
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most  fortunate  circumstance  that  she  has  chosen 
Rupert  for  Cynlla ;  and  she  is  in  earnest  too,  for 
she  was  very  angry  with  him  for  refusing  to  re- 
main here  and  not  agreeing  to  marry  her  at  once. 
I  don't  in  the  leaat  blame  him ;  I  think  he  was 
quite  right ! " 

"  And  now,"  cried  Fernanda,  "  imagine  his  sur- 
prise when  he  sees  her — think  how  he  must  love 
her  when  he  knows  her!  " 

The  conversation  continued  long  in  the  same 
strain,  ending  by  an  agreement  that  it  would  be 
advisable  not  only  to  keep  Cyrilla  in  total  ignor- 
ance of  their  hopes  and  expectations,  but  even  to 
avoid,  if  it  were  possible,  ever  mentioning  Rupert's 
name  when  she  was  present. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

The  Adlerkrons,  or  as  our  first  acquaintance,  the 
Baroness,  chose  to  have  them  called,  the  Carl 
Adlerkrons,  had  been  but  a  short  time  established 
in  Salzburg  when  they  received  a  letter  from  the 
Countess  Falkenstein,  proposing  an  immediate  visit, 
and  saying  that  she  longed  to  see  her  stepmother 
and  sisters  again  after  so  many  years'  separation. 
If  the  former  had  no  objection  she  would  take 
CjTilla  away  with  her ;  she  knew  that  Fernanda 
was  indispensable  to  her  mother's  comfort,  or  she 
would  propose  carrying  off  both,  &c.  &c.  &c. 

"  How  very  kind  of  Melanie  to  write  so  soon, 
and  to  propose  coming  for  me  herself  at  this  time 
of  year,"  said  Cyrilla.  "  You  will  allow  me  to  go, 
of  course?" 

**  Yes — I  think  so — most  probably, — but  I  must 
first  visit  your  aunt  and  hear  what  she  says." 

"  My  aunt ! "  repeated  Cyrilla,  with  a  look  of 
surprise  :    "  She  can  have  no  objection  ;  and  if  she 
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have  any  inclination  to  direct  or  control  us^  I  hope 
you  will  not  permit  it — ^your  consent  is  suflScient 
for  me." 

Her  mother  and  sister  exchanged  looks;  and 
then  the  former  said  quietly,  "  I  think  it  better  to 
ask  her  opinion  nevertheless.  Will  you  go  with 
me?" 

"  No,  thank  you.  I  cannot  endure  those  odious 
dogs ;  and  besides,  I  believe  I — I  rather  dislike  my 
aunt  than  otherwise." 

"  You  must  not  dislike  her ;  she  really  means 
well,  and  is  interested  about  you." 

"  Perhaps  so ;  but  it  is  impossible  to  force  affec- 
tion, and  my  feelings  towards  her  nearly  resemble 
antipathy.  Ask  Fernanda  if  she  thinks  my  aunt  a 
lovable  person." 

Fernanda  shook  her  head,  and  bent  over  her 
work. 

"  May  I  write  an  answer  to  Melanie  ?  " 

"  Not  imtil  I  return,"  replied  her  mother,  with  a 
little  decided  nod  of  her  head,  which  Cyrilla  un- 
derstood so  well  that  even  when  the  door  closed 
between  them  she  refrained  from  the  expression  of 
annoyance  that  rose  to  her  lips,  and  silently  con- 
tinued her  occupation  of  sketching  imaginary  like- 
nesses of  her  sister  Melanie,  while  awaiting  the 
termination  of  the  conference.  It  lasted  longer 
than  any  of  them  had  expected,  for  her  mother  met 
with  opposition  as  violent  as  it  was  unexpected. 
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Tbt  Baioness  would  not  hear  of  Cjrilla's  leaving 
Stkbmg — ^how  could  her  sister-in-law  think  of 
iDTtliing  so  absurd?  or  how  conld  any  reason- 
able person  imagine  that  an  introduction  to  the 
society  of  a  provincial  town  like  Exfort  conld  in 
inj  way  promote  their  plans  for  her  marriage? 
The  case  would  be  different  if  Eupert  and  his  regi- 
ment were  quartered  there ;  but  of  that  there  was 
DO  chance  for  the  next  year  or  two.  In  the  mean 
time  the  less  Cyrilla  was  seen  or  known  the  better : 
she  had  already  perceived  that  even  in  Salzburg 
people  were  beginning  to  pay  her  more  attention 
than  was  desirable ! 

Prudence  predominated,  and  the  Baroness  Carl 
yielded;  but  she  softened  the  announcement  to 
Cyrilla  by  saying  that  she  thought  it  very  prob- 
able her  aunt  would  change  her  mind  in  the  course 
of  a  few  months,  and  that  it  woidd  only  be  neces- 
sary to  request  Mclanie  to  postpone  her  visit,  and 
delay  her  journey  for  a  short  time. 

That  same  day  the  Baroness  wrote  a  letter  to 
Rupert,  beginning  with  entreaties,  and  ending  with 
commands  that  he  would  forthwith  return  to  Salz- 
burg— ^his  aunt  Sophy  was  ready  to  receive  him  as 
a  son,  and  Cyrilla  was  everything  that  the  most 
fastidious  of  men  could  desire. 

Rupert  did  not  keep  her  long  in  suspense ;  his 
answer  came  by  return  of  post. 

'<  He  was  very  glad  to  hear  that  his  cousin  was 
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80  charming— he  liked  having  pretty  cousins.  On 
the  subject  of  marriage  his  ideas  were  unchanged  ; 
no  one  should  ever  force  a  wife  upon  him.  With 
respect  to  returning  to  Salzburg^  that  was  at  pm- 
sent  impossible ;  he  could  not  ask  for  leave  of  ab- 
sence for  some  time,  and  when  he  did  it  would  be 
to  go  to  Exfort,  where  he  hoped  to  be  in  the  month 
of  May,  for  the  purpose  of  purchasing  a  place  called 
Freilands  from  Prince  N.  Melanie  and  Falkenstein 
had  written  to  him  about  it,  saying  that  it  was 
within  a  few  miles  of  the  tow^,  w^U  stocked  with 
game,  and  exactly  the  sort  of  thing  he  had  been 
trying  to  get." 

Now,  completely  convinced  that  the  only  chance 
of  bringing  Rupert  and  Cyrilla  together  would  be 
to  send  the  latter  to  Exfort,  when  Melanie  again 
wrote  to  say  that  she  would  delay  her  journey  to 
Salzburg  until  February,  and  that  she  would  take 
her  sister  to  Berlin  and  have  her  presented  at  court 
before  they  went  to  Exfort — there  was  no  further 
difficulty  made,  the  Baroness  however  observing, 
"  That  she  hoped  Melanie  was  steady  enough  to 
take  charge  of  such  a  girl  as  Cyrilla !  " 

"  Cyrilla  is  steadier  than  you  imagine." 

"  She  is,  however,  very  young,"  continued  the 
Baroness,  "  and  so  pretty  tliat  she  will  have  op- 
portunities enough  of  making  a  fool  of  herself." 

"  I  must  say,  I  do  not  apprehend  any  danger 
whatever." 
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'^  But  I  do.  Melanie  is  too  fiill  of  sentiment  and 
poetiy  to  observe  what  is  going  on  about  her.  I 
heard  lately  that  she  believes  in  ghosts  and  animal 
magnetLsm,  and  all  sorts  of  nonsense.'' 

^'That  will  not,  however,  make  her  house  a 
dangerous  place  for  Cjrilla.  During  the  years  we 
have  been  separated  I  have  constantly  heard  of  her 
from  friends  and  relations  of  my  own  with  whom 
she  is  intimate.  When  she  first  married  I  was 
nneasy  about  her  I  confess,  but  the  accoimts  have 
been  satisfieu^ry  in  every  respect,  and  she  has 
merely  retained  a  few  odd  romantic  notions  that 
only  find  vent  in  words ;  besides,  Count  Falken- 
stem  is  such  a  steady  rational  domestic  man  that  I 
could  not  desire  a  better  protector  for  Cyrilla  than 
he  wiU  be." 

"  Perhaps  so,  if  he  would  give  himself  the  trouble 

to  be  one but  he  lives  in  his  office  and  his 

study,  and  pores  from  morning  till  night  over 
parchments  and  protocdls,  as  if  he  were  prime 
minister  instead  of  president  of  a  provincial  govern- 
ment" 

"  I  have  been  told  that  he  has  a  great  deal  of 
business  to  transact,"  said  the  Baroness  Carl  as 
she  rose  to  take  leave;  "  but  he  oversees  and  rules 
his  own  house  as  completely  as  he  presides  over 
the  district  confided  to  his  charge." 

"  Then  you  mean  to  write  to  him  about  Rupert 
perhaps?" 
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"  Certainly  not ;  but  if  you  think  we  ought  to 
explain  to  Melanie  or  hint  to  Cyrilla " 

^^  Better  say  nothing/'  cried  the  Baroness 
quickly.  "  I  would  give  much  that  I  had  never 
mentioned  Cyrilla's  name  to  Bupert  I  Most  pro- 
bably what  I  have  said  will  prevent  him  fix)m  ever 
looking  at  her." 

The  Baroness  Carl  smiled  incredulously. 

"  Oh,  you  don't  know  what  a  spirit  of  opposition 
lie  has !  However,  there  is  no  use  in  talking  about 
it  any  more;  let  us  hope  the  best,  and  don't  forget 
that  I  expect  you  all  to  coffee  to-morrow.  We 
must  talk  about  the  Carnival,  and  consider  whether 
or  not  it  be  advisable  for  Cyrilla  to  go  into  society 
here  or  not." 

The  question  was  decided  to  Cyrilla's  satisfac- 
tion ;  she  was  to  be  allowed  to  enjoy  herself  at  that 
age  when  enjoyment  is  unalloyed  by  recollections 
of  the  past  or  care  for  the  future. 

And  the  Carnival  commenced.  The  Carnival ! 
that  word  which,  to  untravelled  English  ears,  con- 
veys merely  some  vague  ideas  of  masquerades  and 
mummeries,  but  to  the  inhabitants  of  catholic 
Europe  pleasures  innumerable,  the  more  valued 
because  the  time  is  restricted  from  Twelfth  Night 
to  Shrove  Tuesday.  How  often  is  the  question 
asked,  "  Shall  we  have  a  short  or  long  Carnival  ?" 
How  often  are  the  new  almanacs  consulted ;  and 
when  the  weeks  are  few,  how  quickly  the  balls 
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foUow  each  other ;  how  much  pleasure  (perhaps  we 
ahoold  saj  anmsement)  is  compressed  into  the  limit- 
ed space.  Eyeiy  rank  of  society  has  its  balls^  from 
the  court  down  to  the  very  lowest  grade  of  servants. 
Dancing  is  in  Germany  a  passion  which  pervades 
til  classes  alike — in  other  respects  they  have  but 
little  in  common,  and  seldom  mix.  Commerce  has 
not  often  enabled  Germans  to  amass  enormous 
riches;  and  even  were  individuals  of  the  burgher 
dass  to  become  possessed  of  extraordinary  wealth, 
it  would  not  raise  them  above  their  original  sphere, 
90  strong  is  the  line  of  demarcation  drawn  by  birth 
and  fortified  by  prejudice. 

In  England but  no;  we  will  not  say  what 

wealth  can  do  there.  Cleverer  pens  have  already 
described  the  rich  parvemis  progress — his  almost 
certain  elevation,  though  devoid  of  all  that  com- 
niands  respect  save  wealth  alone.  We  must,  how- 
ever, also  remember  that  in  England  talent  and 
intellectual  eminence  of  every  description  will 
liable  the  possessor  to  rise,  perhaps  even  more 
({oickly,  and  certainly  more  agreeably,  in  the  social 
scale,  whereas  both  are  alike  powerless  in  Germany. 
Birth  and  genealogy  decide  the  position  in  life  so 
completely  that  it  is  a  physical  impossibility  to 
change  it,  inasmuch  as  none  can  give  themselves 
other  Others  and  forefathers  than  those  from  whom 
they  have  their  origin ;  while  the  multiplicity  of 
the  class  denominated  noble,  enabling  them  gener- 
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ally  to  many  among  themselves,  this  spirit  of  carte 
is  kept  up  with  a  rigour  little  inferior  to  that  of 
India.  The  low  caste  (not  noble)  are  very  fine- 
quently  admirers  or  worshippers  of  the  high  caste 
(nobles) ;  many  wish  also  to  belong  to  them — some, 
irritated  by  the  insuperable  barrier  opposed  to 
their  ambition,  hate  and  ridicule  the  whole  aristoc- 
racy ;  while  others,  more  reasonable,  are  satisfied 
with  their  citizen  state,  and  regard  the  nobles  as  a 
class  apart,  who  have  peculiar  ideas,  habits,  and 
whims  of  their  own,  to  which  they  have  an  heredi- 
tary right  not  worth  disputing.  A  "noble"  in 
Germany,  no  matter  how  impoverished  he  may  be, 
or  how  low  his  station  in  life,  never  loses  the 
thought,  "  I  am  a  nobleman; "  and  this  idea  enables 
him  to  look  down  on  the  richest  and  most  prosper- 
ous burgher  with  a  sort  of  proud  contentedness  that 
would  be  perfectly  incomprehensible  to  an  English- 
man. 

The  prerogatives  of  the  nobility  have  lately  been 
much  and  justly  curtailed  ;  some  are  however  still 
retained,  and  among  them  one  which  is  not  con- 
sidered such  in  England — ^the  right  of  being  pre- 
sented at  and  frequenting  the  coiurt.  This  privilege, 
possessed  with  few  exceptions  exclusively  by  them, 
IS  prvtty  gonorally  claimed,  tlioneh  valued  by 
many  more  as  an  outward  and  visible  sign  of 
nobility  than  as  a  means  of  exhibiting  their  loyalty; 
but  as  in  all  communities  it  is  the  endeavour  of  a 
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few  to  raise  themselTes  above  the  level  of  those 
with  whom  they  associate,  and  one  observes  this 
pnqiensitj  strongly  developed,  as  phrenologists 
would  say,  wherever  women  take  the  lead,  so,  even 
in  the  social  interconrse  of  the  privileged  class,  there 
are  well  known  divisions  and  distinctions,  the  most 
common  and  comprehensive  being  that  called  the 
Baute  Vclie.  Mrs  TroUope,  in  her  amusing  work, 
'' Vienna  and  the  Austrians,"  speaks  of  la  crime 
and  creme  de  la  crime  as  farther  distinctions  used 
at  Vienna.  That  many  other  metropolises  aspire  to 
the  same  extreme  nicety  in  the  classification  of 
tkeir  "first  society"  is  beyond  a  doubt,  and  if 
they  &il,  it  is  not  firom  want  of  good  will  but 
want  of  numbers.  The  efibrt  has  been,  and  is 
being  made,  in  smaller,  and  very  small  cities, 
though  where  a  few  fortunate  individuals  fancy 
themselves  creme^  their  numerical  force  is  not  suffi- 
cient to  substantiate  their  claims,  or  enable  them 
to  be  quite  exclusive.  In  order  to  fill  their  rooms, 
they  are  under  the  necessity  of  inviting  to  their 
balls  and  soirdes  those  who  are  modestly  contented 
with  the  name  of  Haute  Vdee^  and  who  are  for  the 
same  reason  obliged  to  mix  unreservedly  with  the 
court-going  nobility. 

That  in  Salzburg  there  was  a  Hcmte  Vol4e  was 
a  matter  of  course — the  more  tyrannical  as  there  was 
DO  court  with  equalizing  condescension  to  moderate 
its  arrogance.     The  Baroness  Adlerkron  was  one 
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of  its  members,  though  not  the  most  revered  among 
them;  but  even  those  who  spoke  slightingly  of  her 
conduct  past  and  present,  and  who  unreservedly 
ridiculed  her  ill-lighted  ball-room  and  economical 
suppers,  did  not  dare  to  oppose  her  sway.  She  was, 
and  had  been  all  her  life,  what  is  called  fashionable, 
nor  was  she  likely  to  lose  that  enviable  title  to 
consideration,  having  both  wealth  and  connexion 
to  secure  her  claims.  As  soon  as  she  discovered 
that  her  nieces  were  even  more  accomplished  than 
she  had  expected,  their  acquirements  were  on  all 
occasions  put  in  requisition,  without  the  slightest 
consideration  for  their  inclinations.  The  very  un- 
willingness which  they  occasionally  manifested  to 
leave  their  mother  acting  as  a  sort  of  stimulant  to 
her  selfish  feelings,  she  not  only  insisted  on  having 
them  constantly  with  her,  but  also  accompanying 
her  wherever  she  went.  On  the  evenings  that  she 
now  was  "  at  home,"  her  house  began  to  be 
crowded;  there  alone  tableaux  were  got  up,  and 
masks  and  sledging  parties  arranged.  Count 
Polyak  was  no  longer  the  only  frequent  visiter, 
though  he  continued  to  appear  day  by  day  with  a 
punctuality  which  first  surprised  and  then  amused 
both  sisters.  Their  presence  never  in  the  least  inter- 
fered with  his  habits :  he  came  at  the  same  hour, 
sat  in  the  same  place,  talked  in  the  same  monoto- 
nous tone  of  the  same  not  particularly  interesting 
events;  and  though  his  attentions  became  by  de- 
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giecs  a  little  divided,  the  so  very  much  larger 
portion  was  still  devoted  to  the  Baroness^  that  she 
was  quite  satisfied;  indeed^  the  idea  of  finding 
riyab  in  her  nieces  had  never  once  entered  her 
head,  so  certain  did  she  still  feel  of  the  power  of 
her  station  and  beauty. 

The  limited  weeks  of  the  Carnival  passed  gaily 
over,  and  the  sound  of  sledging  bells  and  mazurka 
music  was  still  ringing  in  Cyrilla's  ears,  when 
another  letter  fix)m  her  step-sister  arrived  to  name 
the  day  of  her  arrival.  "  How  quickly  the  time 
has  passed  since  we  came  here!"  she  said,  after 
having  carefully  read  the  long,  well- written  pages; 
"  I  never  thought  I  should  have  liked  Salzburg  so 
much;  and  Count  Polyak  says  it  is  even  pleasanter 
in  summer !  " 

"  But,"  said  her  mother,  "  in  summer  there  are 
no  halls  or  masked  sledging  parties !  " 

"  Of  course  not ;  but  waterfall,  lake,  and  alp 
parties  must  be  still  gayer.  I  should  not  at  all  have 
minded  if  Melanie  had  written  to  say  she  could  not 
come  for  me  until  autumn!" 

"Indeed!" 

"  The  north  of  Germany,"  she  continued,  "  is 
not  to  be  compared  to  the  south;  even  my  aunt 
allows  that  the  climate  here  is  pleasanter,  the 
country  much  more  beautiful;  but  at  all  events, 
people  are  of  more  consequence  to  me  than  places. 
Here    I    have   you    and  Fernanda,  and   dozens 
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of  gay  acquaintances,  and  there,  nobody  I  care 
about,  excepting  Melanie  and  my  cousin  Hupert. 
I  confess  I  rather  wish  to  see  Aim." 

Her  mother  and  sister  were  silent,  and  she  added, 
"  Neither  of  you  appear  to  remember  how  very 
near  a  relation  he  is — a  sort  of  brother  in  fiujt,  as 
we  have  no  other.  Count  Polyak  says  I  am 
exceedingly  like  him." 

"  What  else  does  Count  Polyak  say,  my  dear?  " 
asked  her  mother,  smiling ;  ^^  he  seems  to  have 
become  your  oracle  lately." 

"  He  is  the  only  person  who  can,  or  will,  tell  me 
anything  about  Rupert,"  said  Cyrilla,  laughing. 

"  And  what  has  he  told  you?  "  asked  Fernanda, 
quickly. 

"  I  thought  you  felt  no  sort  of  curiosity  or  inter- 
est concerning  him,"  said  Cyrilla,  archly;  "  at 
least  you  said  something  to  that  effect  a  short  time 
ago,  when  I  spoke  to  you  about  him." 

"  Perhaps  she  did  not  like  to  exert  her  imagina- 
tion so  unnecessarily,"  observed  her  mother;  "  so 
uselessly,  I  may  say,  for  neither  of  you  can  possibly 
have  the  least  idea  what  he  now  is." 

"  I  have  a  tolerably  good  idea,  nevertheless," 
said  Cyrilla,  pertinaciously.  "  In  appearance  he  is 
a  perfect  Adlerkron,  tall,  fair,  and,  from  what 
Count  Polyak  say.s  of  him  in  other  respects,  I  wish 
with  all  my  heart  he  were  really  my  brother !  He 
was  immensely  popular  here,  and  more  than  one  of 
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our  aoqnaintanoes  had  serious  intentions  of  many- 
ing  himl " 

"  Manying  him!  "  repeated  her  sister.  "  Was 
Mademoisille  de  Bockenheim  one  of  them  ?  " 

"  Yes.     How  did  you  know  that  ?  " 

"  I  knew  she  had  been  in  the  habit  of  coming 
here  with  her  father,  and  I  asked  her  something 
about  Bupert  one  evening " 

"  So  you  have  been  making  inquiries  too ! " 
cried  Cyrilla,  laughing;  "but  I  don't  think  you 
have  heard  as  much  as  I  have.'' 

"  I  have  not  heard  of  his  intending  to  marry 
Mademoiselle  de  Bockenheim,"  said  Fernanda, 
smiling. 

"  Nor  I  either,"  rejoined  Cyrilla;  "  and  Count 
Polyak  says  it  is  more  than  probable  he  will  never 
marry — certainly  not  until  he  is  quite  old.  He 
has  got  that  unfortunate  mania  with  which  men  of 
large  fortune  are  so  often  aflBicted,  of  fancying  that 
no  woman  really  cares  for  him,  but  that  any  one 
would  marry  him,  in  order  to  be  joint  possessor  of 
Windhorst,  Lanneck,  Felsheim,  and  all  his  other 
possessions." 

"  And  yet,"  said  Fernanda,  "  I  have  heard  that 
he  is  a  man  one  could  like  for  himself  alone." 

"  O  yes;  Count  Polyak  says  he  liked  him  very 
much;  every  one  liked  him;  and  as,  after  all,  his 
matrimonial  fancies  do  not  in  any  way  concern  us, 
I  have  determined  not  to  let  them  interfere  with 
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the  affection  which  one  ought  to  feel  for  bo  near  a 
relation.  Don't  you  think  I  am  right^  mamma?  " 
"  Quite  right.  And  now,  go  and  let  Justine  try 
on  your  new  dresses;  she  says  you  run  away  from 
her  just  as  you  used  to  do  when  you  were  a 
child!" 
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CHAPTER  VL 

The  day  on  which  the  Countess  Falkenstein  was 
to  arriye  was  spent  in  anxious  expectation.  The 
sisters  had  not  met  for  twelve  years,  and  a  good 
deal  of  curiosity  was  mixed  with  a  sort  of  affectionate 
solicitude.  While  their  mother,  according  to  a  cus- 
tom acquired  during  years  of  constant  ill  health,  laj 
on  a  sofa  and  slept,  Fernanda  and  Cyrilla  kept  up 
a  whispered  conversation,  which,  from  the  force  of 
habit,  promoted  instead  of  disturbing  her  slumbers. 
Long  and  earnestly  they  spoke,  for  it  was  probably 
the  last  time  they  would  be  alone  together  for 
many  months,  and  as  they  had  never  yet  been 
separated  even  for  a  day,  these  months  assumed 
the  importance  of  years,  and  reiterated  were  Fer- 
nanda's entreaties  that  her  sister  would  write  often, 
and  without  reserve. 

Cjrilla  was  too  happy  herself  to  observe  the 
effort  which  it  cost  her  companion  to  speak  com- 
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posedly  of  their  separation ;  but  she  listened  atten- 
tively to  her  profiered  advice,  and  made  many 
promises,  which,  in  the  sequel,  she  found  it  impos- 
sible to  fulfil. 

"  Melanie  does  not  seem  to  be  very  exact  as  to 
hours,"  she  observed,  at  the  end  of  a  silence  which 
had  lasted  some  minutes.  "  She  wrote  that  she 
would  arrive  about  two  o'clock,  and  it  will  soon  be 
four,  and  so  dark  in  these  rooms  that  I  cannot  see 
to  work  any  more.  I  wonder  how  she  will  like 
my  aunt's  having  invited  a  large  party  to  stare  at 
her!" 

"  Not  at  all,  I  should  think,"  answered  Fer- 
nanda. "  I  am  sure  she  would  prefer  spending  the 
evening  alone  with  us;  and  if  she  arrive  kte,  which 
seems  probable  now,  it  will  be  very  disagreeable 
to  her  changing  her  dress  to  meet  a  number  of 
people  she  does  not  care  to  see.  But,  talking  of 
dress,"  she  continued,  rising  quickly,  "reminds 
me  that  I  have  not  given  Justine  any  directions 
about  mamma's." 

"  What's  the  matter! "  cried  their  mother,  start** 
ing  up;  "  has  Melanie  arrived?  " 

"  No,  mamma.  I  am  sorry  I  have  disturbed 
you." 

"  I  liave  slept  long  enough,  too  long  I  believe," 
she  said,  smothering  a  yawn.  "  Your  aunt  requested 
I  would  go  to  her  early;  so  I  think,  if  you  will 
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ring  for  Jnstme,  I  may  as  well  dress  and  go  at 


once.' 


"  I  suppose  yoti  allow  me  to  remain  here,  and 
receive  Melanie,"  said  Cyrilla. 

"  Yes ;  but  tell  her  that  your  aunt  expects  to  see 
her." 

Cyrilla  returned  to  her  place  at  the  window.  It 
was  in  a  sort  of  alcove,  formed  by  the  thickness  of 
the  walls,  and  raised  a  few  steps  above  the  level  of 
the  rest  of  the  room.  The  height  of  the  windows 
from  the  floor  gave  a  sombre  prison-like  appear- 
ance to  the  apartment,  but  had  the  great  advantage 
of  securing  the  inhabitants  from  being  seen  by  pas- 
sengers in  the  street,  while  tlie  elevation  gave 
them  a  more  extended  view,  both  up  and  down  it. 
As  the  evening  closed  in,  and  heavy  drops  of  rain 
began  to  platch  into  the  half-melted  snow,  Cyrilla 
retreated  to  the  stove,  and  sitting  down  beside  it, 
seemed  to  think  profoundly — and,  in  fact,  thoughts 
came  crowding  fast  upon  her,  chasing  each  other 
like  the  phantasma  of  a  dream ;  but  if  one  might 
judge,  by  the  half-smiling  tranquil  expression  of 
her  delicate  childlike  face  as  it  rested  in  the  palm 
of  her  hand,  the  thoughts  were  of  a  cheerful,  al- 
most pleasant  description.  Let  us  not  attempt  to 
scrutinize  them  ;  they  were  those  of  any  girl  of  her 
age  when  on  the  eve  of  a  journey  to  an  unknown 
land  and  to  unknown  people :  she  would  inevita- 
bly fall  in  the  estimation  of  the  grave  reader  were 
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even  an  attempt  to  be  made  to  follow  the  wild  ex- 
cursions of  her  imagination,  as  her  cousin  Rnpert, 
of  whom  she  knew  little,  and  the  town  of  Exfort, 
of  which  she  knew  nothing,  passed  before  her 
mind's  eye, — the  President's  house — shoals  of  new 
acquaintances,  and  scores  of  officers,  who  all  danced 
inimitably !  A  dim,  distant  vision  of  something 
or  somebody  peculiarly  interesting  and  attractive 
followed  ;  and  then  the  long-expected  sound  of  car- 
riage wheels,  and  a  postilion's  horn  became  audi- 
ble, the  latter  making  "assurance  doubly  sure" 
that  travellers  were  approaching.  Never  had  a 
honi  sounded  more  gaily, — ^and  that  is  saying  a 
good  deal,  for  all  postilions  have  that  appendage 
in  Germany,  and  on  entering  and  leaving  a  provin- 
cial town,  blow  it  lustily  too — on  the  latter  occa- 
sion solely  for  the  purpose  of  attracting  attention, 
the  sound  drawing  all  idlers  to  the  windows ;  and, 
at  an  early  hour  in  the  morning,  it  is  rather  amus- 
ing to  watch  the  different  stages  of  the  various 
toilets,  from  the  wild-looking  head  which  has  just 
left  the  pillow,  to  the  half  drawn-on  coat,  that,*  in 
the  hurr}"  of  opening  the  window,  hangs  hussar- 
like over  the  shoulder. 

Cyrilla^s  haste  in  ringing  the  bell,  and  ordering 
the  door  to  be  opened,  was  unnecessary.  The  Ba- 
varian postilions,  in  their  blue  and  silver  liveries, 
on  turning  the  comer  of  the  street,  had  put  their 
horses   into  a  walk :  had   they  been  asked  why, 
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thflj  would  have  said,  it  was  on  account  of  the 
loagh  pavement,  or  uncertainly  about  which  waa 
the  Walden  house;  but  we  knowbetter, — ^thejhad 
begun  to  blow  their  &Tourite  song — 

"  Die  Senderin  ist  a  Madel 
Wie  Mflly  and  wie  Bint, 
8ie  ift  dem  friBchen  Jager 
\oBk.  ganzen  Henon  fptt." 

And  until  it  was  ended  there  was  no  chance  of 
more  rapid  motion — ^the  very  horses  knew  it,  they 
stretched  out  their  heads  and  shook  themselves  in 
their  harness  as  if  already  on  their  way  to  the  sta- 
ble. The  appearance,  however,  of  the  ostenta- 
tiously parading  porter  at  the  entrance  to  the  house 
prevented  a  da  capo^  and  a  few  words  of  encour- 
agement spoken  to  the  horses  brought  them  into  a 
trot,  and  the  large  heavy  travelling  carriage,  with 
the  usual  noise  and  commotion,  under  the  arch- 
way. 

"My dear  Melanie,"  cried  Cyrilla,  eagerly,  "  we 
have  been  expecting  you  for  hours !  the  day  has 
appeared  endless  to  me !  We  thought  from  your 
letter  that  you  would  arrive  at  two  o'clock." 

"  So  I  should — or  even  earlier,  had  I  been  tra- 
velling with  the  President ;  but  when  I  am  alone  I 
never  hurry  myself:  if  you  are  punctual  you  will 
win  his  heart  directly.  Let  me  look  at  you,"  she 
added,  drawing  her  towards  the  window,  ^'you 
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have  grown  taller  of  course,  but  your  face  seems 
just  the  same,  as  well  as  I  can  judge  in  this  dark 


room." 


"  Justine,  bring  the  lamp,"  said  Cyrilla,  *'  and  a 

something  to  eat.    I  dare  say  you  are  hungry," 

she  added,  turning  to  Melanie,  who  was  throwing 
aside  her  shawl. 

"  Not  at  all.  I  dined  at  Reichenhall,  where  we 
last  changed  horses,  and  one  of  the  causes  of  my 
delay  was  going  to  see  the  salt  springs  there:  I 
had  to  descend  under  ground,  and  they  made  me 
put  on  a  coat  and  a  broad-brimmed  hat,  and  gave 
me  a  light  in  my  hand.  I  make  it  a  point  to  see 
every  thing  of  that  kind  now,  as  I  am  at  present 
writing  a  description  of  my  rambles  in  my  native 
land." 

"Are  you,  indeed!"  said  CyriUa,  "you  must 
let  me  read  it  before  it  is  printed — ^what  is  the 
name  to  be?" 

"  I  think  I  shall  call  it,  *  Wild  Flowers  plucked 
by  the  Way  to  form  a  Wreath  of  Prose  and.Poesy  ! ' 
You  have  no  idea  of  the  importance  of  an  attrac* 
tive  name  for  works  of  this  kind.  But  now  tell 
me — where  is  Fernanda — and  where  is " 

"  They  are  at  my  aunt's,  where  a  large  party  have 
assembled  expressly  to  see  you.  It  is  very  annoy- 
ing ;  for,  as  you  only  remain  one  night  here,  we 
would  rather  have  had  you  all  to  ourselves." 

"  It  would  have  been  pleasanter,  as  I  don't  want 
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to  see  your  Sakburg  people/'  she  angwered,  taking 
her  aiater's  aim,  and  walking  into  the  adjoining 
room.  *'  Tell  me,  love,"  she  continued,  looking 
round  her  with  a  cahn  scratinizing  gaze,  ^^  tell  me, 
is  your — a — our  mother  satisfied  to  live  in  these 
apartments?'' 

"  O  yes ;  she  says  we  ought  to  be  glad  to  have 
them.     Had  you  but  seen  them  when  we  first 
came  here,  you  would  have  had  reason  to  be  sur- 
prised, but  since  they  have  been  properly  famished, 
th^  do  well  enough.     We  never  see  any  one  here, 
as  we  are  obliged  to  spend  aknost  our  whole  time 
with  my  aunt,  who  scarcely  aUows  Fernanda  a  few 
hoTUB  a-day  to  practise  either  her  singing  or  any 
thing  else,  as  she  is  accustomed  to  do." 
"  Practise !  must  she  still  practise?" 
"  Fernanda  does,  regularly." 
"  And  is  then  your  mother — just — what — she 
used  to  be?"  asked   Melanie,  with  some  hesita- 
tion. 

"I  don't  quite  understand  you,"  said  Cyrilla, 
lookmg  towards  her  inquiringly. 

"I  mean does  she  come  into  yoiu*  room  in 

the  morning  with  her  watch  in  her  hand,  saying, 
'Time  gone  past — never  can  be  recalled.'     Are 
you  obliged  to  get  up  as  early  as  formerly  and 
Icamallday?" 
"0  no,"    cried  Cyrilla,  laughing.      "  I  wish 
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mamma  were  strong  enough  to  do  so  now !  It  was 
latterly  Fernanda  who  took  her  place,  and  used  to 
talk  of  the  proper  employment  of  time,  and  the 
necessity  of  acquiring  knowledge." 

"  Good  heavens  I "  cried  Melanie,  with  a  look  of 
alarm,  "  you  don't  mean  to  say  that  Fernanda,  my 
sister  Fernanda,  has  become  a  pedagogue  in  petti- 
coats!" 

"A  what?"  asked  Cyrilla. 

"  No  matter — is  Fernanda  like  her  mother?" 

"  Yes,  very." 

"  In  mind  or  person?" 

"  Both." 

"  Well,  thank  goodness  you  are  not — ^you  are 
the  image  of  my  handsome — my  glonous  father ! " 
She  bent  forward  and  kissed  her,  as  the  French 
say,  with  effusion. 

"Did  you do  you not  like  mamma?" 

asked  Cyrilla,  hesitatingly. 

"  Don't  look  so  shocked,  love — I  daresay  I  shall 
like  her  now  extremely — In  fact  I  did  like  her 
formerly  as  much  as  my  fear  of  her  would  per- 
mit." 

"How  could  any  one  be  afraid  of  mamma?" 
exclaimed  Cyrilla. 

"  Not  good  children  like  you  and  Fernanda ;  but 
has  she  never  told  you  what  a  wild  spoiled  creature 
she  found  me  when  she  married  ?   How  unmanage- 
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able  I  was — how  I  was  sent  to  school^  and  lettumed 
home  in  the  holidajB  not  having  learned  any- 
thing?" 

^^  No.  She  told  me  you  had  a  great  talent  for 
drawing  and  painting^  which  you  neglected  most 
onpardonably." 

This  was  a  hct  of  which  Melanie  did  not  like 
the  recollection.  It  had  been  the  remark  of  one  of 
her  schoolfellows  in  a  moment  of  envious  feeling^ 
^^  That  Mademoiselle  d' Adlerkron  inherited  her 
genius  for  drawing  from  her  maternal  grandfather, 
who  had  been  a  painter ! "  From  that  day  Mela- 
nie had  thrown  aside  her  crayons,  and  no  threats 
or  entreaties  had  ever  been  able  to  induce  her  to 
cultivate  the  talent  that  so  eminently  predominated 
in  her  nature  as  to  be  inextinguishable.  The  ideas 
denied  one  form  of  expression  sought  another :  the 
fertile  imagination  found  vent  in  rhymes  and  in  the 
composition  of  picturesque  dresses,  which  were 
shown  to  advantage  by  the  placing  of  her  tall 
graceful  figure  in  the  most  fascinating  but  some- 
times too  evidently  studied  attitudes. 

"I  never  draw,"  she  said  after  a  pause;  "but 
the  little  knowledge  I  have  of  colours  is  very  use- 
fid  in  choosing  dresses.  I  hope  you  know  how  to 
dress  yourself  well,  Cyrilla?  I  assure  you  it  is 
quite  as  necessary  as  any  other  accomplishment  for 
a  woman." 
"I  have  had  but  little  experience,"   answered 
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Cyrilla.    "  We  have  always  been  bo  poor  that 
economy  has  been  our  first  object." 

"  How  very  distressing !  In  fact,  our  aunt  up- 
stairs is  your  only  hope,  I  suppose?" 

"  Exactly — and  rather  a  forlorn  one  too.  But 
I  am  sure  she  is  expecting  you  all  this  time ! " 

"  Let  her  expect  me  a  little  longer  then — she  is 
not  likely  to  leave  me  a  legacy." 

"  As  to  that,"  said  Cyrilla, "  we  are  unpleasantly 
enough  in  her  power ;  for  if  she  refuse  her  consent 
to  either  Fernanda's  or  my  marriage,  no  matter 
how  eligible  it  may  be,  we  must  wait  until  her 
death  to  inherit  my  uncle's  legacy,  and  her  life  is 
nearly  as  good  as  ours.  Rupert  is  her  heir.  She 
informed  us  that  she  had  adopted  him,  before  we 
had  been  an  hour  in  her  house.  I  think  she  did 
so  to  prevent  our  expectations  from  being  too 
great." 

"  One  might  almost  think  that  wealth  attracted 
wealth,"  said  Melanie,  "rich  people  inherit  so 
much  more  than  poor.  My  aunt  would  do  better 
were  she  to  bestow  some  of  her  large  fortune  on 
you  and  Fernanda  instead  of  Rupert,  who  does  not 
want,  and  will  not  thank  her  for  it." 

"We  shall  see  him  in  Berlin,  shall  we  not?" 
asked  CjTilla. 

"  Of  course,  and  as  we  shall  be  there  a  week  or 
ten  days,  he  can  hardly  avoid  seeing  you." 

"  Hardly  avoid  seeing  me!"  repeated  Cyrilla. 
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^  There  is  no  we  in  conoealmg  finom  you,  Cj- 
Tillay  that  he  showed  sach  unpardonable  indiffer- 
ence— in  het  looked  so  bored  when  I  spoke  to  him 
of  yon,  that  I  resolyed  he  shoidd  not  hear  that  yon 
were  to  accompany  me  home.     I  don't  think  he 
even  observed  my  silence  abont  yon  the  last  time  I 
saw  him — ^he  talked  of  nothing  bnt  Virginie  de 
lindesmar's  marriage  to  the  Vicomte  de  Bnbigny. 
Now,  well  as  he  knows  the  Lindesmars,  they  onght 
not  to  interest  him  more  than  his  own  consins- 
gemian!'' 

"I  snppose,"  said  Cyrilla,  thonghtfnlly,  "he 
does  not  like  poor  relations." 

"0  no,  I  must  not  do  him  injustice,"  cried 
Melanie,  warmly ;  "  that  is  not  at  all  like  him — he 
is  both  good-natured  and  generous,  and  it  is  im- 
possible not  to  forgive  his  carelessness  when  one 
sees  that  he  does  not  mean  anything  unkind. 
However,  he  will  be  at  Exfort  the  beginning  of 
May,  and  then  you  will  seer  enough  of  him  to  judge 
for  yourself.     What  noise  is  that  ?    Who  is  com- 

"Mamma  and  Fernanda  most  probably,"  an- 
swered Cyrilla,  opening  the  door;  and  she  then 
watched  with  some  curiosity  the  meeting  between 
her  mother  and  stepsister.  Nothing  could  be  more 
cordial.  It  seemed  as  if  the  thin  bent  form  and 
care-worn  features  of  her  mother  had  dispelled  the 
awe  of  Melanie  on  the  one  side;  while  the  affection- 
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ate  manner  and  dignified  grace  of  her  still  beauti- 
ful stepdaughter  had^  on  the  other^  nearly  removed 
the  misgivings  which  reminiscences  of  twelve  yeais 
before  had  inspired. 

'^Is  Melanie  at  all  altered,  mamma?"  asked 
Cyrilla,  as  she  observed  the  almost  anxious  scru- 
tiny with  which  her  mother  observed  her. 

"  No — ^yes — ^that  is,  her  face  is  the  same — ^her 
figure  has  grown  much  fiiller." 

"Oh  don't  say  so,"  exclaimed  Melanie,  "the 
idea  makes  me  miserable.  I  should  like  to  be  just 
as  Cyrilla  is — slight,  yet  not  thin." 

"Cyrilla  must  have  quite  grown  out  of  your 
recollection,"  observed  Fernanda. 

"  Very  nearly,  and  you  too — ^let  me  look  at 
you."  Fernanda  bore  the  inspection  with  a  good- 
humoured  smile. 

"  I  could  be  afiraid  of  you,  Fernanda — ^you  look 
too  sensible,  and,"  she  added  with  a  sigh,  "  I  fear 
troppeu  sensible  for  me  !" 

"  And  yet,"  said  Fernanda,  archly,  "  I  like 
poetry,  and  know  one  little  volume  of  poems  quite 
by  heart ! " 

"Is  it  possible!"  cried  Melanie,  blushing  with 
pleasure  ;  "  and  I  did  not  dare  to  send  any  of  my 
works  to  you !" 

"  Pray  send  them  to  us  in  future,"  said  her  step- 
mother ;  "  your  poems  are  very  pretty  and  lady- 
like." 
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^  I  did  not  know/'  said  Melanie^  **  whether  or 
not  yon  allowed  my  sisters  to  read  fiction  of  any 
kind.     Yon  formerly  disapproved  of  it,  I  know." 

"  Because/'  said  her  mother,  smiling ;  "  yon 
were  at  that  time  so  fond  of  such  works,  that  you 
would  not  read  anything  else." 

^'I  don't  know  what  mamma  may  have  been 
formerly/'  said  Cyrilla,  laughing;  ''but  she  can 
now,  with  all  her  wisdom,  become  as  absorbed  as 
any  one  in  a  new  novel ! " 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it/'  said  Melanie ;  "  for  my 
recollections  made  me  suppose  that  she  condemned 
all  works  of  imagination.  I  may  now  perhaps 
venture  to  say,  that  those  who  do  so  are  deprived 
not  only  of  one  of  the  greatest  intellectual  enjoy- 
menta,  but  of  two-thirds  of  the  literature  of  every 
known  language," 
"  Do  you  hear,  mamma  ?  "  said  Cyrilla. 
"Yes,  and  I  agree  with  Melanie;  but  there  are 
some  years  of  one's  life  that  ought  not  to  be  devoted 
to  mere  '  enjoyment,'  even  if  it  be,  as  she  correctly 
observes,  '  intellectual.'  I  should  not,  my  dear 
child,  have  limited  your  reading  of  such  works,  had 
I  not  a  few  years  ago  discovered  a  tendency  to  ro- 
niantic  sentimentality  in  your  disposition,  which 
might  have  caused  you  much  imaginary  and  some 
real  unhappiness  in  the  course  of  your  life :  but," 
she  added,  glancing  towards  Melanie,  "  but  I  am 
happy  to  say  all  that  seems  now  quite  eradicated." 
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Melanie  bent  forward  eagerly^  as  if  about  to 
speak,  btit  suddenly  drawing  in  her  breathy  re- 
mained silent.  Perhaps  her  stepmother  obseired 
the  movement,  for  she  continued,  as  if  some  oppo- 
sition had  been  made  to  her  last  remark,  "  Yes,  I 
am  happy  to  say  so,  for  nothing  can  be  more 
wretched  than  a  girl  who  is  poor,  and  therefore  in 
some  degree  compelled  to  many,  having  her  head 
full  of  romantic  ideas  that  never  can  be  realized : 
either  she  refuses  establishments  which  might  con- 
tent any  rational  woman,  or,  accepting  one,  her 
whole  existence  afterwards  is  a  series  of  petty 
annoyances,  which,  if  she  have  more  feeling  than 
intellect,  end  by  completely  imdermining  her  do- 
mestic happiness." 

Melanie,  conftised  and  visibly  shrinking,  made 
no  attempt  to  interrupt  the  speaker,  who  continued, 
"  Nothing  is  more  unfortunate  for  a  woman  than 
to  have  a  too  exalted  and  poetical  idea  of  the  pas- 
sion of  love;  disappointment  must  be  her  portion  in 
such  a  case,  for  there  is  little  poetry  in  real  life,  and 
the  sooner  we  learn  to  be  satisfied  with  plain  homely 
reality  the  better.  I  shall  consign  Cyrilla  to 
your  care  to-morrow,  my  dear  Melanie,  the  healthi- 
est and  happiest  of  human  beings :  watch  over  these 
inestimable  blessings,  and  bring  her  back  to  me 
as " 

"  You  are  filling  my  mind  with  doubts  and 
fears,"  exclaimed  Melanie,  anxiously  interrupting 
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her.  '^  How  can  I  be  flare  that  the  climate  of  the 
north  of  Gkrmanj  will  suit  her  constitution  as  well 
M  that  of  Italy?  She  is  no  longer  a  child — ^maj 
find  somebody  at  Exfort  on  whom  she  may  bestow 

her  affections '' 

^In  either  of  these  cases,  your  responsibility 

ceases/'  said  tbe  Baroness  Carl,  with  a  satisfied 

smile.   ^^  I  have  not  the  least  objection  to  her  finding 

'  somebody '  at  Exfort  worthy  of  her  affection,  as, 

with  the  exception  of  Fernanda,  I  know  no  one 

more  likely  to  be  happy  herself,  and  promote  the 

hippiness  of  another,  as  CyriUa."    While  speaking, 

the  idea  of  Snpert  filled  her  mind  as  completely  as 

if  he  alone  existed,  as  if  there  were  not  other 

*  bodies'  in  the  world  possessing  quite  as  much 

sttraction  for  her  daughter  as  her  refractory  anti- 

matrimonially  disposed  nephew. 

"  I  think,"  said  Fernanda,  "  we  ought  now  to 
go  to  my  aunt." 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 

The  effect  produced  by  Melanie's  "  graoefdl  pres- 
ence "  on  her  aunt's  guests  is  not  worth  recording; 
still  less  worthy  of  notice  would  be  the  journey 
northward  with  Cyrilla,  in  a  comfortable  unadven- 
turous  travelling  carriage,  during  the  short  days  of 
a  not  particularly  cheerful  winter.  They  reached 
Berlin  a  day  later  than  they  had  intended,  as 
Melanie  never  left  anyplace  at  the  time  appointed; 
but  the  President  was  still  at  the  hotel,  and  appa- 
rently so  immersed  in  business,  that  they  had  more 
than  a  week  still  at  their  disposal.  It  was  spent 
in  visiting  Melanie's  friends  and  acquaintances, 
introducing  Cyrilla  to  them,  drives  in  the  environs 
when  the  weather  permitted,  and  presentations  to 
the  different  members  of  the  royal  family. 

The  day  on  which  Cyrilla  was  to  be  presented  to 
the  Crown  Princess  arrived — the  hour  appointed 
was  late,  but  Melanie  retired  to  her  dressing-room 
soon  after  four  o'clock.     She  was  at  that  age  when 
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art  and  attention  can  still  ahnoet  quite  supply  the 
chann  of  youth,  and  therefore  considered  her  toilet 
an  affiur  of  great  importance.  ^'  Besides/'  she  ob- 
KTved  half  apologetically  to  her  sister,  who  laughed 
tt  the  idea  of  so  much  time  being  so  employed, 
"  Besides,  my  dear,  we  have  been  out  the  whole 
afiemoon,  and  my  nose  being  more  susceptible  of 
cold  than  yours,  if  I  were  hurried  in  dressing,  I 
should  in&lfibly  have  a  flushed  face  all  the  eyening. 
Ton  can  amuse  yourself  trying  the  new  music  you 
dose  to-day." 

"  But  do  you  not  think  it  may  disturb  the  Presi- 
dent?" asked  Cyrilla;  ^^  he  is  in  the  next  room 
writing." 

"0  no;  he  says  yowr  music  never  disturbs  him, 
he  quite  delights  in  hearing  you  sing." 

pTrilla  turned  to  the  pianoforte,  and  began  to 
look  over  a  quantity  of  music  that  lay  upon  it, 
occasionally  singing,  but  more  frequently  playing 
the  different  parts  intended  for  the  voice,  until  a 
Aick  snow-shower,  beginning  to  hurry  on  the  close 
of  evening,  made  her  efforts  to  distinguish  the  notes 
fruitless.  She  rose,  watched  for  a  few  seconds  the 
hurrying  pedestrians  in  the  street,  and  then,  walk- 
ing to  the  other  end  of  the  room,  took  possession  of 
^t  side  of  a  comfortable  cavaeu^e  which  enabled 
her  to  turn  away  from  the  cheerless  prospect  that 
d&e  windows  offered. 

While  still  indulging  in  a  few  sage  thoughts  on 
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the  shortness  of  winter  days,  the  gloominess  of 
falling  snow,  and  the  bore  of  presentations  at  court, 
which  gave  people  the  trouble  of  dressing — going 
out — waiting — and  all  for  from  ten  to  fifteen 
minutes'  conversation  (if  such  it  may  be  called) 
with  some  royal  personage,  who  had  previously  to 
be  informed  of  one's  name  and  condition,  in  order 
to  be  able  to  ask  the  few  uninteresting  questioDB 
usual  on  such  occasions,  she  heard  the  sound  of 
quick  approaching  steps,  and  a  moment  after  a  tall 
officer  entered  the  room,  saying  to  the  servant,  who 
had  in  vain  endeavoured  to  annoimce  him, — ^^  Tell 
the  Countess  I  have  been  at  Potsdam  the  last  ten 
days,  and  beg  of  her  not  in  the  least  to  hurry  her 
toilet."  He  evidently  did  not  at  first  perceive 
Cyrilla ;  for,  throwing  his  gloves  on  the  table,  he 
unbuckled  his  sabre  and  walked  to  the  window — 
then,  lightly  humming  a  tune,  turned  back  and 
strode  towards  the  stove,  where  he  suddenly  became 
aware  of  the  presence  of  a  half-reclining  figure 
enveloped  in  a  large  shawl,  with  a  black  velvet 
bonnet  and  long  veil  that  concealed  the  face  nearly 
as  much  as  the  gathering  darkness  made  it  indis- 
tinct. 

"  Pardon "  he  said  with  a  careless  bow.     "  I 

was  not  aware  that  any  one  was  in  the  room — I 
am  waiting  to  see  the  Countess  Falkenstein."  He 
then  seated  himself,  and  pushing  aside  some  pamph- 
lets and  cards  which  lay  on  the  table,  took  up  a 


CYRILLA.  95 

hdaU  book  bound  in  red  morocco  leather^  and 
doaed  with  a  gold  pencil  case^  which  Cyrilla  knew 
contained  her  sister's  manuscript  poems.  Seeing 
bim  deliberately  open  it,  she  extended  her  hand 
histily,  saying,  '^  Excuse  me,  I  must  beg  to  have 
that  bo<^,  it  is it  is  not  an  Album." 

"I know  very  well  what  it  is,"  he  answered, 
mihiig;  and  for  the  first  time  looking  at  her  with 
a  sort  of  half-awakened  curiosity.  '^  If  I  were  not 
the  most  inattentive  of  listeners,  I  should  by  this 
time  have  known  all  Melanie's  poems  by  heart." 

Flaciiig  the  book  on  the  table,  he  drew  his  chair 
doeer  to  the  cauaeuaej  and  attempted  to  catch  a 
fiirtiye  glimpse  of  her  hce  without  being  rude ;  but 
Gyrilla  now  purposely  turned  her  head  away.  She 
knew,  from  the  words  "  Melanie's  Poems,"  that  her 
cousin  Rupert  was  beside  her ;  and,  although  not 
offended  at  the  indifference  which  he  had  so  evi- 
dently manifested  about  her,  a  slight  feeling  of 
mortification,  which  she  found  it  impossible  to 
repress,  made  her  resolve  not  to  be  the  first  to 
claim  relationship. 

"  Then  you  have  read  the  contents  of  this  little 
book  ?"  he  continued. 

"  Yes." 

"  Are  an  intimate  fiiend  of  my  cousin  Melanie's, 
perhaps?" 

«  Yes." 

A  pause  ensued,  and  the  silence  in  the  room  was 
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broken  by  an  ill  fastened  window-blind  of  painted 
canvass  descending  spontaneously — at  first  slowly, 
but  ending  with  a  jerk,  covering  one  of  the  win- 
dows, and  excluding  so  much  of  the  little  remain- 
ing light  that  they  could  merely  distinguish  each 
other's  figures.  CyriDa's  first  inclination  was  to 
leave  the  room,  her  next  to  indulge  in  a  gay  laugh. 
She  yielded  to  the  latter  without  restraint,  and 
before  it  had  ceased,  her  cousin  suddenly  started 
up,  exclaiming,  "  Can  you  forgive  me  for  not  recog- 
nising you?  The  darkness — ^the  impossibility  of 
seeing  your  features — ^the — the — surprise  at  so  un- 
expected a  meeting Have  you  been  long  here? 

When  did  you  return  from  Italy  ?" 

"  Some  months  ago." 

"  Indeed !  I  thought  you  had  only  just  arrived. 
Have  you  been  staying  at  Exfort  ?" 

"  No,  but  I  am  going  there  now." 

"  Your  mother  told  me " 

"  My  mother !"  repeated  Cyrilla  in  astonishment. 

"  Perhaps  I  am  mistaken,  it  may  have  been  your 
sister " 

"  You  must  be  doubly  mistaken,  for  my  sister 
determined  not  to  tell  you  any  thing  about  me. 
You  seemed  to  feel  so  little  interest  when  she  spoke 
of  me " 

"  You  surely  would  not  wish  me  to  let  her  know 
the  deep  interest  I  must  always  feel  in  every  thing 
that  concerns  you !" 
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"  And  why  not  ?    It  is  surely  very  natural." 

"  Oh,  nn— donbtedly but she  is,  we 

must  hope,  unacquainted  with  a You  know 

what  I  mean." 
"Indeed  I  do  not  in  the  least." 
"  Well,  but  you  may  easily  suppose  that  I  could 
not  speak  to  her  as  I  would  to  your  mother,  so  I — 
pretended  an  indifference  I  was  far  from  feeling." 

"  You  pretended  indifference !  The  feint  was 
Htde  creditable  to  you,  Rupert ! " 

'' Excuse  me.  I  think  otherwise;  it  was  for 
your  sake,  not  mine,  and  I  expected  praise  instead 
of  blame." 

"I don't  comprehend We  don't  under- 
stand each  other  at  all  it  seems You  are  not  in 

the  least  what  I  expected  you  to  be  !"  said  Cyrilla, 
leaning  back  with  a  gesture  of  annoyance. 

"  Provoking  creature !"  exclaimed  Rupert  start- 
ing from  his  chair,  and  beginning  to  walk  up  and 
down  the  room.     Cyrilla,  to  whom  his  words  and 
conduct  every  moment  became  more  inexplicable, 
rose  also  and  moved  towards  the  door.     "  Stay, 
stay,"  he  cried  eagerly,  placing  himself  before  her. 
"  Do  not  let  us  part  in  anger — rather  let  me  take 
advantage  of  this  opportunity  to  explain  anything 
which  may  have  offended  you  in  my  letter.     It 
was  your  mother  who  insisted  on  my  writing.     She 
dictated  eveiy  word — would  not  let  me  change  a 
single  hard  expression — said  that  nothing  else 

VOL.  I.  P 
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would  ever  induce  70U  to  give  up  the  idea  of. 

•  Pshaw you  must  understand  me  now  I" 

"Less  than  ever,"  said  Cyrilla,  quietly.  "I 
never  received  any  letter  from  you,  and  could  al- 
most imagine  you  were  talking  to  some  one  else, 
if  your  words  did  not  remind  me  of  both  my  mo- 
ther's and  sister's  avoidance  of  your  name, — ^their 
determination  never  to  speak  of  you.  What  you 
have  done  to  offend  them,  I  know  not;  for  my 
own  part,  I  hoped  to  have  renewed  the  unrestrained 
intercourse  of. " 

"  Hah  I"  exclaimed  Rupert,  retiring  quickly  a 
few  steps  from  her. 

"  Don't  be  alarmed,"  said  Cyrilla  with  a  slight 
degree  of  irony  in  her  voice ;  "  I  was  merely  going 
to  observe  that  with  me  at  least  you  might  be 
intimate  and  unreserved,  without  the  honors  of 
matrimony  in  perspective." 

"  True — ^very  true,"  said  Rupert  thoughtfully. 
"  If  you  really  can  forgive  my  not  returning  your 

I  mean  a if,  in  short,  you  will  be  satisfied 

with  friendship,  why let  us  be  friends,  though 

— fate  has  decreed  that  we  should  never  be  more 
nearly  connected." 

"  Your  manner  is  odd,  almost  ungracious,"  said 
Cyrilla ;  "  but  I  suppose  I  must  take  you  as  you 
are,  and  try  to  forget  my  disapiwiutment  at  finding 
you  exactly  the  contrary  of  all  I  had  hoped.  I 
accept,  then,  the  uufiiendly  offer  of  friendship  you 
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hsve  made  me,  and  assure  yon/'  she  ftdded,  half 
langfaingy  "  that  I  have  no  designs  whatever  either 
on  jouT  heart  or  fortone/'  She  held  out  her  hand 
as  she  spoke. 

He  seized  it  with  a  sort  of  vehemence,  exclaim- 
ing,  "Oh,  Virginie,  Virginie,  I  don't  know  yet 
whether  you  are  a— devil  or  an  angel,  but,"  he 
idded  in  a  whisper,  '^  don't  lead  me  into  temptation 

•nymore,  for " 

"Are  you  mad?"  cried  Cyrilla,  forcibly  with- 
drawing her  hand  from  his.  "  What  paltry  affec- 
tation is  this — ^pretending  to  forget  my  very  name !" 
"  No,  I  don't  forget  it,"  said  Rupert,  "  neither 
what  it  was,  nor  will  I  forget  what  it  is,  if  I  can 
help  it" 

"  There  is — there  must  be  some  strange  confu- 
Mon  here,"  said  Cyrilla,  slowly ;  "  Rupert,  do  you 
know  who  I  am  ?  " 

"  I  should  think  so,"  he  answered  with  a  short 

iaogh. 

"  Then  why  do  you  call  me  Virginie?" 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  he  said,  bowing  ironically, 

"  I  should  perhaps  have  said  Madame  la  Vicom- 

tesse,  and  have  hoped  that  M.  le  Vicomte  se  partatt 

"  Ah,"  cried  Cyrilla,  "  now  I  perceive  that  you 
have  taken  me  for  some  other  person,  and  I  am 
glad  of  it,  very  glad  that  all  your  odd  speeches 
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were  intended  for  a  Virginie  somebody  and  not  for 
your  cousin  Cyrilla  Adlerkron." 

Fortunately  for  Rupert,  who  stood  petrified  with 
amazement,  the  door  at  this  moment  opened  and 
Melanie  entered. 

"  Why,  Cyrilla,  is  it  possible  that  you  are  still 
here  ?  "  she  exclaimed,  "  the  carriage  will  be  at  the 
door  in  ten  minutes,  and  you  will  not  be  dressed. 
Rupert,  I  am  glad  to  see  you, — ^that  is,  I  cannot 
see  you  at  all ;  but  I  am  happy  that  you  have  found 
your  way  here  at  last.  I  thought  I  should  have 
been  obliged  to  introduce  you  to  Cyrilla,  but  it 
seems  you  have  become  acquainted  without  my  as- 
sistance." 

"  Yes,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  we  have  commenced  our 
acquaintance  oddly  enough,  and  the  impression 
made  on  me  has  not  been  altogether  satisfac- 
tory." 

"  The  infernal  darkness  of  the  room,  the  extra- 
ordinary resemblance  of  both  voice  and  laugh," 
muttered  Rupert. 

"  After  all  it  was  but  a  mistake,"  said  Cyrilla 
gaily ;  "  let  us  forget  it  and  be  friends,  though,  as 
you  so  heroically  observed,  faJte  hoB  decreed  that  we 
should  7iever  be  more  nearly  connected^ 

"  You  cannot  easily  be  more  nearly  connected 
than  you  are,"  said  Melanie,  who  had  been  too 
much  occupied  ordering  lamps  to  have  heard  more 
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than  the  last  words ;  ^^  the  lektionship  is  so  near, 
that  I  ha^e  no  doubt  Bupert  will  presume  upon  it, 
and  pay  you  all  sorts  of  attention, — ^that  is,  when  he 
has  nothing  else  to  do,  or  does  not  happen  to  be 
particularly  engaged  with  half-a-dozen  others.  He 
does  not  think  it  necessary/'  she  added  pointedly, 
<<  Tinder  any  other  circumstances  to  be  attentive  to 

"  Judge  of  me  for  yourself,  Cyrilla,"  said  Ru- 
pert, ^^  and  do  not  let  this  unlucky  beginning  pre- 
judice you  against  me, — ^the  more  so,  as  I  can  never 
explain  or  excuse  myself  in  any  way  to  you." 

"  Pray,  Cyrilla,  go  and  dress,"  cried  Melanie  a 
little  impatiently ;  "  we  dare  not  be  late  on  such  an 
occasion, — ^)'ou  can  talk  nonsense  with  Rupert  some 
other  time." 

"  Wait  a  moment  and  let  me  look  at  you,"  said 
Rupert,  eagerly. 

"  No ;  but  you  may  wait  until  I  return  if  you 
choose,"  she  answered  carelessly. 

He  stood  with  his  arms  folded,  looking  after  her 
as  she  walked  quickly  down  the  passage,  along 
which  candles  and  lamps  were  being  carried  in  all 
directions,  when,  obliged  to  move  aside  to  admit 
the  bearers  of  lights  into  the  room,  he  turned  to 
Melanie  and  observed :  "  You  might  have  let  me 
know  that  Cyrilla  was  here." 

"You  did  not  choose  to  listen  to  me  when  I 
spoke  of  her  to  you  before  I  went  to  Salzburg," 
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she  replied  with  afiected  indifference,  as  she  turned 
to  the  light  and  began  to  arrange  her  bracelets. 

Eupert  bit  his  lip,  and  then  asked  abraptlj, 
"  Is  she  handsome?" 

"  No,  not  exactly." 

"  Merely  good-looking,  perhaps?" 

Melanie  twirled  her  bracelets  as  she  answered, 
"  She  is  not  as  handsome  as  I  am — was,  I  ought  to 
say." 

"  Oh,"  said  Rupert  smiling,  "  that  is  not  neces- 
sary. She  might  be  very  handsome  without  bear- 
ing a  comparison  with  you ! " 

"  I  suppose  you  mean  to  say  something  flatter- 
ing, Rupert,  but  you  have  misunderstood  me. 
Cyrilla  is  not  at  all  what  is  called  handsome." 

"  I  thought  as  much,"  said  Rupert ;  "  so  after 
all  she  is  a  rosy-cheeked  fair-haired  girl,  such  as 
one  sees  by  dozens  all  over  the  world." 

"  You  will  not  easily  find  a  dozen  Cyrillas," 
said  Melanie ;  "  Wilhelm  says  she  only  wants  a 
pair  of  wings  to  make  her  an  angel." 

"  The  President  said  so  !  Then  she  must,  after 
all,  be  something  very  uncommon." 

"  Only  wait  until  you  hear  her  sing." 

"  O,  I  am  prepared  for  all  sorts  of  accomplish- 
ments," cried  Rupert,  laughing ;  "  I  have  heard 
enough  of  my  aunt  Sophy's  system  of  education  to 
expect  wonders." 

^^  And  yet,"  said  Melanie,  "  all  the  instruction 


CTBILLA.  103 

in  Ae  woiidy  without  natural  talent,  is  of  little 
use.  Even  the  short  time  I  was  in  8alzbarg 
enabled  me  to  discover  that  the  same  pains,  and 
the  same  instmction  bestowed  on  different  charac- 
ters and  capabilities,  produce  quite  different  results. 
Femanda  possesses  acquirements — Cyrilla  accom- 
plishments." 

"  A  nice  distinction/'  observed  Rupert ;  "  but  1 
shcrald  have  required  more  than  one  day  to  make 
the  discovery." 

"  And  yet  it  was  evident  enough,"  rejoined  Me- 
ianie,  "  though  among  the  crowd  of  people  collected 
at  my  aunt's,  the  evening  I  was  there,  I  doubt  if 
one  person  among  them  was  aware  of  the  difference, 
—in  fact,  the  most  of  the  company  seemed  to  think 
the  astonishing  rapidity  with  which  Fernanda's 
fingers  flew  from  one  end  of  the  pianoforte  to  the 
other  much  more  admirable  than  Cyrilla's  fault- 
leas  performance  of  a  '  song  without  words ; '  and 
in  vocal  music,  if  they  gave  her  the  preference,  it 
was  because  she  sang  our  national  melodies,  which 
they  understood  better  than  Italian." 

"  Most  probably  she  has  a  good  natural  voice," 
said  Rupert :  "  our  uncle  Carl  might  have  be/Cn  a 
pnmo  tenor e  J*  ^ 

"  Cyrilla's  voice  scarcely  seems  to  belong  to  this 
world,"  said  Melanie  enthusiastically ;  "  and  the 
manner  in  which  she  accompanies  herself  is  quite 
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indescribable^ — so  plajfol^  so  melancliolji  and  at 
times  so  deeply  passionate." 

"  You  are  exciting  my  curiosity,"  said  Bupert : 
^^but  I  must  make  allowance  for  some  poetical 
license  in  the  description." 

"  No,"  said  Melanie,  seriously,  "  it  is  but  truth ; 
and  the  more  I  learn  to  appreciate  her  accomplish- 
ments, the  more  I  regret  the  youthful  rebellion 
which  deprived  me  of  such  advantages  in  educa- 
tion." 

"  You  have  educated  yourself  after  a  very  plea- 
sant fashion,"  said  Rupert,  "  and  I  don't  think  my 
aunt  would  ever  have  been  able  to  have  pedagogued 
you  into  being  other  than  you  are  ;  but  you  seem 
to  like  her  better  than  you  did  when  we  last  spoke 
of  her, — ^what  has  caused  the  change  ?" 

"  I  fear,"  said  Melanie  with  a  sigh,  "  I  greatly 
fear  she  is  dying.  You  never  saw  such  a  spectre, 
and  neither  Fernanda  nor  Cyrilla  seemed  to  per- 
ceive it,  so  gradual  has  most  probably  been  the 
decay.  I  had  not  courage  to  contradict  or  even 
expostulate  with  her,  although  her  opinions  on  a 
very  important  subject,  with  regard  to  Cyrilla,  are 
diametrically  opposed  to  mine." 

"  Videlicet,  marriage,"  said  Rupert :  "  so  you 
have  been  informed  of  their  plan ;  but  it  will  be 
very  unlike  you  if  you  join  them,  and,  moreover, 
perfectly  useless,  I  can  assure  you." 
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'*  I  know  of  no  plan ;  but  from  what  my  aunt 
said  I  see  she  thinks  that  Cyrilla's  want  of  fortune 
ought  to  induce  her  to  many  from  motives  of  in- 
terest ;  and  she  has  not  only  inculcated  this  prin- 
ciple^  but  in  the  most   systematic   manner  has 
repressed  every  inclination  to  more  exalted  senti- 
mentS) — ^has  endeavoured  to  banish  every  idea  that 
ia  not  absolutely  saturated  with  worldly  wisdom 
from  the  minds  of  both  her  daughters !  *' 

"  You  don't  say  so  ?  "  cried  Rupert  with  forced 
Kiiousness :  "  actually  saturated  with  worldly  wis- 
dom; and  you  discovered  all  this  in  twenty-four 
hours!" 

"  My  aunt,"  said  Melanie^  "  seemed  to  think  it 
her  duty  to  impress  on  my  mind  the  necessity  of 
Cyrilla's  making  a  judicious  marriage, — she  talked 
of  nothing  else,  and  I  listened  to  all  she  said  on 
the  subject  in  silence,  but  determined,  even  while 
she  was  speaking,  that  through  me  a  new  and  ideal 
world  should  be  oi)encd  to  my  sister." 

"  And  so,"  said  Rupert,  "  you  arc  of  course 
working  as  hard  as  you  can  at  your  favourite  Jean 
Paul  ?  " 

"  We  have  begun  to  read  his  works  together ; 
but  the  vein  of  poetical  humour  which  pervades 
everything  he  has  written  is  almost  lost  upon  her. 
lu  the  story  of  Siebenkaes  the  parts  I  most  ad- 
nuied  made  no  impression ;  and  when  I  asked  her 
yesterday  what  had  pleased  her  most,  she  said  it 
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"Allow  me,"  said  Rupert,  "  to  point  out  to  you 
how  much  better  it  would  be  to  leave  CTrilla  as  she 
is,  free  from  all  sorts  of  fires  or  flames.  Now,  don't 
be  oflfended,"  he  added,  as  Melanie  turned  away 
from  him  with  a  gesture  of  annoyance  ;  "  don't  be 
olTeaded,  but  listen  to  my  entreaty  that  you  will 
ktye  CyriUa  to  work  out  her  own  scheme  of  happi- 
neas  without  any  interference  on  your  part ;  and 
above  all  things  let  her  be  natural,  for  though  you 
ueveiy  charming  as  an  original,  a  copy,  especially 
if  it  were  a  juvenile  one,  and  without  your  fund  of 
infonnation  to  draw  upon,  would  be  the  ne  plus 
«4m  of  absurdity." 

"  There  is  much  more  danger  of  Cyrilla's  being 
unhappy  than  absurd,"  said  Melanie.  "  Fancy 
such  a  creature  as  she  is  married  to  a  man  who 
cannot  or  will  not  participate  in  the  joys  and  sor- 
rows that  chequer  this  life — who  is  not  capable  of 
urideretanding  what  love,  pure  ideal  love  is,  no, 
not  even  by  name — ^who " 

"  Halt ! "  cried  Rupert,  taking  up  his  sabre  and 
begmning  to  buckle  it  on  with  affected  haste  ;  "  if 
you  have  got  on  the  subject  of  ideal  love,  we  hud 
better  end  our  conversation.  But  before  I  go,  I 
really  must  beg  of  you  either  to  spare  CyriUa  the 
ittcription  of  your  ideal  love,  or  to  tell  her  hon- 
tttly  that,  though  you  talked  in  the  same  way 
twelve  years  ago,  and  sentimentalized  with  my  poor 
tutor  Englmann    until    his    sorrows  were    little 
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inferior  to  those  of  Werther,  you  actually  after- 
wards in  his  very  presence  bestowed  your  fidr 
hand  on  his  Excellency  Count  Falkenstein.  Let 
her  at  least  know  that  one  can  talk  in  this  way  and 
act  in  another." 

"  Rupert,  you  are  unkind  to  speak  so  lightly  of 
my  first,  my  only  love— the  moming-star  of  my 
existence,  which,  however  the  glare  of  day  may 
diminish  in  lustre,  still,  believe  me,  moves  along 
the  firmament  of  my  memory,  and  becomes  visible 
in  all  the  darker  moments  of  my  life !  " 

Rupert  coughed  slightly  and  covered  his  mouth  to 
conceal  a  smile :  he  always  did  so  when  he  either 
knew  or  suspected  his  cousin  of  adapting  the  poeti- 
cal  ideas  of  others  to  her  own  use.  She  under- 
stood what  he  meant,  and  continued  more  ration- 
ally :  "  Heaven  knows  I  would  have  married 
Valentine  Englmann  if  we  had  had  enough  be- 
tween us  to  supply  the  common  necessaries  of 
life ;  but  you  must  remember  that  I  was  portion- 
less, and " 

"  My  dear  Melanie,  do  not  for  a  moment  suppose 
that  I  blame  you ;  you  acted  wisely  in  every  sense 
of  the  word.  Englmann  would  have  been  miser- 
able, and  you  still  more  so." 

"  No,  Rupert,  no.  Never  were  two  beings  more 
congenial  in  mind,  never  was  love  based  more  truly 
on  sentiment  and  a  mysterious  combination  of 
spirits." 
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^  Veiy  FktoniCy"  said  Bupert,  making  an  odd 
grimace ;  '^  Imt  I  would  rather  not  hear  yon  talk 
abontthat" 

^^  And  why  not  ?  Do  not  the  Swedenborgians 
BMj  that  the  spirit  in  another  world  meeting  a  con- 
genial spirit  can  nnite  itself^  and *' 

"  Never  mind  what  they  say,"  cried  Bnpert,  in- 
teimpting  her,  ^^  It  was  in  this  world,  twelve 
yean  ago,  that  you  wished  to  nnite  yourself  to  a 
veiy  good-looking  and  talented  young  man,  but  he 
bemg  poor  and  ignoble  you  were  not  allowed  to  do 
80— fortunately  for  him  and  for  yourself;  for  what 
M»rt  of  a  parson's  wife  would  you  have  made  after 
jJI,  Melanie?  Only  imagine  yourself  now  at  Wind- 
horst with  half-a-dozen  obstreperous  children  1 " 

"  I  should  have  liked  to  have  had  children," 
said  Melanie,  sighing. 

'^  Yes,  little  counts  and  countesses,  perhaps,  with 
pknty  of  French  bonnes,  and  nurserymaids  to  take 
care  of  them,  but  not  a  pack  of  turbulent  boys  who 
most  be  washed  and  dressed  with  your  own  hands 
every  morning.  Instead  of  your  rose-coloured  bou- 
doir, fancy  the  well-scoured  parlour  that  would  be 
your  sitting-room,  with  no  possible  escape  from  these 
children,  who,  though  very  well  behaved,  all  things 
coDaidered,  still,  like  all  such  animals,  scream, 
shout,  quarrel,  ride  on  sticks,  upset  the  ftimiture, 

blow  their  noses  awry " 

"You  describe   so  graphically,  Bupert,"  cried 
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Melanie,  laughing,  ^^  that  one  would  almost  imagme 
you  had  experienced  all  this." 

"  So  I  have ;  but  you  know  I  rather  like  noifle, 
and  am  very  fond  of  children.  Whenever  I  am  at 
Windhorst,  the  whole  Englmann  &mily  come  to 
me,  and  you  have  no  idea  how  gay  they  make  the 
old  place,  or  how  they  enjoy  themselves,  chasing 
each  other  through  the  large  rooms  and  passages. 
I  have  more  children  than  dogs  with  me  when  I 
go  out  to  walk,  and  am  not  half  as  much  dis- 
composed as  their  father  when  they  grow  trouble- 
some or  tired.  You  never  saw  a  fellow  so  put  out 
as  Englmann  when  he  has  been  obliged  to  cany 
home  a  child  1 " 

^^  A  man  of  such  exalted  and  refined  ideas 
"  began  Melanie. 

^^  Ah,  bah !  when  a  man  marries  and  has  six 
children,  he  should  not  mind  carrying  one  of  them 
occasionally ;  but,  with  the  exception  of  a  little 
remnant  of  over-refinement,  he  is  the  pleasantest 
companion  possible." 

^^  I  heard,"  said  Melanie,  "  that  you  had  im- 
proved his  house,  and  assisted  him  in  various 
ways." 

"  I  believe  the  best  way  to  assist  him  is  through 
hifl  children,"  said  Rupert ;  "  so  I  have  sent  his 
eldest  boy  to  school." 

^'  O,  Rupert,  how  kind  of  you  !  How  I  wish  I 
could  do  something  for  him — I  mean  for  them  !  " 
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^  You  can,"  said  Bnpert,  ^'  and  70a  can  oblige 

ne  at  the  same  time,  if  you  will  find  oat  all  about 

the  diflSere&t  girls'  schools  at  Strasburg.      Engl- 

maiin's  wife  has  consented  to  part  with  her  eldest 

daughter  also;  so,  next  autumn,  after  you  have 

made  the  necessary  inquiries  about  religion,  and 

morals,  and  aU  the  other  things,  we  can  send  her 

off  too.    I  was  laughed  at  enough  coivceming  my 

godson  Rupert ;  but  if  I  were  to  begin  again  with 

Bnpertina,  as  they  have  barbarously'christened  her, 

thae  would  be  no  end  to  the  joke." 

''You  may  depend  on  my  writing  to  Madame 
Joabert  to-morrow,"  said  Melanie.  '^  You  know 
she  has  now  the  management  of  the  school  at 

which  I  passed  eight  years  of  my  life But  do 

yott  know  I  should  like  to  follow  your  example, 
and  do  something  for  these  children,  if  you  think  it 

w(nild  not  be  disagreeable  to  him I  might  adopt 

one  of  them — I  wonder  I  never  thought  of  that 
before !     Wilhelm  would  have  no  objection,  I  am 

8ure tell  me,  are  any  of  the  younger  ones  pretty 

or  interesting-looking,  like  their  father?" 

"They  are  all  strong  healthy  children,  but  1 
cannot  recollect  that  any  of  them  can  justly  make 
pretensions  to  beauty.  Fritz  is  well  enough,  but 
von  would  think  his  eyes  too  small,  and  his  mouth 
too  large." 

"  Oh,  I  don't  like  boys  at  all — I  meant  one  of 
the  girls." 
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"  There  is  but  one  other  girl,  little  Tony;  she  is 
not  in  the  least  pretty,  but  the  merriest,  oddest 
little  thing  you  ever  saw.  The  best  plan  would  be 
for  you  to  go  with  me  to  Windhorst  for  a  day  or  two, 
and  judge  for  yourself.  You  have  not  seen  Engl- 
mann  for  twelve  years;  a  meeting  might  be  veiy 
conducive  to  your  happiness." 

"  No,  Kupert,  it  would  be  a  renewal  of  grief." 

"  I  am  quite  convinced,  Melanie,  that  seeing  him 
as  he  now  is,  the  hard-working  father  of  six  chil- 
dren, with  a  voluminous  white  cravat  instead  of  an 
open  shirt  collar, — a  very  long-tailed  coat  instead  of 
the  picturesque  velvet  garment  of  his  student  days, 
— a  well  shaved  patient-looking  face  instead  of  the 
mustachioed  demi-poetical  countenance,  which  I 
can  still  dimly  remember,  would  deprive  your  recol- 
lections of  so  much  of  their  romance  that  you  would 
be  a  happier  woman  during  the  rest  of  your  life." 

"  O,  Rupert,  I  would  not  see  him  so  for  all  the 
world — would  not  destroy  my  ideal  of  all  that  is 
noble,  poetical,  beautiful!  O,  why  have  you 
dimmed  the  light  that  so  brightly  illumined  my 
early  days,  and  even  by  reflection  chased  the  sha- 
dows of  the  present !  " 

"  Because  I  want  to  chase  away  these  imaginary 
shadows,  and  I  think  the  patient  face  and  long- 
tailed  coat  vnW  greatly  assist  me." 

'^  But  why  did  you  say  that  he  wore  a  long-tailed 
coat?"  asked  Melanie,  reproachfully. 
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^  Because  he  does— just  think  of  him  always  as 
I  have  now  described  him,  and  the  President  will 
rise  enonnoiisly  in  your  estimation." 

"The  President — ^Wilhelm — ^I  had  almost  for- 
gotten. This  is  the  anniversaiy  of  our  wedding- 
dajy  and  I  wrote  some  verses  to  remind  him  of  it; 
be  must  have  found  them  on  the  table  when  he 
letamed  from  lus  walk." 

She  moved  towards  a  door  leading  into  an  ad- 
joining room  and  softly  opened  it.  The  President 
was  seated  at  a  table  covered  with  papers,  pam- 
phlet8|  and  writing  materials;  the  concentrated 
light  of  a  shaded  lamp  fell  on  a  number  of  business- 
like letters,  and  he  was  so  engaged  shoving  them 
into  their  envelopes,  that  he  did  not  hear  his  wife's 
step  as  she  approached  him.  He  was  a  taU,  pale- 
complexioned,  strongly  built  man,  his  head,  large 
in  its  proix)rtions,  was  but  sparingly  covered  with 
silver-grey  hair  which  did  not  conceal  any  part  of 
his  high  intellectual  forehead ;  beneath  his  thick 
and  still  dark  eyebrows  were  clear  light  grey  eyes, 
the  usual  expression  of  which  denoted  the  earnest- 
ness of  deep  thought,  not  unfrequently  verging  on 
severity;  his  nose,  large  and  inclining  to  aquiline, 
suited  well  his  firmly  closing  mouth  and  square- 
formed  chin;  his  manners  were  decided,  almost 
haughty;  his  voice,  deep  and  sonorous,  was  seldom 
heard  in  light  discourse;  he  was  a  man  more  cal- 
culated to  inspire  respect,  perhaps  fear,  than  love. 
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and  such  had  been  the  case.  There  was  a 
painfiil  degree  of  uncertainty,  ahnost  diffidence,  in 
Melanie^s  manner  as  she  approached  him,  and 
whispered  rather  than  said,  ^^Wilhelm,  did  yon 
not  find — something— on  your  table  ?  " 

"  A  pink-papered  perfdmed  piece  of  poetry  I  "  he 
answered,  taking  up  a  pen  and  beginning  to  write 
the  addresses  of  his  letters.  "  The  fiwjt  is,  Melanie, 
1  have  had  such  a  multiplicity  of  afiairs,  that  I  have 
not  had  time  to  read  it." 

She  stretched  out  her  arm  with  a  look  of  deep 
mortification  to  regain  possession  of  the  lines,  which 
she  felt  were  disparaged  by  his  alliteration;  but  he 
laid  his  hand  on  hers,  saying,  "  Don't  be  ofiended, 
it  shall  be  read  the  moment  I  have  despatched  these 
letters  to  the  minister;  this  is  my  last  night  here 
you  know,  and  everything  must  be  in  order  before 
I  leave  this  table.  I  really  should  be  obliged  if  yon 
would  read  it  for  me,  or  tell  me  the  contents  while 
I  seal  these  papers;"  and  he  lit  a  taper  and  began 
to  drop  the  melting  wax,  as  she  turned  away, 
saying,— 

"  O,  it  was  merely  to  remind  you  that  this  was 
the  anniversary  of  our  wedding-day;  it  is  of  no 
consequence !  " 

He  first  pressed  his  massive  seal  firmly  on  the 
wax,  and  then  turning  suddenly  round,  exclaimed, 
^*  But  it  is  of  great  consequence;  why  did  you  not 
tell  me  before  T  went  out  to  walk — I  could  then 
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have  gone  to  a  jeweUer's,  and  bought  jon  some 
trmkiet. 

Mdanie  ooloured  violeniljy  and  tnming  to 
Rapert,  who  stood  in  the  doorway,  she  said,  in  a 
foioe  trembling  from  vexation,  ^^  Such  are  my 
trials,  Bopert;  you  may  laugh  at  them,  but — ^they 
are  Teiy  hard  to  be  borne  by  any  one  whose  feel- 
ings are  not  quite  blunted." 

"Now,  don't  be  absurd,  Melanie,"  said  Count 
Filkenstein,  holding  out  his  hand;  ^^  I  never  could 
make  speeches  such  as  you  like  to  hear,  but  I  am 
lu^ypj  to  be  able  to  say,  that,  all  things  considered, 
we  have  worked  on  very  well  together  these  twelve 
years,  and  I  trust  much  rational  happiness  is  still 
in  store  for  us.  Next  time,  take  care  to  let  me 
know  the  day  before,  that " 

^*  That  you  may  buy  me  some  trinket,"  she  said, 
interrupting  him. 

"I  meant  to  say  brooches  and  bracelets — you 
ire  fond  of  such  things  I  know." 

"Believe  me  that,  so  bestowed,  they  have  as 

Kttle  value  for  me as  pink-papered  perfumed 

poetry  for  you ! " 

"Severe,  but  just,"  said  the  President,  half 
Itaghing.  "  Now,  Melanie,  don't  be  vexed — see,  I 
tm  going  to  do  a  little  sentiment  for  you;  until 
such  time  as  my  letters  are  sealed  and  despatched, 
(for  business  must  ever  go  before  pleasure,)  your 
lines  shall  remain  here — in  my  waistcoat  pocket — 
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just  over  my  heart  you  see — could  any  reaaonable 
woman  desire  more?" 

Melanie  half  smiled. 

"  Where  are  you  going  this  evening?"  he  asked, 
evidently  trying  to  appear  interested  about  her 
plans;  but  he  continued  writing  while  he  added, 
^^  That  yellow  satin  petticoat  is  perfectly  dazzling, 
and  you  look  uncommonly  handsome ! " 
"  "  Cyrilla  is  to  be  presented  to  the  Crown  Prin- 
cess," answered  Melanie,  walking  towards  a  pier 
glass  in  order  to  remove  carefully  the  tears  which 
had  gathered  in  her  eyes.  A  bronze  clock  com- 
menced striking  the  hour,  the  carriage  was  an- 
nounced, and  a  moment  after  Cyrilla  appeared. 
Rupert  sprang  towards  her,  but  accustomed  to 
punctuality  in  time,  she  only  glanced  towards  her 
sister,  and  then  hurried  down  the  stairs.  As  he 
followed  with  Melanie,  he  asked  where  he  should 
be  likely  to  meet  them  in  the  course  of  the  evening. 
"  We  arc  going  to  the  theatre,  and  afterwards  to 
the  Polinskys." 

^^  Au  revoir^  then,"  cried  Rupert  gaily;  "  if  I 
have  time  I  shall  be  sure  to  see  you  again." 

The  few  hours,  however,  which  intervened 
sufficed  to  renew  all  his  distrust,  and  increase  his 
repugnance  to  a  nearer  acquaintance  with  his  cousin 
Cyrilla ;  so,  though  curiosity  induced  him  even  at  a 
late  hour  to  follow  her  to  the  Polinskys,  he  stationed 
liimself  silently  near  the  door  of  the  room  in  which 
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flhe  was  sittingi  and  contemplated  her  at  what  he 
consideied  a  safe  distance.    He  saw  a  fedr^  a  very 
fair  girly  youthfiil-looking  to  a  degree  that  made  the 
odm  nonchalance  of  her  manner  remarkable^  as  she 
leaned  back  in  a  large  low  crimson  chair,  quite  sur- 
rounded by  men  of  various  ages,  and  apparently 
able  to  amuse  or  interest  them  all.     Rupert  mis- 
took the  ease  of  habit  for  coquetry,  and  muttered, 
^This  is  another  accomplishment,  I  suppose;  and 
she  has  got  the  start  of  Melanie  here  too,  without 
being  half  as  handsome.      How  could  my  aunt 
imagine  I   should  fall  in  love  with  that  baby 
&ce!" 

fiupert  was  himself  still  too  young  to  appreciate 
the  rounded  cheek,  the  full  lip,  the  eye  of  which 
the  white  is  almost  blue — the  innumerable  charms 
of  extreme  youth  :   Melanie's  tall  fiiU  figure,  bril- 
liant eyes,  and  marked  regular  features,  were  to 
him  more  interesting;  and  he  would  perhaps  have 
approached  her  if  he  had  not  suspected,  from  the 
wondering  faces  of  those  around  her,  that  she  was 
talking  either  of  animal  magnetism  or  ghosts,  two 
subjects  which  he  particularly  disliked.     Again  he 
looked  at  Cyrilla,  but  she  had  turned  away  her  head ; 
and  after  a  moment's  indecision,  he  walked  slowly, 
ahnost  cautiously,  away,  as  if  he  feared  his  cousin 
might  see  him  and  claim  his  attention.     "  For,  of 
course,"  he  thought,  "  she  has  got  all  possible  in- 
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structions  from  her  mother  and  aunt  how  to  catch 
and  hold  me  fast." 

"  You  don't  mean  to  leave  so  early,  Adlerkron," 
cried  Captain  Stauffen,  one  of  the  officers  of  his 
regiment;  "  surely  you  will  wait  to  hear  your  cousin 
sing :  if  she  can  do  so  half  as  well  as  she  can  talk, 
it  is  well  worth  your  while." 

"  Show  yourself,  at  least,"  said  Lieutenant 
IQemmhain,  taking  him  by  the  arm;  ^^  become 
visible  to  the  Polinskys,  if  only  for  a  moment,  as 
I  heard  the  Countess  Falkenstein  say  that  her 
sister  must  not  sing  until  you  had  made  your 
appearance." 

*'  Indeed !  Then,"  said  Rupert,  with  a  look  of 
intense  annoyance,  "  you  may  go  to  her  now,  and 
tell  her  that  I  have  just  recollected  a  most  impor- 
tant engagement,  which  unfortunately  will  prevent 
me  from  hearing  my  cousin  sing  just  now,  but  that 
in  a  few  weeks  I  hope  to  see  them  both  at  Exfort" 

Rupert  stood  in  the  street — his  carriage  was 
gone,  and  the  cold  half-thawed  snow  penetrated  die 
soles  and  sides  of  his  thin  boots :  he  stopped  and 
deliberated  whether  or  not  he  should  return;  "  No, 
he  would  not.  After  all,  Melanie  did  know,  or  at 
least  suspect  the  plot  against  him;  it  showed  great 
want  of  tact  her  saying  that  Cyrilla  must  wait 
until  he  came — his  aunts  would  find  her  but  a 
bungling  matchmaker — and  as  to  Cyrilla,  the  sooner 
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her  hopes  were  craahed  the  better;  it  was  his  duty 
Id  be  decided  on  this  occasion.*' 

And  he  strode  down  the  street,  splashing  through 
the  wet  snow,  alike  nnheedfol  of  it  or  of  the  ^^  still 
imall  voice"  that  whispered  he  was  not  acting 
with  his  usual  kindness  or  consideration  for  the 
feelings  of  others. 
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CHAPTEE  Vin. 

Export  is  one  of  those  ancient  towns  so  ntunerons 
in  Germany,  which,  from  having  occupied  a  distin- 
guished place  in  the  early  history  of  the  country, 
and  been  deemed  worthy  of  fortification  in  the 
middle  ages,  has  had  to  endure  all  the  vicissitudes 
of  the  endless  wars  of  those  times.  Besieged, 
pillaged,  burnt,  it  had  ever  risen,  phoenix-like,  out 
of  its  ashes;  and  even  the  last  conflagration,  and 
having  been  twice  sacked  by  the  French  at  a  later 
period,  had  failed  to  deprive  it  of  the  appearance  of 
a  large,  populous,  and  thriving  town,  though  the 
distance  from  the  coast,  and  want  of  a  navigable 
river  or  extensive  commerce,  would  cause  many  an 
Englishman  to  doubt  the  fact.  The  town  had,  at 
the  conclusion  of  the  last  war,  been  greatly  enliven- 
ed, in  the  opinion  of  its  inhabitants,  by  the  old 
residences  of  various  historically  celebrated  Mar- 
grafs  and  Gau-grafs  having  been  converted  into 
barracks  for  a  numerous  and  jovial  garrison,  and 
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alflo  considerablj  elevated  in  rank,  when  it  became 
the  seat  of  a  provincial  government,  with  its 
respectable  representatives  of  civil  power,  in  the 
persons  of  assessors,  councillors  of  different  classes, 
&C,,  &c.,  &jc.y  and  a  President! 

The  President,  Count  Falkenstein,  resided  in  the 
government  house,  which  was  the  largest  and 
handsomest  in  the  town,  occupying  the  whole. side 
of  a  square  called  the  Platz,  and,  though  the  lower 
part  of  the  building  was  altogether  appropriated  to 
the  different  offices  of  the  persons  employed  under 
him,  the  second  story,  with  its  long  suite  of  recep- 
tion rooms,  had  been  reserved  altogether  for  his 
twe,  or  rather  for  his  wife's,  who  there,  on  stated 
evenings,  received,  sometimes  a  select,  sometimes  a 
promiscuous  society. 

Placed  by  station  and  fortune  in  the  first  rank, 
Alelanie  affected  to  laugh  at  and  despise  all  social 
distinctions :  she  said,  and  tried  to  believe,  that 
talent  and  education  alone  could  raise  man  above 
his  fellows;  but  she  never  was  known  to  transgress 
any  of  the  self-imposed  laws  which  distinguished 
her  class.  She  spoke  French,  or  demi-French, 
almost  invariably  when  in  company,  tutoied  and 
called  familiarly  by  their  Christian  names  every 
member  of  her  own  coterie^  while  she  was  unneces- 
sarily and  ostentatiously  polite  to  the  less  fashion- 
&voored  members  of  her  little  world.     She  aspired 
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in  a  lady^like  sort  of  way  to  literaiy  oelebrityi  and 
on  first  coming  to  Exfort  had  entertained  the  idea 
of  combining  learning  and  fashion,  and  altogether 
changing  the  tastes  and  pursuits  of  the  greater 
number  of  her  acquaintances.  Some  years  had 
elapsed  since  the  'time  of  the  "  three  experiments/' 
as  she  herself  laughingly  called  the  three  soir^  in 
which  she  had  hoped  to  commence  a  new  era  in 
the  Exfort  world.  To  this  end,  she  had  signified 
her  intention  of  giving  reading  parties,  and  had 
induced  men  of  learning  and  talent  to  write  and 
read  aloud  essays  on  subjects  which  she  judged 
most  appropriate,  and  likely  to  arouse  the  curiosify 
or  engage  the  attention  of  her  expected  audience. 
The  first  night  her  rooms  were  crowded  to  suffoca- 
tion, but  the  company  were  manifestly  soon  weaiy, 
and  openly  showed  that  they  preferred  whispering 
to  each  other.  Some  ridiculed  what  they  had  heard, 
others  were  honest  enough  to  confess  that  they  had 
not  imderstood  what  it  was  all  about;  but  a  still 
greater  number  declared  that  it  was  intolerably  dull 
work,  and  if  they  had  not  been  ashamed,  they  would 
have  gone  home  at  the  end  of  the  first  half  hour;  and 
this  sort  of  shame  induced  many  to  appear  at  the 
second  soiree,  but  the  third  was  literally  without 
guests.  Melanie's  hopes  of  being  the  leader  of  an 
intellectual  society  evaporated,  and  she  hencefor- 
ward followed  the  example  of  others,  giving  two  or 
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three  laige  balLs  during  the  winter,  and  receiving 
those  who  had  general  invitations  to  her  house 
twioe-ft-week  in  spring  and  autumn. 

At  the  end  of  the  long  suite  of  reception-rooms 
was  one  chosen  for  constant  habitation,  because  it 
tdjoined  the  private  office  of  Count  Falkenstein. 
He  reserved  for  himself  the  privilege  of  locking  the 
double  doors  between  them  when  he  did  not  choose 
to  be  interrupted  in  writing,  or  of  opening  them 
when  he  either  wished  for  society  or  desired  to 
lengthen  his  space  for  walking.  The  day  after 
Cyrilla's  arrival,  as  she  was  sitting  in  this  room 
with  her  sister,  waiting  for  the  announcement  of 
dinner,  she  heard  the  President  speaking  witli  un- 
Qsnal  animation  to  some  one  who  had  entered  just 
as  the  doors  of  communication  had  been  opened. 
Melanie  instantly  rose  and  joined  them,  and  Cyrilla 
won  after  distinguished  the  low  tones  of  an  un- 
hiown  voice  inquiring  for  her  cousin  Rupert,  and 
asking  if  he  did  not  mean  to  come  soon  to  Exfort 
about  the  purchase  of  Freilands. 

"  I  really  do  not  know  what  his  intentions  are," 
replied  Melanie  in  rather  an  offended  tone ;  "  his 
conduct  was  altogether  so  odd,  so  inexplicable, 
^t  even  if  I  had  had  an  opportunity  of  asking 
him,  I  do  not  think  I  should  have  done  so." 

"I  heard  you  talking  to  him  for  a  good  half- 
hour,"  said  the  President ;  "  but,"  he  added  ironi- 
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callj,  ^^  I  suppose  he  forgot  to  ask  abobt  the  new 
work  which  is  now  in  manuscript" 

"  It  was  not  to  me  he  was  so— so  uncivily  I  may 
say ;  it  was  his  neglect  of  Cyrilla  that  annoyed  me. 
He  saw  her  for  five  minutes  before  she  went  out 
the  last  evening  we  were  in  Berlin^— promised  to 
follow  us  to  the  Polinskys,  but  when  there,  never 
even  took  the  trouble  of  entering  the  room  we  were 
in ;  and  ended  by  sending  a  young  officer  of  his 
regiment  to  tell  me  that  he  had  some  engagement 
which  would  prevent  him  from  hearing  her  sing ! 
I  natutally  thought  he  would  have  excused  himself 
the  next  morning  before  we  left,  but  he  never  ap- 
peared." 

"  We  left  very  early,"  suggested  the  President 

"  That,"  said  the  unknown  voice,  "  is  no  excuse 
for  Adlerkron.  You  know  he  is  one  of  those  men 
who  do  not  know  how  to  enjoy  either  their  position 
in  the  world  or  their  wealth ;  he  is,  and  always 
was,  an  earlier  riser  than  most  of  those  unfortunate 
beings  who,  like  me,  are  doomed  to  earn  their 
daily  bread." 

''  I  think,  Edouard,"  said  the  President,  "  that 
in  his  place  you  would  have  been  equally  ener- 
getic. I  am  convinced  that,  under  any  circum- 
stances, you  would  be  an  ambitious  and  studious 
man." 

^SStudious!    yes — perhaps — but  with    Adler- 
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knm'g  fertnne  I  should  certainly  lead  a  veiy  difier- 
eot  life  firom  his." 

''As  to  his  Ii&/'  said  Melanie,  ''it  is,  I  am 
told,  blameless ;  and  thoogh  I  feel  a  little  angry 
with  him  just  now  on  account  of  Cyrilla,  I  must 
Wf  I  have  seldom  met  a  more  generous  or  good- 
nttmed  being." 

"0,  only    too  good-natured,"   said  the   same 
^ce.    "  K  I  were  in  his  place,  the  officers  of  my 
legiment  should  not  ride  my  horses  without  asking 
my  leave ;  nor  should  they  have  firee  quarters  at 
Windhorst.     I  consider  that  sort  of  good-nature 
weakness." 
"  He  is  extremely  popular,"  began  Melanie. 
"He  is  considered  a  good-natured  fellow,  and 
perhaps  that  is  the  height  of  his  ambition,  but  it  is 
not  mine." 
"And  what  is  your  ambition?"  asked  Melanie. 
"  Nothing  less  than  to  be  finance  minister  some 
twenty  years  hence  I " 

"  You  are  right,  Edouard,"  cried  the  President ; 
"  if  circumstances  favour  your  views,  I  know  no 
one  whose  talents  would  more  fit  them  for  the 
office." 

"  In  the  meantime,"  said  Melanie,  walking  into 
the  drawing-room,  "  let  me  introduce  you  to  my 
sister.  Cyrilla,  this  is  our  nephew,  Count  Zom- 
dorff." 
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He  was*  a  young  and  uncommonly  handsome 
man ;  the  extreme  paleness  of  his  features  ren- 
dered still  more  remarkable  by  his  jet  black  hair 
and  large  dark  eyes  ;  his  manners  were  quiet,  his 
voice  low,  and  peculiarly  agreeable.     Though  per- 
fectly well  dressed,  there  was  an  evident  careless- 
ness in  the  minutiae  of  his  toilet  which  most  people 
thought  and  said  proceeded  from  the  consciousness 
that  his  personal  advantages  permitted  negligence. 
Those  who  so  judged  were  in  error.     Few,  none 
perhaps,  understood  his  character  at  all,  for  few  or 
none  ever  study  the  characters  of  those  with  whom 
they   are  not  obliged  to  live ;   and  many,  very 
many,  pass  through  this  world  without  ever  having 
studied  any  character  at  all,  merely  taking  people 
as  they  find  them,  and  feeling  a  sort  of  vague  sur- 
prise when  others  act  differently  from  what  they 
would  have  done  in  their  places.     These  are  Kke 
children   turning   over  the   leaves  of  a  book  of 
prints,  imder  which  the  explanations  are  written 
in  a  language  imknown  to  them.     The  representa- 
tions of  scenes  of  domestic  life  they  can  imderstand, 
though  even  there  much  is  passed  over  unnoticed ; 
but  should  the  picture  present  anything  new  or 
imcommon,  after  having  looked  at  it  for  a  short 
time  with  a  mixture  of  curiosity  and  wonder,  they 
turn  over  the  leaf,  unconscious  of  the  fund  of  deep 
interest,  or  subject  of  profound  thought,  which  they 
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kve  lost  The  atndj  of  character  may  be  com- 
puod  to  the  acquiiement  of  a  new  science  or  lan- 
guage; the  more  cultivated  the  mind^  the  less  felt 
tie  the  first  difficulties ;  and  these  once  overcome^ 
i  world  of  hitherto  unknown  ideas  come  crowding 
o&  DS,  or  intellectual  treasures  are  within  our 
reach  which  may  afford  us  occupation  and  enjoy- 
ment for  the  rest  of  our  lives.  This  digression  is 
not  intended  as  a  prelude  to  a  dissection  of  Count 
Zomdorff^s  head  or  heart :  like  Cyrilla,  we  will  see 
Iiim  as  he  chose  to  appear  to  her,  and  that  was, 
cold  and  indifferent.  He  talked  politics  without 
interaiission  during  dinner,  retired  afterwards  with 
the  President  to  his  study ;  and  when  he  again  ap- 
peared in  the  drawing-room,  he  addressed  all  his 
conversation  in  a  half-whisper  to  Melanie. 

The  President  requested  Cyrilla  to  sing ;  and 
while  he  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  an  expression  of 
perfect  satisfjEUJtion  stealing  over  his  stem  features. 
Count  Zomdorff  ceased  speaking,  but,  bending 
over  a  book,  appeared  altogether  unconscious  of  all 
that  was  going  on  about  him.  As  the  clock  struck 
ten,  he  rose,  nodded  a  good-night  to  his  uncle, 
murmured  a  few  words  to  his  aunt,  and,  slightly 
bowing  to  Cyrilla,  left  the  room. 

"  Well,"  cried  Melanie,  turning  with  a  look  of 
half-suppressed  triumph  to  her  sister :  "  well,  Cy- 
rilla, what  do  you  think  of  him  ?" 
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^^  You  mean  Count  Zomdorff  ?  >  I  hardlj  know 
— I  spoke  80  little  to  him — ^he  seems  gentleman- 
like." 

"  My  dear  creature,  are  you  blind  ?  He  is  prob- 
ably the  handsomest  man  you  ever  saw  in  your 
life!" 

"  Very  likely ;  but  I  did  not  observe  him  atten- 
tively." 

The  President  looked  up  and  smiled.  "  Ed- 
ouard  has  for  once  made  no  impression,"  he  said 
quietly ;  "Cjnrilla  is  too  rational  to  waste  admira- 
tion on  a  head,  without  knowing  what  sort  of  brain 
may  be  in  it.  I  believe  it  is  Plato  who  says 
^  mind  alone  is  beautiful.'  " 

"  He  meant,  that  the  appreciation  of  beauty 
depends  upon  the  mind,"  said  Melanie ;  "  and  the 
more  intellect  we  have the  stronger  our  ima- 
gination may  be so  much  the  more  intense  is 

the  perception  of  the  beautiful !  I  must  say,  Cyrilla, 
I  never  saw  any  one  so  devoid  of  feeling  for  beauty 
as  you  are  ! " 

"  I  think  on  the  present  occasion  it  is  a  moat 
fortunate  circumstance,"  said  Count  Falkenstein." 

"  I  cannot  agree  with  you,  Wilhelm ;  it  is  a  loss 
of  incalculable  pleasure  a  person  not  having  a  per- 
ception of  what  is  beautiful,  be  the  object  picture, 
statue,  man,  or  woman." 

"Hum ,"  said  Count  Falkenstein,  rubbing 
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his  diiiL  ^  The  peioeption  of  a  woman's  beauty 
is  Bometmies  ntCGaamtj  to  make  a  man  overlook  her 
fiyibles." 

Melanie  moved  in  silent  dignity  towards  a  marble 
table,  on  which  three  small  antique  silver  candle- 
sticks were  placed,  and  began  to  occupy  herself  in 
lighting  the  candles  they  held. 

"  I  think,"  said  Cyrilla,  apologetically,  "  indeed 
I  am  almost  sure  I  should  have  observed  Count 
Zomdorff  more  had  he  spoken  to  me,  or  had  he 
appeared  to  like  music." 

^^  Edouard    loses    '  incalculable    pleasure '   by 
bamg  no  ear  for  music,"  said  Count  Falkenstein. 
"  He  has  no  dislike  to  vocal  music,"  cried  Me- 
lanie, eagerly ;  "  no  dislike  whatever  when  he  can 
hear  the  words  distinctly." 

"  That  is,"  said  the  Count,  "  he  has  no  objection 
to  receiving  a  poetical  idea  even  through  the  me- 
dium of  song ! " 

"  I  think,  Wilhelm,  it  is  extremely  injudicious 
your  endeavouring  to  prejudice  Cyrilla  against  a 
penon  with  whom  she  must  associate  so  con- 
stantly," 

"  And  I  think,  Melauie,  it  is  still  more  injudi- 
cioQs  your  endeavouring  to  prepossess  her  in  favour 

of  a  person  who  is is  a is  decidedly  the 

worst  porft  in  Exfort." 
Cyrilla  laughed.  "  To  relieve  both  your  minds," 
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she  said,  ^^  let  me  assure  70U  that  I  am  neither 
prejudiced  nor  prepossessed,  nor/'  she  added  with 
a  slight  blush,  '^  nor  have  I  come  to  Exfort  to  look 
for  a^?artf." 

"  Well,"  said  the  President,  "  all  I  have  to  say 
is,  that  I  hop^  you  have  made  as  little  impression 
on  my  nephew  as  he  seems  to  have  made  on  70a. 
It  is  a  fortunate  circumstance  for  him  that  his  heart 
is  not  as  vulnerable  through  his  ears  as  mine." 

'^  You  need  have  no  apprehensions  on  Edouard's 
account,"  observed  Melanie,  "for,  however Oyrilla's 
appearance  n.ight  attract  iun,  L  is  not  i^er 
respects  at  all  suited  to  him.  I  have  seldom  seen 
two  people  so  diflFerent  in  disposition." 

"  So  much  the  better,"  rejoined  Count  Falken- 
stein,  "  so  much  the  better ;  but  jou  see  sometimes 
people  like  those  who  are  precisely  the  contrary  of 
what  they  are  themselves — I  give  myself  as  an 
example.  Can  any  two  people  in  the  world  be 
more  imlike  than  we  are  ?" 

"I  flatter  myself  that  it  is  not  possible,"  answered 
Melanie  as  she  left  the  room. 

Cyrilla  stopped  at  her  sister's  door  for  a  moment 
and  said,  "  I  should  like  to  know  why  you  never 
mentioned  Count  ZomdorfF's  name  to  me.  I  had 
no  idea  that  you  had  a  nephew  here." 

"  He  has  not  been  long  in  Exfort,"  answered 
Jlelanie  evasively,  "  only  since  he  became  Kammer 
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A$»mor.  Our  other  nephews,  the  Falkensteins, 
are  not  to  be  compared  to  him;  but  they  will  never- 
tlieless  inherit  all  we  possess,  while  poor  Edonard 
nrast  work  his  way  on  in  the  world  as  he  best  can. 
It  is  this  which  makes  him  so  melancholy — so 
dincmtented — at  times  ahnost  a  misanthrope." 

"  But,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  how  many  men  in  this 
woHd  are  similarly  situated,  without  being  either 
melancholy  or  misanthropical !" 

"  Very  likely ;  but  not  such  men  as  Edouard. 
I  never  see  him  smd  Eupert  together,  without 
wishing  they  could  change  places :  Rupert's  simple 
Itthitsand  thoughtless  hilarity  are  perfectly  adapted 
to  a  life  of  the  commonest  description ;  wliereas 
Edonard's  refinement,  almost  amounting  to  morbid 
wnsibility,  will  make  him,  if  chance  or  interest  do 
not  favour  his  ambition,  the  most  wretched  of 
men!" 

"  Good-night,"  said  Cyrilla,  turning  away ;  "  you 
We  quite  convinced  me  that  he  is  not  at  all  likely 
to  suit  me,  even  as  an  acquaintance and  I  sup- 
pose he  is  here  every  day  ?" 

"  He  is  here  every  day,  and  you  will  be  so  una- 
voidably thrown  together,  that  I   wrote  to   him 

^'^t  you  from  Berlin I  will  be  candid  with 

you,  dear  Cyrilla,  and  tell  you  that  your  appear- 
*iM»  is  80  ideal,  so  essentially  poetical  and  refined, 
"^t  I  trembled  for  his  peace  of  mind,  and " 
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*^  And,"  said  CyriUay  intem^vtbg  h»f  '^itad 
reoommenddd  }^  to  be  almott  nncml  to  me.? 
He  ought  to  be  verj  miich  obliged  to  yoa  &r  yonr 
care  of  his  happineeB.  Maflaak  whjyoadidiiot 
think  it  necessary  to  warn  me  too  ?" 

^'Yonr  education,"  answered  Melanift|  ''moat 
have  been  veiy  diffarent  fiom  what  I  sappoaed,  if 
70a  could  waste  a  serioos  thonght  on  any  one  in 
his  drcnmstances.  I  am  sue  70a  have  leouTad 
ample  instruction  on  this  subject" 

^^  Perhaps  so/'  replied  CyriUa;  ^'bnt  there  an 
some  things  I  have  not  been  able  to  learn,  and  this 
happens  to  be  one  of  them*  Mamma  and  Fenumda 
used  to  discuss  such  matters  occasionally  before 
me,  and   talked  yery  rationally  and  wisely  no 

doubt but  I — ^would  rather  like  to  believe  that 

there  is  such  a  thing  as love in  this  world." 

'^  There  is — ^there  is !"  cried  Melanie  enthusias- 
tically. '^  There  is,  and  no  wealth  or  station  can 
supply  its  place.  Oh,  Cyrilla,  if  you  would  not 
lead  a  life  of  endless  regrets,  never  let  any  thing 
tempt  you  to  marry  a  man  without  feeling,  and 
being  assured  that  he  also  feels  for  you  that  de- 
scription of  love  which  alone  is  genuine, — a  love 
inspired  by  congeniality  of  mind !  Love  deserves 
not  the  name  if  it  be  not  based  on  sentiment,  and 
elevated  by  a  mysterious  combination  of  spirits ! 
Good-night,  dearest,"  she  added  hastily  retreating 
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mto  her  room ;  ^^  I  hear  Wilhelm  ahready  in  his 
dreflsmg-room.  To-morrow  we  will  discuss  this 
importftnt  qnestum  more  at  length." 

"  Helanie  is  yery — very  sentimental/'  thought 
Cjrilla,  as  she  walked  towards  her  room^  '^  but  she 
is  veiy  charming  also.  Poor  thing !  I  know  she 
WIS  persuaded  to  marry  the  President  without  car- 
ing for  him,  and  I  now  begin  to  suspect  she  liked 
Bome  one  else  better.  I  wish  I  could  see  the  letter 
she  wrote  to  that  C!ount  Zomdorff ;  it  must  have 
made  a  great  impresrion  on  him,  for,  after  the  first 
itther  disagreeable  steady  stare,  he  never  again 
looked  at  me  the  whole  evening." 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Days  and  weeks  passed — CyriUa's  firiends  and  ac- 
quaintances multiplied  with  that  facility  so  com- 
mon to  youth — so  impossible  in  later  years.  In 
many  houses^  where  she  found  companions  of  her 
own  age,  she  became  intimate,  and  was  not  a  little 
annoyed  occasionally  at  the  number  of  questions 
which  were  asked  her  about  her  cousin  Rupert — 
If  he  did  not  intend  to  purchase  Freilands  ? — Had 
he  not  said  he  would  retire  from  the  army  and  set- 
tle near  Exfort? — ^Whom  did  she  suppose  he  was 
likely  to  marry  ? — Did  she  not  think  him  quite  a 
love  ? — Had  she  ever  heard  any  amateur  sing  so 
well  as  he  did  ?  &c.,  &c.,  &c.  And  not  one  of  these 
questions,  simple  as  they  were,  could  she  answer, 
though  they  concerned  one  of  her  nearest  relations. 
Rupert's  neglect  was  thus  made  so  very  apparent, 
that  she  first  felt  piqued,  then  almost  angry,  when- 
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em  he  was  named.     Some  of  her  other  friends 
were  not  less  anions  concerning  the  intentions  and 
movements  of  Count  Zomdorff,  who  they  knew  al- 
most lived  in  his  nncle's  house;  and  it  was  in  vain 
that  Cjrilla  assured  them  that  she  was  scarcely 
acquainted  with  and  never  spoke  to  him;   they 
weie  incrednlonSy  and  well  they  might  be^  for  on 
the  evenings  that  the  Countess  Falkenstein  was 
"  at  home,"  they  had  observed  that  he  followed  her 
from  room  to  room,  stood  near  her,  listened  to 
what  she  said,  occasionally  joined  in  the  conversa- 
tkm,  and  all  with  that  appearance  of  careless  inti- 
inacy  which  men,  who  have  lived  in  the  world, 
know  so  well  how  to  assume  towards  very  young 
women ;  but  none  could  know,  nor  could  Cyrilla  ex- 
plain, that  when  they  met  the  next  day  at  dinner  a 
relapse  had  taken  place,  and  he  was  again  frigid  or 
indifferent  to  her,  and  exclusively  occupied  with 
his  uncle  and  aunt. 

One  afternoon,  as  he  sat  in  the  drawing-room 
with  his  arms  crossed,  apparently  in  deepest  re- 
verie, Melanie  approached  Cyrilla,  who  was  paint- 
mg  in  water-colours,  and  pointing  to  Zomdorff, 
asked  her  to  make  a  sketch  of  him.  ^^  It  will  not 
be  difficult,"  she  added,  "  as  he  is  so  quiet — ^he  has 
not  moved  for  the  last  ten  minutes." 

"  Oh,  nothing  can  be  easier,"  said  Cyrilla  gaily ; 
"  he  is  quite  a  man  of  marble — unmoved — immov- 
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able.  I  can  sketch  his  face  without  looking  at 
him — Look  here — so?" 

Melanie  bent  over  her,  exclaiming,  "  Excellent ! 
nothing  could  be  more  like !  What  an  extraordi- 
nary talent  for  taking  likenesses  you  most  have ! " 

"  I  believe,"  said  Cyrilla,  as  she  carelessly  gave 
the  outline  of  the  figure,  "  I  believe  this  is  rather 
an  exercise  of  memory — Shall  I  colour  the  head  a 
little?" 

"  Oh  pray  do." 

In  the  meantime  the  man  of  niarble  was  sitting 
upright,  his  pale  cheek  slightly  flushed,  his  dark 
eyes  flashing,  and  an  expression  of  surprise  and 
pleasure  pervading  every  feature  of  his  fiw^e. 

"I  think,"  suggested  Melanie,  "  you  might  give 
a  little  more  colour." 

"  Not  a  bit,"  said  Cyrilla  decidedly. 

"I  liked  your  sketch  better,"  continued  Me- 
lanie ;   "  the  outline  was  perfect." 

"  It  is  there  still,"  rejoined  Cyrilla ;  "  this  slight 
washing  in  of  colour  cannot  have  changed  it." 

"  It  is  there  and  not  there,"  said  Melanie ;  "  you 
have  given  a  cold,  haughty,  discontented  ezprea- 
sion  to  the  head  now." 

"  'Tis  memory's  sketch,"  said  Cyrilla,  throwing 
down  her  pencil ;  '^  and  it  is  m>,"  she  added,  slightly 
shrugging  her  shoulders,  "  that  Count  ZomdorfTs 
head  appears  to  me — almost — always." 
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llelaiu6  walked  with  the  drawing  in  her  hand 
into  the  next  room  to  show  it  to  the  President. 
Goont  Zomdorff  rose,  approached  CTrilla,  sat  down 
in  a  chair  beside  her,  and  having  watched  her  for  a 
few  minnteS;  as  she  replaced  her  colours  and  depo- 
sited her  pallets  in  the  box,  he  observed,  in  his 
nsoal  low  well  modulated  voice,  ^'  I  am  sorry  my 
head  has  made  so  disagreeable  an  impression  on 
yon,  Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron;  will  you  allow 
me  to  accuse  you  of  some  injustice  in  your  judg- 
ment of  me?" 
"  Of  your  head — not  of  you." 
"My  head!  why  that's  myself — ^my  all — all  I 
have  in  the  world !     My  head,  with  some  mechani- 
cal assistance  on  the  part  of  my  hands,  must  earn 
my  bread,  give  me  clothes — a  roof  to  cover  me,  and 
perhaps  some  of  those  luxuries  which  civilisation 
has  rendered  almost  necessary  to  life ! " 

"  We  spoke  merely  of  the  expression  of  your 
features,"  observed  Cyrilla. 

"  You  said  I  appeared  to  you  cold  and  haughty," 
continued  Zomdorff ;  "  I  am  neither  the  one  nor 
the  other." 

"Very  likely,"  said  Cyrilla,  playing  with  her 
pencil,  "  it  may  be  the  regularity  of  your  features 
which  gives  them  an  expression  of  severity." 

"I  am  not  severe,  not  haughty,  and  but  too 
surely  not  cold."     Had  Cyrilla  looked  at  him,  she 
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would  have  believed  the  latter  assertion  at  least ; 
she  did  not^  and  he  continued :  '^  Coldl  As  cold 
as  Hecla  under  its  crust  of  ice !  To  the  duurge 
of  discontent  I  plead  guilty." 

^^Melanie  calls  it  melancholy,  and  the  word 
sounds  better,"  observed  Cyrilla,  smiling. 

"  Let  us  call  it  by  the  right  name — discontent 
I  am  altogether  dissatisfied  with  myself,  my  lot  in 
life — in  short,  with  the  whole  world." 

^^And  I  find  such  discontent  so  unreasonaMe, 
that,  'instead  of  commiserating,  I  feel  inclined  to 
laugh  at  you ;  and  would  do  so  if  I  knew  you  well 
enough,"  said  Cyrilla,  moving  back  her  chair. 

"  Stay,  Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron,  one  moment 

You   said,  or  implied  that  I or,  if  you 

will   my  head^  was  not  always  disagreeable    to 
you." 

"Did  I?  I  suppose  I  meant,  that  in  society 
you  looked  more  amiable  than  you  do  for  us  every 
day  here." 

"  You  could  scarcely  make  a  remark'  calculated 
to  place  me  in  a  more  disadvantageous  light ;  and 
it  is  not  altogether  without  foundation,  nor  with- 
out cause.  With  you  the  case  is  exactly  the  con- 
trary ;  you  are  a  thousand  times  more  charming,  a 
thousand  times  more  fascinating,  when  we  are  quite 
alone  than  when  you  are  seen  in  a  crowd. 

"  Your  words  admit  of  a  double  sense," 
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CyoBtL,  langhing ;  '^  you  maj  mean  that  I  am  a 
cheerfolsart  of  person,  with  whom  it  is  pleasant  to 

ym  a  few  hours  eveiy  daj,  or " 

"Pleasant!  Oh, something  more  than  pleasant" 
"  Or  jrou  may  mean  that  I  am  too  insignificant 
to  be  observed  among  others." 

"Yon  are  lost,  or  rather  thrown  awaj,  like  an 
exotic  flower  in  a  gardener's  table-bouquet/'  said 
2amiatSj  with  increasing  animation.  ^^  One  never 
cm  admire  a  flower  as  it  deserves,  until  it  is  seen 
^e.  A  rosebud  for  instance  is,  with  all  its  in- 
trinric  beauty,  a  flower  but  little  observed  when, 
with  jessamines,  jonquils,  geraniums,  and  dozens 
of  others,  it  composes  a  part  of  those  pyramidical 

bouquets  which  gardeners  love  to  form I  never 

«e  one  of  them  without  thinking  of  a  ball-room — 
I  am  never  in  a  ball-room  without  thinking  of  a 
bouquet." 

"  A  very  nice  idea,"  said  Cyrilla,  leaning  back 
in  her  chair,  half  amused,  half  indifferent. 

"  In  looking  at  a  bouquet  of  this  description," 

continued  S^omdorff,  "one  seldom  singles  out  a 

flower  for  particular  admiration."     He  paused  a 

moment,  and  then  added,  "  Let  me,  however,  take 

one — a  rosebud,  a  lily,  or  what  you  will,  and  let 

me  place  it  in  a  glass  of  water ;  give  me  time  to 

examine  and  admire  it  at  leisure,  and  I  shall  soon 

think  it  most  beautiful — most  perfect — and  wonder 
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that,  even  among  the  others,  I  had  not  instantly 
sought  one  like  it" 

"  You  are  right,"  said  Cyrilla ;  "  all  plants  are 
beautiful  when  carefully  examined ;  and,"  she  said, 
bending  over  the  paper  before  her,  and  almost  un- 
consciously beginning  to  sketch  rosebuds  and  lilies, 
^^  and  really  the  whole  idea  is  so  poetical,  that  joa 
might  put  it  into  verse." 

"  Are  you  laughing  at  me?"  he  asked,  calmly. 

'^  No,  I  was  only  thinking  of  what  Melanie  told 
me  a  few  days  ago." 

"What  did  she  tell  you?" 

"  That  you  had  written  some  delightfully  wild, 
despairing  poems,  and  published  them  under  a 
feigned  name." 

"  A  youthful  folly  that  I  hoped  had  been  for- 
gotten," said  Zomdorff,  smiling. 

"  She  said  also,"  continued  Cyrilla,  archly, 
"  that  you  could  talk  poetical  prose  sometimes." 

"That  was  not  my  intention  just  now,"  said 
Zomdorff,  rising  ;  "  but  if  you  cannot,  or  will  not, 
understand  my  allegory,  let  me  tell  you,  in  plain 
words,  that  however  safe  I  may  imagine  myself 
when  I  see  you  surrounded  by  others,  you  might 
become  dangerous  to  my  peace  of  mind  were  I  to 
yield  to  the  inclination  I  constantly  feel  of  convers- 
ing unrestrainedly  with  you." 

Cyrilla  looked  at  him  for  a  moment  in  astonish- 
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meat    Some  oonfnsed  thoughts  of  an  ice-covered 
TolcftDOy  bouquets,  ball-iooms,  and  buds  of  roses, 
passed  through  her  mind — ^then  came  the  tolerably 
clear  idea  that  Count  Zomdorff,  the  cold  impene- 
tntble  man  of  marble,  had  not  been,  or  was  not  so 
insensible,  as  she  had  supposed.     A  feeling  of  gra- 
tified ranitj  was  succeeded  by  a  smile  of  unequi- 
Tocal  pleasure,  that  changed  into  a  merry  laugh, 
in  which  she  was  joined  by  Zomdorff,  even  while 
be  said,  ^^I  wish  you  woxdd  always  laugh,  and 
tben  I  should  have  nothing  to  fear." 

"You  would  have  nothing  to  fear!"  repeated 
Meknie,  joining  them.  "  What  on  earth  are  you 
Ulking  about?" 

"  I  have  been  endeavouring  to  explain  to  your 
sister  my  motives  for  avoiding  her  society,  and 
wish  I  could  make  her  understand  that  I  am  not 
always  the  dull  disagreeable  fellow  I  have  been  for 
the  last  six  weeks." 
''  Dull  and  disagreeable  I      I  am  sure   C3rrilla 

never  thought " 

'^  Excuse  me,  Melanie.  I  certainly  did  at  least 
think  your  praises  of  Count  Zomdorff  a  little  ex- 
aggerated— that  he  was  not  dull,  I  could  discover 
by  his  conversation  with  others ;  but,  as  far  as  I 
am  concerned,  I  must  say  he  is  the  only  man  I 

ever  found  actually  ungracious  to  me,  and and 

rather  disagreeable  than  otherwise." 
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"  That  was  more  than  I  intended,"  cried  Zom- 
dorff,  with  unusual  warmth;  '^but  a  medium  in 
such  cases  is  not  possible,  and  henceforth  I  will  be 
— ^myself — such  as  I  am." 

"  Edouard,  dear  Edouard,"  cried  Melanie,  with 
a  look  of  alarm,  "  have  you  forgotten  all  I  said  to 
you?" 

"  No ;  I  remember  it  perfectly,  and  some  other 
things  too ;  but  it  is  absurd  avoiding  present  pleas- 
ure &om  a  vague  fear  that  it  may  increase  future 
misery.  Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron  shall  never 
again  have  cause  to  complain  of  my  ungracious- 
ness." 

The  announcement  of  dinner  ended  the  conver- 
sation, but  Cyrilla's  interest  was  excited,  and  the 
more  so,  as  her  sister's  countenance  assumed  an 
unusual  gravity.  Zomdorff  did  not  that  day,  or 
ever  after,  follow  his  uncle  into  his  study,  but  join- 
ing Melanie  and  C3rrilla  after  dinner,  read  or  talked 
to  them  the  whole  evening. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


Zorkdorff's  explanation  made  a  deep  and  lasting 
impiession  on  Cyrilla,  nor  was  his  manner  after- 
wards calculated  to  weaken  it.    If  he  did  not  posi- 
tively seek  her  society,  he  at  least  never  seemed  to 
«void  it ;  and,  when  they  were  together,  he  talked 
naturally,  and  apparently  without  reserve,  on  every 
subject,  allowing  himself  to  be  laughed  at  for  his 
&8tidious  tastes,  and  listening  gravely  to  her  lec- 
tures on   the  influences   of  inordinate   ambition. 
Too  proud  to  be  vain,  he  was  evidently  perfectly 
indifferent  to  his  very  uncommon  personal  advan- 
tages, and  in  proportion  as  Cyrilla  observed  this, 
she  became  aware  of  them,  acquiring  by  degrees  a 
«ea%  of  the  "beautifiil"  which  might  even  have 
satisfied  her  sister,  had  she  thought  proper  again 
to  question  her.    Day  by  day  Zomdorff  rose  in  her 
estimation — how  could  it  be  otherwise  ?     The  Pre- 
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'  sident  consulted  him  ou  important  business.     Me- 
lanie's  encomiums  were  imceasing,  and  they  no 
longer  appeared  exaggerated  to  Cjrilla.     In  the 
society  of  Exfort,  he  was,  hy  common  consent,  the 
leader  of  fashion,  without  having  given  himself  the 
slightest  trouble  to  obtain  that  eminence;  and  Cy- 
rilla  could  not  long  remain  unconscious  that,  even 
against  his  will,  she  had  begun  to  '^  endanger  his 
peace  of  mind."     She  pardoned,  as  every  woman 
in  her    place  would   have    done,  the  occasional 
glances  that  betrayed  this  secret  —  forgave  him 
sooner  tlian  he  did  himself,  and  felt  a  degree  of 
compassion  for  his  magnanimous  struggles    that 
almost  verged  on  tenderness.     It  was  these  same 
efforts  on  his  part  to  overcome  and  conceal  his 
growing  admiration  and  regard  that  gave  peculiar 
interest  to  their  intercourse.     She  began  to  imder- 
stand  why  he  was  discontented,  and  even  to  enter- 
tain  vague  wishes  that  she  had  been  bom  an 
heiress;  but  it  was  not  until  he  had  been  absent  for 
some  days  in  Berlin,  that  she  discovered  how  ex- 
tremely insipid  all  other  men  were  — how  veiy 
necessary  his  society  must  be  to  his  aunt  and 
uncle!     Perhaps  she  was  glad  when  he  returned 
to  Exfort.    She  gave  him  her  hand  for  a  moment, 
but  it  was  singular  that,  as  Melanie  warmly  wel- 
comed him,   and   added   the  assurance  that  they 
had  found  it   almost   impossible  to   live  without 
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him,  Cyrilla  said  not  one  word,  1)ut,  bending  over 
her  work,  slightlj  averted  her  face,  which  had 
saddenlj  become  flushed  in  a  very  unusual  man- 
ner. Zomdorff  was  not  at  all  hurt  at  her  silence. 
On  the  contrary,  a  look  of  surprise  was  quickly 
followed  by  a  smile  of  satisfaction,  and  a  visible 
exhilaration  of  spirits,  that  lasted  for  some  time. 

"  I  saw  your  cousin  Rupert  very  often,"  he  ob- 
served, after  a  pause. 
"Did you?"  said  Cyrilla,  carelessly. 
Zomdorff  laughed.     "  I  expected,"  he  continued, 
"to  have  been  stormed  with  questions  about  the 
nwvements  of  so  very  important  a  person." 

"  Important !  "  repeated  Cyrilla ;  "  I  really  was 
not  aware  of  his  importance." 

"Why,  is  he  not  the  head  and  hope  of  your 
fiunily?  "  he  asked  ironically. 
"  That  may  give  him  importance  in  the  eyes  of 

my  aunt  in  Salzburg ;  but,  for  my  part " 

"  For  your  part,"  said  Melanie,  "  I  can  easily 
miagine  that  a  little  common  civility,  a  very  slight 
show  of  regard  when  you  were  in  Berlin,  would 
have  raised  him  in  your  opinion  far  more  than  all 
his  possessions,     I  hope,  Edouard,  you  gave  him 
no  information  whatever  about  Cyrilla." 
"  He  did  not  ask  for  any." 
"  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  he  did  not  speak  of 
us  at  all?" 

VOL.  I.  H 
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"  Not  exactly ;  he  hoped  you  were  all  well,  or 
something  to  that  purport.  ,  You  know,  of  course, 
that  he  has  purchased  Freilands,  and  intends  to  fur- 
nish the  house  magnificently." 

"  I  am  in  total  ignorance  of  everything  concern- 
ing him." 

"  He  will  be  here  to-morrow  to  give  you  any  in- 
formation you  may  desire." 

"  To-morrow !  "  repeated  Melanie  ;  then,  turning 
to  her  sister,  she  added,  "  Cyrilla,  you  will  really 
do  me  a  favour  by  endeavouring  to  be  out  of  the 
way  when  he  arrives — ^by  avoiding  him  for  a  day 
or  two." 

"  I  don't  think  he  will  observe  whether  I  am 
here  or  not,"  said  Cyrilla,  half-laughing. 

"  But,  Edouard,  don't  you  think  we  ought  to 
punish  him  in  some  way  for  his  neglect?"  asked 
Melanie. 

"  Yes  ;  but,  if  I  may  offer  an  opinion,  I  should 
say  that  a  quiet  system  of  indifference  during  his 
stay  here  would  be  better  than  avoiding  him  in  any 
manner  that  would  lead  to  explanations." 

"  It  is  not  easy  to  be  indifferent  with  him — ^he  is 
too  good-natured  ;  and  then,  you  know,  he  cannot 
endure  the  idea  of  having  offended  any  one,  and 
will  be  sure  to  explain  or  apologize  in  some  queer 
way,  or  make  us  forget  what  he  has  done  by  doing 
something  else." 
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"  Let  US  tell  him  at  once  how  good-for-nothing 
we  think  him — ^how  offended  we  are,"  suggested 
Cyrilk. 

"He  will  misunderstand  you,"  said  Zomdorff, 
^^and  be  persuaded  jou  are  making  advances  to 
him;  indeed,  if  you  do  not  carefully  weigh  all 
your  actions  and  words,  he  will  in  all  probability 
thmk  you  have  serious  intentions  on  his  heart  and 
hand." 

"  That  is  true,"  said  Cyrilla  ;  "  I  had  forgotten 
that  weakness  of  his." 

"  That  folly ! "  said  Zomdorff,  with  a  slight 
sneer. 

The  President,  who  had  entered  the  room  while 
they  were  speaking,  observed,  "  If  you  knew  as 
much  of  Rupert  as  I  do,  you  would  excuse  him  for 
wtertaining  some  fears  of  people  having  designs 
upon  him :  he  has  had  a  good  deal  of  expe- 
rience in  that  way.  Edouard  might  have  been 
able  to  give  you  information  enough  on  the  subject, 
if  he  had  hot  just  about  that  time  been  too  much 
occupied  with  his  own  affairs — eh,  Edouard?" 

Zomdorff  bit  his  lip,  and  murmured  something 
about  the  love  affairs  of  students  being  seldom  of 
much  importance. 

"  You  must  not  say  that,  Edouard ;    we  may 

hope  there  are  exceptions,  and  that " 

"  Excuse  me  for  intermpting  you,"  said  Zorn- 
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dorff,  rising  hastily ;  "  but  you  have  just  leminded 
me  that  I  have  a  long  message  for  you  firom  old 
Sommerfeld  about  the  last  loan  in  which  he  was 
concerned." 

"  A  very  natural  transition,"  said  Count  Falken- 
stein ;  "  but  first  tell  me  how  the  old  man  has 
borne  his  son's  death." 

"  He  is  resigned,  but  looks  ill,  and  i^mains  for 
hours  without  speaking.  His  daughter  is  very  un- 
easy about  him." 

"  Sorry  to  hear  it :  her  brother's  death  must 
have  been  a  great  shock  to  her  in  her  delicate  state 
of  health." 

"  We — I  mean  she — ^has  been  expecting  it  nearly 
two  years,"  said  Zomdorff ;  "  it  was  at  last  quite 
a  release." 

"  But  she  seemed  to  me  a  person  of  such  remark- 
ably strong  feelings ".  > 

"  Oh  yes,  horribly  strong  feelings,"  said  Zom- 
dorff, shrugging  his  shoulders. 

"  Her  fortune  will  now  be  immense,"  observed 
the  President. 

"  It  will,"  said  Zomdorff;  "  but  she  cannot  pur- 
chase health  with  it." 

"  I  remember  hearing  something  of  these  Som- 
merfelds,"  said  Melanie  :  "  bankers — enormously 
rich  ;  but  I  never  met  them  anywhere,  did  I? " 

''  Perlunps  not ;  but  their  wealth  makes  them  re- 
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■ttrkable  enough,  and  it  is  now  all  centred  in  one 
woBian,"  answered  the  President 

"  I  pity  her,"  said  Melanie ;  "  any  woman  with 
a  fortune  sufficiently  large  to  tempt  adventorers  is 
to  be  pitied :  better  to  be  penniless  and  have  the 
certainty  of  being  chosen  for  oneself  alone ! '' 

^^  And  what  is  the  use  of  being  chosen  if  choice 
is  out  of  OUT  power  ?  "  asked  Cyrilla,  quietly. 
"  I  should  not  hesitate  to  take  the  fortune  and  my 
chance  for  happiness,  if  it  were  offered  me.  The 
xdations  of  penniless  women/'  she  added,  laughing, 
^  are  generally  so  unreasonable  as  to  expect  them  to 
1)6  satisfied  with  a  house  and  home,  and  to  take 
thankfully  whatever  they  may  find  iu  it." 

"  Tlie  relations  of  men  in  the  same  predica- 
ment,'' said  Zomdorff,  "  have  not  unfrequently  the 
same  idea." 

**  A  man  marrying  firom  motives  of  interest  is 
unpardonable,"  began  Cyrilla. 

"  Not  more  so  than  a  woman's  doing  so,"  cried 
Zomdorff,  walking  across  the  room  to  where  she 
wad  sitting ;  "  and  moreover,  he  risks  his  happiness 
less  than  a  woman  in  a  similar  case." 

"He  deserves  to  lose  it  altogether,"  rejoined 
Cyrilla;  "  for  a  man  by  application  and  industry  can 
provide  for  himself  and  secure  an  independence ; 
but  what  can  we  do  ?  " 

"I  am  afraid  there  is  little  doubt  as  to  what 


Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron  will  do,"  muttered  Zoni- 
dorfF,  turning  to  his  uncle  with  a  forced  smile. 

"  Let  us  hope,"  said  the  President  gravely, 
^^  that  in  her  case  prudence  and  indination  may 
point  to  the  same  person." 

The  next  day  Bupert  arrived.  At  Melanie's 
request,  as  he  walked  in  at  one  door,  Cyrilla  dis- 
appeared through  another.  His  visit  was  short 
and  hurried ;  he  promised  to  come  again  the  next 
day,  and — did  not  inquire  for  Cyrilla*  Melanie's 
indignation  was  unbounded,  Cyrilla  blushed,  Zom- 
dorfF  lauglied,  the  President  asked  what  was  the 
matter,  but  no  one  chose  to  explain.  ^^  It  was  not 
worth  his  notice — ^mere  nonsense."  Count  Falken- 
stein  did  not  like  nonsense,  and  asked  no  further  ques- 
tion. So  profoimd  was  the  respect  entertained  for 
him  by  all  his  household,  that  they  never  ventured 
to  make  him  acquainted  with  any  of  those  little 
domestic  events  and  jests  that,  after  all,  make  the 
sum  of  private  life.  Yet  he  was  not  an  ill-tempered 
man  or  a  tjrrant,  but  so  unbendingly  master,  that 
he  was  approached  with  reverence,  spoken  to  with 
reserve,  and — avoided  as  much  as  possible. 

The  day  following,  Cyrilla  purposely  and  will- 
ingly went  out,  and  Melanie  received  her  cousin 
Rupert  with  a  reserved  dignity,  which,  however,  waa 
altogether  imperceived  by  him.  Provokingly  uncon- 
scious of  his  disgrace,  he  walked  about  the  room, 
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eumining  the  books  and  toniing  over  the  music, 
until  he  seated  himself  at  Cyrilla's  drawing-table, 
ttd,  in  the  contemplation  of  her  sketches,  remained 
for  some  time  quite  quiet. 

"  How  well  she  draws ! "  he  observed  abruptly. 

^^  Meaning  pTrilla  ? ' '  asked  Melanie. 

"  Exactly — where  is  she  ?  " 

"  Gone  out" 

"  When  is  she  likely  to  return  V  " 

"IdonHknow." 

"Don't  you?  that's  odd.  Did  you  not  tell  her 
that  I  intended  to  come  here  to-day?  " 

"  Of  course ;  but — she  had  an  engagement " 

"  Really !  not  very  important,  most  probably !  " 

"  Why — ^no — it  is  precisely  of  the  same  descrip- 
tion as  yours  the  evening  you  had  not  time  to 
speak  to  her  in  Berlin." 

"  Ah,  she  is  offended  with  me  1 " 

"Not  as  much  as  I  should  have  been  in  her 
place,  but  quite  enough  to  prevent  her  from  feelinc^ 
any  empressemerU  to  see  you." 

"  Oh,  I  donH  want  or  wish  for  anything  of  that 
kind,"  said  Rupert ;  "  quite  the  contrary ;  but  still, 
Melanie,  I  believe  I  had  better  dine  with  you 
to-day,  and  work  out  a  reconciliation  with  her,  or 
else  she  may  refuse  to  go  to  Freilands." 

"  She  has  been  there  already :  we  got  up  a  pic- 
nic on  purpose  to  show  it  to  her," 
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^'  I  don't  mean  pic-nics/'  said  Rupert :  ^'  I  expect 
yon  all  to  come  and  stay  with  me, — ^the  President 
can  drive  into  Exfort  every  morning  and  letom  to 
dinner." 

"  But,"  said  Melanie  with  a  smile,  "  the  fhmi- 
ture  is  a — of  rather — too  pastoral  a  description  to 
admit  of  your  receiving  company.  There  are,  I 
allow,  garden  chairs  and  deal  tables  in  profusion, 
but " 

Eupert  laughed.  "  Do  not  be  alarmed,  my  dear 
Melanie ;  I  know  that,  much  as  you  like  reading 
and  writing  pastorals,  there  is  nothing  you  dread 
so  much  in  reality,  and  you  are  the  very  last  per- 
son in  the  world  I  should  think  of  inviting  to 
garden  chairs  and  deal  tables !  My  fiimiture  has 
long  been  ordered,  and  about  a  dozen  rooms  are 
already  in  a  very  habitable  state — it  was  about 
yours  that  I  was  in  such  a  hurry  yesterday.  You 
once  said  that  vou  liked  rose-coloured  fiimiture, 
because  it  was  becoming  to  people  with  dark  hair, 
or  something  of  that  sort;  and  so " 

"  How  is  it  possible  that  you  can  remember 
what  I  most  probably  said  years  ago?"  asked  Me- 
lanie with  some  surprise :  "  it  must  have  been 
about  the  time  that  my  boudoir  was  being  newly 
furnished!" 

''  Precisely, — but  I  should  perhaps  have  for- 
gotten your  remark  if  I  had  not  afterwards  seen 


CYRILLA.  153 

pi  in  the  boudoir,  and  found  that  in  rose-coloured 
Kgfct  you  were  perfectly  irresistible.  There  you 
sit  as  nsoal  composing  verses ;  but,  even  while 
canning  the  lines,  jou  arranged  a  casket  of  jewels, 
^ch  gave  your  appearance  such  a  cliarming  mix- 
ture of  Occident  and  orient  that  added  to  your 
black  hair,  for  which  I  have  always  had  a  sort  of 
pasaion:  I — at  once,  and  without  hesitation,  fell 
desperately  in  love  with  you." 

"  Nonsense,  Bupert ! " 

"Fact,  I  assure  you.  If  my  poor  uncle  were 
alive  he  could  bear  witness,  for  to  him  I  told  my 
love!" 

"  Well,"  said  Melanie  laughing,  "  and  what  did 
he  say?" 

"  He  said  it  was  the  best  thing  that  could  have 
happened  to  me, — that  a  sentimental  fancy  for  a 
woman  of  talent  and  fashion,  such  as  you  were, 
would  be  of  the  greatest  advantage  to  me,  and  form 
my  manners  better  than  anything  else  in  the 
world ;  so  you  see  you  have  unconsciously  assisted 
in  my  education." 

"  If  that  be  the  case,"  said  Melanie,  "  I  must 
My  you  have  shown  your  gratitude  for  my  services 
m  rather  an  extraordinary  way.  No  one,  not  even 
Wilhelm,  has  ever  so  openly  turned  me  into  ridi- 
cule a«  you  have!" 

"That,"   said  Bupert,    "is  the  most  curious 

h2 
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thing  of  all ;  when  actoally  in  the  act  of  laughing 
at  jouiy  I  admired  jon,  and  would  not  for  any  con- 
sideration have  had  you  other  than  you  were ! " 

"  Allow  me  to  doubt  the  existence  of  your  ad- 
miration, Rupert" 

"  No,  I  won't, — when  you  believe  so  many  other 
queer  things,  you  must  believe  that  too.  I  assure 
you,  just  before  you  left  Berlin  and  came  to  settle 
here,  I  had  begun  to  think  it  quite  possible  that  be- 
tween us  (notwithstanding  our  difference  of  disposi- 
tion) a  mysterious  sympathy  of  souls " 

"  Spirits,  not  souls,"  said  Melanie,  gravely  in- 
terrupting him. 

"  You  used  to  say  souls.'- 

^^  I  don't  think  I  did ;  but  at  all  events  Edouaid 
has  convinced  me  of  the  disadvantages  of  an  in- 
correct use  of  the  expressions,  body,  soul,  and 
spirit :  the  body  is  what  we  have  in  common  with 
plants  and  the  lowest  order  of  animals, — ^the  soul 
is  neither  more  nor  less  than  the  invisible  being  or 
life  of  the  body :  by  so  speaking,  we  give  ourselves 
merely  the  highest  rank  among  animals." 

Rupert  looked  attentive,  and  she  continued : 
^'  Now,  though  some  animals  in  the  creation  bear  a 
strong  resemblance,  both  in  form  and  organization, 
to  man,  there  is,  in  fact,  an  impassable  gulf  be- 
tween them.  It  is  the  intellect  or  spirit  that  gives 
us  a  place  quite  alone  in  the  creation." 
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"0  ho ! "  cried  Bupert ;  "  this  sounds  better 
dum  the  ghosts  and  goblins  about  which  you  used 
to  talk  80  much  last  jear,  after  having  read  Jus- 
tmns  Eemer's  Somnambulist  of  Prevorst.  I  sup- 
pose Zomdorff  got  tired  of  pretending  to  believe 
mch  a  heap  of  marvellous  imaginings,  and  has 
endeavoured  to  turn  your  mind  to  something  else." 

"  You  are  quite  mistaken,  Rupert ;  however,  all 
I  want  to  explain  to  you  is,  that  to  prevent  a  con- 
fbmon  of  ideas,  one  should  in  speaking,  instead  of 
body,  use  the  word  soul,  which  expresses  its  life 
and  being,  and  for  what  is  commonly  called  the 
immortal  soul — the  word  spirit." 

"  Soul  and  spirit,"  repeated  Rupert,  "  and  no 
body  at  all !  But,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  Kemcr's 
Somnambulist  also  says,  that  in  death  the  spirit 
will  be  separated  from  the  soul  as  well  as  from  the 
brain  and  heart." 

"  It  will,"  cried  Melanie  eagerly ;  "  and  if  you 
once  agree  to  the  correctness  of  the  terms  soul  and 
spirit,  all  confusion  ceases, — all  unnecessary  won- 
der about  the  union  of  such  different  things  as 
spirit  and  body  ceases :  we  have  only  to  take  the 
soul  as  connecting  link,  if  you  have  no  objec- 
tion  " 

"  None  whatever,"  said  Rupert,  closing  Cyrilla's 
portfolio  and  coming  towards  her. 

"Then,  Rupert,  you  see,  between  spirit  and 
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soul  there  is  sufEcient  resemblance  to  admit  of 
amalgamation ;  for  while  spirit  is  immaterial,  quite 
distinct  from  matter,  the  soul,  as  vital  or  directive 
principle  of  tlie  body,  is  not  without  a  certain  con- 
sciousness of  being,  although  it  cannot  in  thinking 
and  imagining  arrive  at  taking  itself  as  an  object 
of  thought  or  forming  the  idea  of  an  idea." 

"  We  will  talk  of  all  this  some  other  day  when 
I  have  more  time,"  said  Rupert,  rising;  ^^and  I 
may,  I  hope,  now  congratulate  you  on  having 
formed  an  'idea  of  an  idea'  which,  I  trust,  will 
put  to  flight  all  the  apparitions  which  were  ao 
destructive  to  your  peace  of  mind  when  you 
chanced  to  be  in  a  room  alone,  or  in  the  dark." 

"  Why,  not  exactly,"  answered  Melanie  with 
some  embarrassment,  "  for  you  see  the  two  systems 
admit  of. " 

"  An  amalgamation  ?"  cried  Rupert.  "  My  dear 
Melanie,  that  would  take  long  to  prove,  and  must 
also  be  deferred  to  some  other  day.  I  ought  to  be 
off  now,  if  I  mean  to  give  you  the  pleasure  of  my 
company  at  dinner." 

"  Try  to  be  here  in  right  time,  Rupert, — ^you 
know  Wilhelm  cannot  endure  having  to  wait." 

"Then  don't  wait  one  minute  for  me.  I  say, 
Melanie,"  he  added,  stopping  at  the  door,  "  I  wish 
you  would  prevent  Zomdorff  from  talking  about 
religion  or  philosophy  before  Cyrilla.     She  is  very 
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voong,  jovL  know,  and  he  might  fill  lier  mind  with 
doabts  and  perplexities." 

"  And  I  say,  Rupert,  you  seem  to  have  a  most 
enoneoos  idea  of  Cyrilla.  It  is  true  she  is  young, 
bat  she  has  read,  heard,  and  seen  mucli  more  than 
von  suppose,  and  can  support  her  opinions  as  well 

as  can  be  expected  from a  woman." 

"  Oh,  I  have  the  highest  possible  opinion  of  her 
intellect  and  education,  I  assure  you ;  nevertheless, 
joa  must  allow  that  philosophical  speculations  are 
QselesB,  if  not  dangerous,  for  most  people.  I  pity 
Aoae  who  make  philosophy  their  study.  What 
has  been  the  result  of  all  our  systems?  A  collec- 
tion of  curious  hypotheses,  for  the  fabrication  of 
which  we  Grermans  are  as  celebrated  as  the  Eng- 
lish for  their  cutlery,  or  the  Genevese  for  watches." 
"  But,"  said  Melanie,  "  many  things  are  taught 
»t  our  universities  under  the  name  of  philosophy 
that  are  both  interesting  and  instructive,  without 
heing  at  all  dangerous." 

"You  know  very  well  that  was  not  what  I 
meant, — I  referred  to  ZomdorfF's  scepticism." 

"Oh,  I  assure  you  he  is  greatly  improved  in 
that  respect.  Cyrilla  has  been  of  great  use  to 
him." 

"  Indeed ! " 

"He  goes  to  church  quite  regularly  now,  pays 
the  greatest  attention  to  the  sermon,  and  talks  of  it 
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afterwards  with  us.  Last  Sunday  he  took  notes^ 
and  repeated  the  whole  sermon  in  the  evening  al- 
most word  for  word." 

"In  mockery!"  exclaimed  Rupert,  his  brows 
slightly  contracted. 

"  Not  at  all,  perfectly  seriously — ^he  is  remarka- 
bly eloquent ;  you  must  hear  him  some  day." 

"  No,  thank  you,"  said  Rupert,  as  he  strode  to- 
wards the  door ;  "  I  prefer  hearing  a  less  eloquent 
discourse  from  some  one  authorized  to  preach, — 
from  a  man  like  Englmann,  whose  practice  is  a 
living  sermon  of  the  doctrines  he  professes." 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

Melanib's  remark,  that  Rupert  could  not  endure 
the  idea  of  having  offended  any  one,  was  perfectly 
correct.    Although  intending  to  show  his  indiffer- 
ence to,  and  if  necessary,  his  determination  not  to 
marry  his  cousin,  no   sooner  had  he  heard  that 
she  was  annoyed  at  his  neglect,  than  he  felt  sorry 
for  it,  and  wished  to  make  amends.     When  about 
halfway  to  Freilands,  the  voice  of  conscience  be- 
came 80  clamorous  and  reproachful  tliat  he  turned 
his  horse's  he^,   rode  quickly  back   to   Exfort, 
dressed  for  dinner,  and  hurried  to  the  Government 
House,  a  full  hour  before  he  was  expected.     Cyrilla 
and  Zomdorff  were  in  the  drawing-room,  the  door 
into  the  President's  study  was  open,  and  his  heavy 
step  was  audible,  as  he  paced  backwards  and  for- 
wards, while  dictating  in  a  low  voice  to  his  secre- 
tary.   Cyrilla  was  reading,  Zomdorff  writing,  when 
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Rupert  was  announced,  and  they  both  looked  ap  as 
he  entered. 

Nodding  familiarly  to  Zomdorff,  he  advanced 
(juickly  towards  Cyrilla,  stooped  down  and  kissed 
her  cheek ;  but  it  was  with  a  nonchalance^  made 
rather  too  evident  by  the  fact,  that,  at  the  same 
moment,  he  drew  off  his  gloves,  and  his  eyes  wan- 
dered round  the  room  in  search  of  Melanie.     Now, 
Cyrilla,  like  all  young  and  pretty  women,  was  not 
disposed  to  submit  willingly  to  mere  duty  kisses ; 
she  would  rather  have  dispensed  with  them  alto- 
gether, and   endeavoured,   by   a  very   significant 
shake  of  her  head,  to  demonstrate  her  impatience 
under  the  infliction  ;  she  even  bent  over  her  book, 
and  pretended  to  read,  as,  with  a  laudable  effort  to 
look  grave  and  penitent,  he  said,  "  I  hear  you  are 
offended  with  me,  Cyrilla,  and  I  acknowledge  not  al- 
together without  reason ;  nevertheless,  I  hopey cu  will 
forgive  my — inattention — carelessness — thought- 
lessness— or  whatever   name   you  may  choose  to 

give  my  offence,  when  I but  perhaps  the  best 

thing  I  could  do  would  be  to  tell  you  the  real 
cause  of  it !" 

"  If  there  be  a  cause,"  replied  Cyrilla,  while  she 
quietly  played  with  the  leaves  of  her  book,  "if 
there  be  a  cause,  not  one  of  the  words  you  have 
used  is  the  right  name  for  what  you  have  done — 
or  rather  not  done  !" 
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'^  Whj  Melanie  herself  could  not  have  given  me 
»  better  answeri"  cried  Bupert^  laughing ;  ^^  I  did 
not  expect  jou  to  weigh  mj  words  in  that  manner." 
"  Of  course  not,"  said  CjTilla ;  "  I  have  heard 
from  Melanie  that  you  consider  me  quite  a  child." 
**  When  I  saw  you  last,  dear  Cyrilla,  you  were 
a  child ;  the  intervening  years  have  passed  quickly, 
and  you  are  scarcely  at  all  changed — I  mean  in  fea- 
tures.   Even  these  long  fair  curls  are  just  what  they 
used  to  be.     Oh,  why,"  he  said,  lightly  toucliing 
them;  "why  are  they  not  black,  or  even  dark 
brown?" 

"Because  I  am  an  Adlerkron  Windhorst,"  an- 
swered Cyrilla,  laughing;  "and  while  they  re- 
mind you  of  our  near  relationship,  they  tell  you,  as 
plainly  as  words  could  do,  that  their  colour  can 
never  in  any  way  interest  or  concern  you." 
''  Do  they  ?     1  wonder  if  your  mother  would  al- 

l"W your  curls  to  speak  in  this  maimer  to  me 

—my  aunt  certainly  would  not." 

'*What  mamma  would  |)ermit,  I  don't  know; 
what  my  aunt — I  don't  care." 
"  Then  she  did  say  something  to  you  about  it  ?" 
"About  what?"  asked  Cyrilla,  looking  up  in- 
quiringly. 
"  About  me." 

"  Not  a  word — ^not  a  syllable — ^but  I  heard  from 
others  that  you  had  the  ridiculous  weakness  of 
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imagining  that  everjr  woman  who  was  commonly 
civil  to  you  must  necessarily  wish  to  many  you !" 

^'  Who  could  have  traduced  me  in  this  man- 
ner ! "  exclaimed  Eupert,  while  a  blush  of  mixed 
annoyance  and  shame  spread  over  his  features. 
"  What  a  weak  vain  fool  you  must  think  me !" 

"  Not  exactly,"  said  Cyrilla ;  "  for  the  person 
who  gave  me  the  information  more  than  hinted 
that  it  was  your  possessions,  and  not  your  person, 
tliat  you  suspected  to  be  the  object  of  all  designing 
womankind." 

Kupert  remained  silent  for  more  than  a  minute. 

"  It  seems,"  added  Cyrilla,  "  that  you  cannot 
quite  deny  the  charge." 

"  I  was  not  thinking  of  it,"  replied  Rupert,  "  I 
— I  wish  we  were  alone — I  should  like  to  be  per- 
fectly candid  with  you." 

"  He  is  too  busy  writing  to  hear  us,"  said  Cy- 
rilla, glancing  towards  ZomdorfF;  "but  we  can  go 
to  the  sofa  at  the  window,  if  you  choose." 

And  to  the  sofa  they  went,  and  Rupert,  without 
hesitation  or  reserve,  whispered  the  whole  story  of 
his  aunt's  plans.  Cyrilla  did  not  attach  the  im- 
portance to  his  communication  which  he  had  ex- 
pected, and  seemed  to  think  the  whole  affair  very 
amusing;  but  the  merry  answer  and  light  laugh 
that  served  so  completely  to  reassure  hira,  equally 
effectually  destroyed  the  equanimity  of  Count  Zom- 
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doffC  She  had  thought  him  too  busy  writing  to 
Iieff ;  but  he  had  heaid  Bupert^  with  all  the  fami- 
liarity of  near  relationship^  call  his  cousin  '^  dear 
QTrilla,"  and  use  the  pronoun^  Duj  the  tutoi- 
ment  Duieen,  as  it  is  called  in  Greimany,  which  in 
itself  removes  at  once  all  obstacles  to  perfect  inti- 
macy: he  saw  Cyrilla  go  with  him  to  a  distant 
eofi^  and  whisper  and  laugh  I  And  there  they 
were  now,  as  if  they  had  been  together  all  their 
lives,  talking  of  places  and  people  he  knew  nothing 
about! 

He  stopped  writing,  leaned  his  head  on  his  hand, 
and  indulged  in  a  long  reverie  of  a  more  serious 
than  agreeable  nature,  the  result  of  which  seemed 
to  be  a  determination  not  to  look  at  or  disturb  the 
conyersation  of  the  cousins,  for  he  took  up  his 
papers  and  walked  with  them  into  the  President's 
study. 

"Ah,  I'm  so  much  obliged  to  ZomdorflFfor  taking 
himself  off,"  observed  Rupert. 

"I'm  afraid  we  have  disturbed  him,"  said  Cyrilla, 
"and  he  w^aa  writing  sometliing  of  consequence  for 
liis  uncle." 

"  What  made  him  bring  anytliing  of  that  kind 
to  write  in  this  room?" 

"  He  says  he  likes  the  temperature  here,  and  the 
perfume  of  the  flowers,"  replied  Cyrilla. 

"  Luxurious  fellow !"  exclaimed  Rupert ;  "  un- 
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changed,  unchangeable  I  but  a what  were  we 

talking  about?    My  uncle  Carl?  or the  time 

we  wereat  Aix or^no our  aunt  inSalzbuigi 

I  believe Dreadful  woman  isn't  she?" 

^'  Most  unamiable,  most  disagreeable,"  said 
CyriUa. 

^'  And  then  her  stinginess !  what  one  soflfers 
from  cold  in  her  house  is  intolerable  I" 

"  Thank  Heaven,  I  have  never  been  obliged  to 
live  with  her,"  rejoined  CyriUa. 

"  But  I  was,"  said  Rupert,  "  and  longer  than  I 
liked.  However,  directly  I  left  the  university,  I 
proposed  travelling,  and  when  my  uncle  refused  his 
consent,  I  went  into  the  army — more  to  get  away 
from  her  than  for  anything  else.  As  long  as  my 
imcle  lived,  his  house  of  course  remained  my  head 
quarters,  but  when  she  became  a  widow,  I  decamped 
altogether.  Had  she  married  General  Zomdorfi^ 
as  we  expected,  though  it  would  have  half  disin- 
lierited  me,  I  miglit  have  l>een  tempted  to  stay 
with  them,  more  for  the  fun  of  the  thing,  however, 
than  because  I  liap})ened  at  the  time  to  be  his  aid- 
de-camp." 

"General  Zomdorff!"  repeated  CyriUa,  "any 
relation  of. " 

"  Only  liis  father,  but  as  different  a  man  as  can 
weU  be  imagined  :  they  liad  been  engaged  to  each 
other  during   some   of  those  years   of  revolution 
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wbich  now  bekmg  to  hietoiy,  but  being  both  hot- 
temperedy  they  qnanelled,  and  mntaally  returned 
all  letters  and  locks  of  hair.  The  war  separated 
diem,  and  our  aunt  married  uncle  Gottfried." 

**  What  a  life  he  must  have  led  with  her ! "  ob- 
aerved  Cyrilla. 

'^  Not  80  bad  as  you  suppose.  He  was  one  of 
those  quiet  sort  of  men  who  do  what  they  like 
themselves,  and  let  others  do  the  same ;  they  never 
interfered  with  each  other.  He  attended  to  his 
wide-spreading  speculations,  employed  his  leisure 
hoiin  in  the  arrangement  of  my  affairs,  as  you 
know  he  was  my  guardian,  and  his  wife  amused 
herself  with  her  house  fnendy 

"  Her  house  friend !"  repeated  Cyrilla,   "  and 
who  was  that  ?" 

"  They  were  numerous.   I  can  remember  at  least 
luJf-ardozen." 

^  I  did  not  think  she  had  so  many  friends  in  the 
world,"  said  Cyrilla. 
"  Oh,  the  friendship  was  not  very  great  after  all 

—they  were  only  people young  men who, 

havmg  plenty  of  time  to  spare,  got  the  habit  of 
hcing  eternally  in  her  house,  blowing  the  flute, 
Krapmg  the  violin,  or  driving  about  with  her — just 
like  Polyak,  you  know.  Now,  when  the  General 
•s  widower  and  she  as  widow  again  became  be- 
trothed, he  informed  her  in  one  of  their  tite-h-t^tes 
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that,  though  he  had  an  aid-de-camp,  he  shonl 
consider  such  an  appendage  quite  unnecessaiy  fc 

his  wife but "  said  Rupert  stopping  sue 

denly,  "  perhaps  I  ought  not  to  tell  you  all  this.^ 
it 's  very  improper  conversation eh  ?  " 

"  Oh,  not  at  all,"  said  Cyrilla,  laughing,  "  on: 
family  affairs  which  I  ought  to  know:  pray,  g 
on. 

"  Well,  he  plainly  insisted  on  a  cessation  of  e 
such  demi-sentimental  connexions  at  once  and  f 
ever ;  said  that  he  had  no  fancy  for  blowing  outh 
own  brains  or  those  of  any  one  else,  and  such  woui 
inevitably  be  the  consequence  of  a  persistence  i 
the  line  of  conduct  which  she  had  observed  durin 
her  first  marriage !  It  was  strong  language  to  ut 
towards  a  middle-aged  woman  who  was  about  i 
settle  half  of  her  very  large  fortune  upon  him ;  h 
I  think  he  acted  honourably,  though  many  peojJ 
and  among  them  his  son,  thought  him  a  great  foe 
I  am  told  that  this  their  second  encounter,  in  all  tl 
strength  of  riper  years,  was  terrific — they  separate 
vowing  never  to  speak  again:  but  the  cause 
quarrel  became  known;  my  aunt  received  one  < 
two  disagreeable  anonymous  letters,  could  not  avo 
meeting  the  General  wherever  she  went,  and  at  la 
emigrated  to  Salzburg." 

"  Quite  a  history,"  said  Cyrilla,  thoughtfuU 
'^  but,"  she  added,  looking  up  with  a  smile,  "  b 
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now  she  were  to  marry  Count  Polyak, 

W  odd  it  would  be  to  have  sach  a  little  young 
nnde!" 

"Not  the  least  idea  of  any  such  thing  on  either 
«4e,"  answered  Rupert.  "  When  the  regiment 
leaves,  Polyak  will  give  her  some  handsome  present 
tt  iouvenirj  (she  never  gives  anything,)  and  then 
Bhe  will  look  out  for  his  successor,  and  so  it  will  go 
OD  until  she  is  quite  old,  when  she  will  either 
Iiecome  outrageously  pious,  or  an  inveterate  card- 
iJayer." 

"A  card-player,  I  fear,"  said  Cyrilla;  "  for  dear 
mamma  was  often  obliged  to  play  with  her  for 
lours  last  winter;  and  sometimes  Fernanda,  even 
when  dressed  for  a  ball,  has  been  forced  to  play 
piquet  until  the  carriage  came  to  the  door." 

Melanie  at  this  moment  entered  the  room,  and 
Bupert  exclaimed,  "  Well,  I  hope  you  have  arrang- 
ed everything  with  the  President,  and  I  may  expect 
you  all  to-morrow  at  Freilands?  " 

"Yes;  Wilhelm  did  not  make  a  single  objec- 
tion—likes the  plan  of  all  things — ^but  poor  dear 
Edouard " 

"  And  what  prevents  ^  poor  dear  Edouard  '  from 
going  also?"  asked  Rupert,  laughing;  "he  can 
drive  into  and  out  of  Exfort  every  day  with  Fal- 
tenatein,  and  if  he  prefer  riding,  he  can  have  a 
horae." 

"  Such  a  one  perhaps  as  you  lent  me,  when  I 
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was  last  in  Berlin ! "  said  Zomdorffy  who  was  no^ 
standing  at  the  door  with  the  President 

Rupert  coloured  and  laughed. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  Melanie. 

"  He  offered  me  the  choice  of  all  his  horses^  am 
when  I  went  to  his  stables,  not  one  of  any  descrip 
tion  was  there,  they  had  all  been  borrowed  or  take] 
off  by  his  friends.  On  my  observing  that  I  shoul 
be  glad  to  have  a  phaeton,  droschka,  or  whateve 
might  be  forthcoming,  one  of  the  grooms  informe 
me  that  the  head  coachman  had  just  driven  om 
with  the  only  pair  of  carriage  horses  left." 

"  I  promise  that  nothing  of  that  kind  she 
happen  while  you  are  at  Freilands,"  said  Rupert 

"  Nevertheless,  I  must  refuse  your  invitation.'* 

"  But  you  will  honour  my  d^jetin^  with  yo^ 
presence  next  week,  I  hope,"  said  Rupert,  caK 
lessly,  Zomdorff's  refusal  apparently  making  mu_- 
less  impression  on  him  than  on  the  others. 

"What  day  is  it  to  be?" 

"  Ask  Melanie  or  Cyrilla.  I  intend  to  give  the 
carte  blanche  to  make  Freilands  as  gay  as  it  c?- 
be  made,  for  the  next  six  weeks.  We  shall  beg 
with  a  d^jeto^,  because  some  of  my  fair  friends 
Exfort  choose  to  say  that  I  promised  to  give  one 
soon  as  I  should  enter  into  possession ;  and,  inde^ 
I  don't  know  what  we  could  do  better." 

"  Nothing,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  excepting,  perha( 
getting  up  a  comedy,  or  an  opera,  or " 
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"DefightfoII"  cried  Rupert  eagerlj;  ^^  there  is 
iltfge  space  on  the  top  of  the  houses  which  seems 
V  if  it  had  been  intended  for  a  theatre.  And  now, 
Xelaoie/'  he  added,  as  they  went  to  dinner,  ''  if 
70Q  can  arrange  some  tableaux,  and  discover  a 
^ted  room  at  Freilands,  I  really  think  we  shall 
k  able  to  give  the  inhabitants  of  Exfort  something 
to  tilk  about" 


▼OUT. 


CHAPTE 

Freilands  was  deficient 
tached  to  an  old,  but  abomi« 
expected  from  a  new  place. 
Imnting-lodge,  had  been  ton 
after  a  few  visits,  the  prop 
that  the  park  possessed  beau 
worthy  of  being  the  site  of  i 
Not  alone  was  it  enlivened  a 
quite  inconsiderable  river,  but 
portions,  and  trees  of  every  po 
tion,  had  been  by  him  so  j 
view,  that  o^T^^  ^  •        " 
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aad  s  long  wide  stone  balcony,  which  fonned  a 
nof  to  the    portico  under    which  the  principal 
entianoe  had  been  made.     The  furniture  was  the 
lumdaomest  that  the  best  upholsterer  in  3erlin 
could  fumiflh;  and  was  rich,  comfortable,  and  per- 
kctlj  modem.    Supert  had  reserved  but  one  room 
k  himself,  which  he  justly  thought  he  could 
atnuDige  better  than  any  one  else ;  it  was  his  own 
pri?ate  sitting-room,  the  walls  of  which  he  purposed 
covering  with  a  perfect  and  valuable  collection 
of  the  newest  arms  of  all  descriptions,  from  the 
JQoet  diminutive  pistol  to  the  longest  rifle,  the 
lightest  dagger  to  the  most  ponderous  sword.     The 
apartment  he  happened  to  choose  was  at  the  veiy 
end  of  the  reception  rooms,  and  particularly  cheerful, 
from  having  both  a  south  and  west  aspect;  but, 
vben  he  returned  home  from  his  cousins  on  the 
evening  just  recorded,  to  his  infinite  dismay  he 
dieoovered  in  this  very  room  a  large  glass,  extend- 
ing &om  the  ceiling  to  the  floor,  just  opposite  the 
doorviray,  and  occupying  the  place  intended  for  his 
nuskets  end  carabines. 

All  protestations  were  vain;  such  a  glass  was 
Beoessary  to  extend  the  vista — the  end  room  at  the 
^Aer  side  was  also  furnished  with  one.  It  must 
be  80. 

"Then,"  said  Bupert,  "you  may  furnish  this 
<OQii  altogether  like  the  other  end  room,  and  I 
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shall  take  the  one  adjoining  it;  but  it  is  haid 
enough  that  I  may  not  have  the  room  I  like  best 
in  my  own  house." 

"  In  fact,"  said  the  upholsterer,  evidently  pleased 
at  the  concession,  although  so  unwillingly  made, 
''  in  fact,  the  room  belongs  to  the  suite,  and  ought 
never  to  have  been,  allow  me  to  say  so,  disfigured 
with  guns  and  swords.  K  they  had  been  pictures, 
indeed, " 

"  No  pictures,"  cried  Rupert,  impatiently;  "  I 
am  tired  of  pictures,  and  wish  this  house  to  be  as 
light  and  cheerful  as  possible — ^glasses  and  cande- 
labra as  many  as  you  please,  but  no  pictures." 

"  But,"  asked  the  man,  a  little  alarmed,  "  but 
you  have  no  objection  to  the  frescoes  in  the  ball- 
room, I  hope?  The  dancing  figures  are  so  ap- 
propriate, that  I  leflt  them  as  I  found  them, 
and " 

"O,  I  have  no  objection  to  dancing  figures," 
said  Rupert,  good-humouredly,  "  or  to  the  Cupids 
either,  who  seem  to  be  playing  at  hide-and-seek 
among  the  wreaths  of  impossible  flowers  that  adorn 
the  orchestra  gallery." 

The  upholsterer  bowed — ^he  did  not  feel  quite 
sure  of  the  sincerity  of  the  praise  bestowed,  but  lie 
consoled  himself  with  the  idea  that  a  little  irritatioii 
was  natural  on  the  part  of  his  employer,  when  he 
had  been  almost  compelled  to  resign  a  room  to 
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which  he  had  evidently  taken  a  fancy.  As  Bupert 
whistled  for  his  dogs  and  walked  off  towards  the 
hike,  the  workmen  were  summoned,  and,  late  as  it 
was,  all  the  fumitore,  guns,  pistols,  and  swords 
inclusive,  removed  into  the  adjoining  room,  arrang- 
ed according  to  a  sketch  found  on  the  writing-table, 
and  the  rose-coloured  furniture  which  had  that  day 
airived  from  Berlin  substituted.  When  Rupert 
letamed,  they  were  still  hammering  at  the  curtains, 
and  the  sound  induced  him  to  look  into  the  room. 
After  a  short  survey,  he  seemed  more  than  contented 
with  the  change,  and  smiled  with  inward  satisfac- 
tion as  he  thought,  '^  I  shall  tell  Melanie,  that  I 
expect  her  to  consider  this  room  as  especially  hers, 
on  account  of  the  colour  of  the  furniture,  and  then 
I  can  manage  like  the  President,  and  open  and  shut 
my  door  according  as  I  feel  disposed  for  company 
or— solitude." 

The  next  day  his  relations  arrived,  but  Rupert 
did  not  manage  like  the  President,  for  he  never  felt 
at  all  disposed  for  solitude :  the  door  of  his  armoury, 
as  Cyrilla  directly  named  his  room,  was  never 
closed,  and  he  began  very  soon  to  discover  that 
fidr  hair  and  delicate  features  looked  quite  as  well 
as  their  contraries,  when  seen  in  the  light  reflected 
fiom  rose-coloured  silk.  How  far  the  principle  of 
opposition  to  the  "  dreadful  woman,"  (namely  his 
wnt,)   might  have  enabled  him   to  resist  these 
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aitlarements,  it  is  hard  to  Bflj}  Imt  be  was  hot  pidof 
agaifist  the  fascination  of  Cyrilla'isf  voice  and  highly 
cnltivated  talent  for  iftinsic.  He  was  himself  an 
excellent  musician,  and  his  well  exercised  te&or 
harmonized  naturally  and  casilj  with  her  high 
soprano:  charmed  with  her,  and  perhaps  not  a 
little  pleased  with  himself,  he  induced  her  eveiy 
evening  to  sing  with  him,  apologizing  to  her, 
and  even  in  some  degree  to  himself,  for  the  hours 
spent  in  the  music-room,  by  whispering,  "We  must 
do  something  to  amuse  the  President,  or  he  may 
get  tired  of  Freilands." 

One  evening  before  the  lighted  lamps  had  drawn 
them  together,  while  Melanie  was  sitting  in  the  large 
balcony,  which  it  has  been  said  formed  the  roof  of 
the  portico,  pensively  gazing  on  the  rising  moon, 
the  President  standing  at  a  window  endeavouring 
to  catch  the  last  rays  of  departing  daylight  on 
a  book  over  which  he  resolutely  bent,  Rupert 
called  Cyrilla  into  the  music-room,  and  begged  het 
to  sing  for  him — for  him  alone.  "  There  is  nothing 
so  dc — licious  as  miLsic  in  this  twilight  hour,"  he 
added;  "and  I  think  I  feel  rather  disposed  for 
something  sentimental  or  melancholy,  just  at 
present." 

Cyrilia's  light  fingers  modulated  through  several 
keys,  before  she  felt  herself  sufficiently  melancholy 
to   sing    "Theckla's    Song"    of  despairing   love. 


CTMSLLA.  175 

Bipert.  had: walked  tethe  oAher  end  of  the  room 
wki  ahe  begaon :  ha  aotm  again  iq[^oached  her, 
ftr,  to  suit  the  woids^  which  she  pronounced  with 
extnoidiiiaiy  diatinctness,  her  Toioe  became  softer 
aid  mAeSy  and  he  drew  nearer  and  nearer,  until  he 
itached  a  chair  close  to  heia.  She  ceased  abnost 
rtisperinglj^  and  remained  silent,  her  bands  falling 
lisdeaslj  together.  Like  meet  people  who  sing  with 
feeling,  she  was  moved,  '^  even  with  the  sound 
henelf  had  made.'' 

'^  Thank  ytm,"  he  said  absently,  and  then,  after 
a  paose,  added,  ^^  If  jou  were  other  than  my  light- 
bearted  cousin  Cjrilla,  I  should  feel  convinced  that 
nothing  but  a  personal  appropriation  of  those  words 
rf  Schiller's  could  enable  you  to  sing  them  with 
sodi  expression — such  passion." 

"  I  fiuicied  myself  in  the  place  of  Theckla  while 
I  was  singing.'* 

"And  you  felt "  began  Rupert. 

"  I  felt  for  the  moment  all  her  painful  uncer- 
tainty, her  hopes,  her  fears.  I  evep  tried  to 
imagine  her  love  for  Max  Piccolomini,  that  most 
perfect  personification  of  truth  and  honour;  but 
iwr,"  she  said  gaily,  "  now  I  feel  nothing  of  all 
to;  I  only  perceive  that  I  am  in  a  very  dark  room 
^  my  cousin  Rupert,  whose  resemblance  to 
Piocobmini  I  have  yet  to  learn." 

"  I  hope  that  in  truth  and  honour  I  may  never 
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be  fbond  deficient/'  said  Biqpert;  ''and  as  jonr 
imagination  seems  to  be  strong,  I  should  like  Yery 
much  to  know  if  you  have  abeady  fonned|  not 
what  Melanie  would  call  an  idealy  but  a  rational 
incorporation  of  these  qualities,  and  as  many  others 
as  are  necessary  to  make  a " 

"  Whose  voice  is  that  in  the  next  room? "  cried 
Cyrilla,  suddenly  rising.  "  Can  it — can  it  be 
Count  ZomdorflF?  " 

"  Very  probably,"  answered  Rupert,  not  quite 
willingly  following  her  out  of  the  room. 

It  was  Zomdorff — ^he  was  leaning  against  one  of 
the  glass  doors  opening  on  the  balcony,  and  speak- 
ing to  Melanie,  who  sat  outside.  As  the  moonlight 
fell  on  his  pale  features,  Cyrilla  observed  a  languor 
in  them  and  in  his  whole  appearance  abnost  denot- 
ing illness,  and  though  he  must  have  heard  her 
speaking  to  Bupert  as  she  entered  the  room,  he  did 
not  look  up  until  both  stood  beside  him. 

"  I  hope,"  said  Rupert,  "  you  have  got  tired  of 
being  alone,  and  that  you  have  come  to  remain  here." 

"  No,  oh  no,"  cried  Melanie  quickly,  "  he  must 
not  think  of  such  a  thing." 

"And  why?  "  asked  Rupert,  with  some  surprmc 
"  Did  you  not  tell  me  you  wished  of  all  things 
to  consult  him  about  our  dejeuner — that  I  was  too 
great  a  blockhead  to  be  able  to  give  you  any  advice 
concerning  the  arrangements  ?  " 
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'I  ''^OejaF  'Bnpei^  I  certainly  did  not  call  you  a 
bioddiead/'  aaid  Melanie;  '^  I  only  obsenred  that 
it  wooU  not  do  to  lea^e  eveiything  to  your  house- 
hKf&t  and  chef  de  cuisine." 

"  Well,  at  all  events,  to  my  certain  knowledge 
70U  wrote  Zomdorff  a  note  this  morning,  telling 
him  our  dilemma  about  the  theatre,  and  asking  his 
advice ;  and  now  that  he  is  here,  you  will  not  allow 
him  to  remain  with  us." 

^  I  have  heard  that  your  theatre  cannot  be  ready 
e?en  for  the  projected  tableaux,"  said  Zomdorff, 
"and  that  is — ^partly — the — the  reason  why  I  have 
wilked  here  this  evening.  I  came  to  speak  to  you 
about  a  substitute." 

"  You  toaOeed  here  1 "  said  Cyrilla ;  "  ah,  that  is 
the  reason  you  look  so  fatigued — the  day  has  been 
tmnsiiaUy  sultry." 

Zomdorff  glanced  for  a  moment  towards  Melanie, 
hent  his  eyes  on  the  ground,  and  remained  silent. 

^  And  the  substitute  ?  "  asked  Kupert. 

"  Is  of  a  kind  more  likely  to  interest  others  than 
you,"  answered  Zomdorff;  "  a  French  magnetizer, 
*Dd  a  young  man  who  allows  himself  to  be  mag- 
^^tized,  have  just  arrived  at  Exfort,  and  would 
hare  no  objection  to " 

"Ah!  that  will  do  famously,"  cried  Rupert, 
iQtemiptmg  him;  '^  engage  them  by  all  means. 
How  did  you  happen  to  hear  of  them  ?  " 

i2 
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"  Count  Lindesmar  gave  them  a  letter  to  his 
sister,  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  and  she  naturally 
thought  that  my  aunt  was  the  person  moet  likely 
to  be  of  use  to  them." 

"Pray,  Melanie,"  said  Rupert,  "write  to  the 
Bellegardes,  and  tell  them  to  bring  thes6  magnetib 
treasures  with  them  to-morrow." 

"  Madame  de  Bellegarde's  sister  arrived  to-day 
from  Italy  with  her  husband,"  observed  Zomdorff; 
"  perhaps  you  would  like  to  have  them  also." 

"  What,  Virginie?  "  exclaimed  Rupert 

"  VirginiCy^  said  Zomdorff  with  some  emphaaid. 

"  I  must  send  an  express  to  Exfort  directly," 
cried  Rupert,  ringing  the  bell;  "and,"  he  cotor 
tinned,  turning  to  Melanie,  "  as  the  De  Rubigtiys 
will  probably  come  with  the  Bellegardes,  yon  may 
say  that  we  shall  send  a  carriage  for  these  meigaef&t 
men." 

Melanie  went  with  him  into  another  room  t6 
write ;  Zomdorff  joined  the  President,  who  just 
then  entered,  and  walked  up  and  down  Ihe  large 
apartment  with  him  in  grave  discourse;  CyriDa, 
left  alone,  turned  into  the  balcony,  and,  leaning 
against  the  balustrades,  indulged  in  a  long  and 
earnest  reverie.  Her  youthful  face  had  the  onustial 
expression  of  deep  sadness,  and,  if  the  truth  must 
be  told,  she  at  that  moment  felt  herself  oppresaeA 
by  "  a  world  of  woe  and  sorrow."     She  did  tiot 
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Mlampt  to  taaaljte  her  feelings — it  would  have  been 
dificiilt  to  hare  done  so;  for  surprise;  wounded 
piide,  irritation,  and  grief,  struggled  for  pre-emi- 
neooe,  until  disappointment  of  the  bitterest  descrip- 
tion  took  possession  of  her  mind.  She  had  gone 
to  meet  Count  Zomdorff  with  a  heart  beating 
Tiolently  from  joyful  expectation,  and  he  had 
icttcely  looked  at  her,  scarcely  answered  her,  had 
been  indifferent,  cold,  almost  glaciid«  She  worried 
herself  endeavouring  to  find  out  the  cause  of  so 
onexpected  a  change  of  manner  until  the  lamps 
were  lit,  when  she  left  the  balcony,  and,  taking  a 
book,  seated  herself  at  a  distant  table,  and  made 
the  most  violent  efforts  to  be  deaf  to  the  sound  of 
perambulating  feet,  and  to  concentrate  her  thoughts, 
through  the  medium  of  her  eyes,  on  the  pages 
before  her — ^in  vain.  The  words  conveyed  no  mean- 
ing to  her  mind,  and  even  while  she  read  them, 
Zomdorff's  figure  as  he  had  listlessly  leaned  against 
the  glass  door,  was  ever  officiously  presenting  itself. 
Slowly  she  laid  down  the  volume,  and  reluctantly 
<hcw  a  piece  of  work  towards  her;  for  her  fingers 
hamg  been  chiefly  employed  in  acquiring  mecha- 
nical dexterity  on  the  keys  of  a  pianoforte,  and  in 
the  nice  management  of  a  pencil  or  paint-brush, 
«he  was  but  an  indifferent  embroiderer ;  neverthe- 
leas,  like  all  her  female  acquaintance,  she  had  an 
astonishing  piece  of  work  in  progress,  and,  on  the 
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present  occasion  at  least,  had  teason  to  agme  with 
Bacon  in  thinking  it  pleasant  to  haye  ^^  a  Ihraij 
work  upon  a  lightsome  ground." 

Perhaps  the  only  time  when  a  woman  can  juBtlj 
rejoice  in  being  a  woman,  is  on  an  occasion  like 
the  foregoing.  In  moments  of  mental  uneaainesB, 
or  even  mental  pain,  the  alleviation  given  hj  a 
needle  is  indescribable :  it  seems  to  possess  a  sort 
of  magnetic  power  in  drawing  the  cares  from  the 
brain  to  itself;  and  even  when  its  motions  are  use* 
lessly  employed,  the  mere  effort  to  direct  it  gener- 
ally distracts  the  mind  or  occupies  the  thoughts  so 
effectually,  that  it  produces  in  very  expert  and  very 
indifferent  workwomen  precisely  the  same  leaok 
The  flower  over  which  Cyrilla  now  bent  her  grace- 
ful head  assumed  a  most  fanciful  form.  It  nmy 
have  been  oriental,  and  have  possessed  a  mysteiioiis 
meaning — ^in  the  German  flora  it  could  not  be  found; 
and  Rupert,  on  his  return,  as  he  leaned  over  her 
chair,  compared  it  without  circumlocution  to  the 
wonderfiil  flowers  on  the  ball-room  gallery. 

**  I  believe  you  are  right,"  said  Cyrilla,  smiling, 
as  she  held  it  at  a  little  distance;  '^  I  have,  as  usual, 
made  some  stupid  mistake  in  counting  the  stitches. 
I  wish  I  could  work  like  Adrienne  de  BeUegaide, 
or  Julia  de  Lindesmar." 

"  Have  they  become  particular  friends  of  yours?" 
demanded  Rupert. 
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'.  f  Hoi  exMO&j — Imt  they  aze  the  gayest  people  in 
bfert;  and  eyeiybody  knowa^  or  wishes  to  know 
Aem.  They  are  rather  firee,  or  French^  as  they  call 
it,  in  their  manners/' 

After  a  panse^  Bupert  observed,  ^'  Madame  de 
Bellegarde's  sister  has  arrived  from  Italy,  and  will 
probably  he  here  to-morrow." 

!^  The  Vicomtesse  de  Rubigny,  is  it  not?  "  asked 
Cjrrilla,  beginning  to  pick  out  the  petals  of  her 
&ac7  flower. 

"Yes." 

"  I  am  rather  cnrions  to  see  her/'  she  continued, 
"  for  she  must  strangely  resemble  me  in  voice  and 
maimer." 

"  In  voice  extremely,"  said  Rupert,  a  little  em- 
barrassed, ^'  in  manner  not  at  all ;  it  is  only  a 
baiebrained  fellow  such  as  I  am  who  could  for  a 
moment  have  mistaken  one  for  the  other — the  room 
WB8  dark,  and  I  was  at  the  time  in  daily  expecta- 
tion of  seeing  her." 

"  Were  you?  "  said  Cyrilla,  leaning  back  in  her 
chair,  and  looking  up  at  him ;  ^^  she  is  handsome, 
Isu^qpose?" 
"  N--0, 1  beKeve  not." 
"  Not  plain,  surely?  " 
"Oh  no!" 

"Well,  what  is  she  then?" 
"  Interesting-looking." 
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'^  And  is  she  amufling,  talkatiye  like  hev  $!»- 

tere?" 

"  She  is  not — ^talkative." 

"  Nor  you  either,  this  evening,"  said  CyTiUa^ 
rising  just  in  time  to  hear  Zomdorff  say  to  Me- 
lanie : — 

"  I  should  like  to  see  the  whole  house ;  yon 
know  I  have  a  great  fancy  for  furniture  and  every- 
thing of  that  kind.  I  know  a  great  deal  moie 
about  the  castle  at  Windhorst  than  Adlerkion 
does." 

"  That's  quite  true,"  said  Rupert.  "  Fanqr  his 
counting  the  windows  there  one  fine  morning^  and 
telling  me  I  did  not  deserve  to  possess  such  a  place, 
because  I  did  not  know  how  many  openings  had 
been  made  in  the  walls  to  admit  the  light  of  day." 

"  I  recommend  his  waiting  for  the  light  of  day 
to  inspect  Freilands,"  observed  the  President, 
"  and  think,  if  he  mean  to  return  home  to-night, 
the  sooner  he  sets  out  on  his  walk  the  better." 

"  I  can  look  at  the  house,"  said  Zomdorff,  "  and 
drink  tea  with  you  too  before  I  leave,  as  there  is 
moonlight.  Come,  aunt  Melanie,  you  must  be  my 
cicerone." 

"  You  will  not  require  much  time,"  said  Rupert, 
"  for  the  hall,  staircase,  these  rooms,  and  the  ball- 
room, are  alone  worth  looking  at — ^the  wings  have 
only  a  ground  floor;  one  belongs  to  the  President 
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aid  mf  oovrins^  tte  <itfaer,  with  the  breakfiwt  and 
dining  room,  is  intended  for  visiters.  Tou  will  find 
t  nwm  ready  for  you  if  70a  choose  to  occupy  it.'* 

^Not  just  to-uight — ^but  perhaps " 

^Gome,''  said  Melanie,  ^^you  shall  first  see 
Rape's  rooms,  as  they  are  a   continuation  of 

**'  Don 't  forget  to  show  him  the  beautifully  inlaid 
pistols,"*  said  Cyrilla,  as  they  were  leaving  the  room. 

ZomdorfF  stopped  for  a  moment,  and  observed, 
"  I  suppose  Adlerkron  has  been  performing  some 
of  liis  extraordinary  feats  with  a  pistol  for  you. 
A  man's  life  would  not  be  worth  much  who  was 
to  neet  him  in  a  duel." 

"I  don't  know  that,"  said  Rupert,  pushing  a 
dbftir  towards  Cyrilla ;  ^^  shooting  at  a  mark  and 
firing  at  a  man  are  very  different  things." 

"Do  you  shoot  so  very  well?"  asked  Cyrilla, 
toming  to  him. 

"  Yes,  but  we  ate  not  going  to  talk  of  that  now 
^I  want  to  tell  you  about  the  pony-carriage  that 
^  be  here  the  day  after  to-morrow." 

"  Oh  how  good-natured  of  you,  in  the  midst  of 
•11  your  arrangements  here,  to  remember  that  I 

•Md  I  should  like  to  have  a  pony-carriage." 
**  I  vemembered  that  you  said  you  should  like  to 

l^sm  to  drive,  and and  I  like  very  much  the 

^  of  teaching  you.     Are  you  courageous  ?  " 
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"  Not  veiy ;  I  rather  hope  the  pcxiies  may  be 
very  quiet." 

He  believed — ^he  waa  ahnost  sure  they  were 
steady — she  would  like  the  drives  in  the  wood 
when  the  weather  was  warm^  but  some  moming 
early  she  must  go  to  the  moor^  the  most  interesting 
though  worthless  part  of  Freilands^  but  he  had 
extensive  plans  for  the  improvement  of  it — he 
would  show  her  a  map  and  explain  how  in  twenty 
or  thirty  years  the  whole  marsh  could  be  made 
arable  land. 

The  President  looked  over  his  book^  raised  his 
eyebrows,  and  drew  his  mouth  into  a  more  signifi- 
cant than  becoming  grimace,  while  the  coosins 
pored  over  the  map  together,  their  blonde  curling 
hair  so  exactly  the  same  colour,  that  at  a  little  dia* 
tanoe  the  two  heads  appeared  like  one. 

Nearly  an  hour  elapsed  before  Melanie  retained; 
when  she  did  so,  she  was  alone.  '^  Edouard,"  she 
said,  ^'  had  thought  it  better  to  return  home  before 
midnight." 

"  Unsociable  fellow,"  exclaimed  Rupert,  "  there 
is  no  use  in  trying  to  be  intimate  or  friendly  widi 
him;  he  repulses  all  advances,  though  he  has  told 
me  more  than  a  dozen  times  that  our  &teB 
mysteriously  linked  together,  and  that  we 
never  long  remain  asunder." 

''Did  he?    Where  did  he  hear  that?"  aaked 
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Melmie,  with'  an  appesnuice  of  the  deepest  in- 
toest 

^  A  tetw  yean  ago,  he  discoyered  some  wonder- 
fid  man — an  astrologer — ^idio  drew  a  scheme  of  his 
horosoope.  He  wanted  to  have  mine  too,  but  I 
lefiowed  to  tell  him  any  particnlars  concerning  the 
day  and  hour  of  mj  birth.  I  heard  afterwards  he 
took  the  trouble  to  make  the  necessary  inquiries  of 
my  uncle." 
"  And  you  never  questioned  him  ?  " 
"Neyer." 

"  Do  jrou  mean  to  say,"  asked  Cyrilla,  "  that 
yoa  did  not  feel  any  curiosity?  " 

^  No,  I  don't  mean  to  say  that ;  but  I  am  more 
than  inclined  to  doubt  the  power  of  any  one  to 
tognr  or  predict  from  the  conjunction  of  stars  at 
the  hour  of  birth;  and  I  am  quite  convinced  that 
&e  knowledge  of  our  future  in  this  world  is  denied 
M  for  a  good  purpose,  and  is  certainly  conducive  to 
oor  happiness." 

"But,"  hesitated  Melanie,  "but  you  don't 
think  it — absolutely — irreligious,  having  one's 
horoscope?" 

"  He  has  told  you  plainly,"  said  the  President, 
locking  up  suddenly,  "  that  he  considers  it  useless 
ttd— foolish ;  and  he  is  right,  for  tampering  with 
one's  happiness  is  folly." 

Kelanie  shrank,  as  she  always  did  from  the 
probably  unintentional  harshness  of  the  President, 
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and  iMoeaBte  silent;  tbe  0ub}eet  wbs  one  tbatt  Ru- 
pert disliked;  Cyrilla  was  indifferent  and  pre-- 
occupied;  aiid  tbe  eonversation  eontinHed  Ytgj 
desoltorf  until  the  party  separated  for  the  mght 

Cyrilla  was  still  sitting  at  an  open  wimdoir  in 
her  room,  when  she  heard  a  gentle  knock  at  the 
door^  and  immediately  after  Meknie  stood  befine 
her  in  a  long  white  robe,  with  a  taper  in  her 
hand. 

^^  £nter,  Lady  Macbeth! "  said  CynUa,  mfling 
faintly,  while  she  turned  towards  her  without 
moving  from  the  low  chair  near  the  window  when 
she  had  been  sitting  motionless  for  more  than  half- 
an-hour.  "  Are  you  walking  in  your  sleep?  oar  has 
the  President  got  an  express  from  Exfort?  ** 

"  Neither,"  answered  Melanie.  "  The  fact  », 
Cyrilla,"  she  continued,  extinguishing  her  t$sptr  aad 
then  walking  uneasily  up  and  down  the  room, ''  the 
fact  is,  I  must  speak  to  you — must  teD  you  some* 
thing — must  get  your  assistance " 

"  If  your  manner  were  not  so  very  really  aeriou8|" 
said  Cyrilla,  ^'  I  should  imagine  you  were  about  te 
disclose  some  grand  secret  concerning  to-monfow*» 
festivities." 

"  O,  I  am  not  thinking  of  to-morrow,  I  can  oaly 
think  of  one  thing  now.  Tell  me,  Cyrilla,"  she 
cried,  stopping  suddenly  before  her,  "yoii — ^yon 
don't — no,  I  know  you  don't — care  at  all  for 
Edouard  ?  " 
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^Ite  KHrtid  lie  nnpaidoiuible/'  Aiurweied  Cy- 
lA^  ^dtor  aB  the  tuoabte  ycm  hare  taken  to 
nke  nhfr  like  him." 

''But  I  meafty  yotl  icm^t patticularUf  like  him?" 

'^Yes  I  do.  I  like  talking  to  him  better  than 
to  uxj  one  I  know  when  I  feel  disposed  to  loe 
atknud — ^Rupert  is  more  amtisiii^  and  cbeerfdl, 
hit " 

"  Ah ! — exactlj — ^that's  just  the  sort  of  answer 
I  wished  for,"  sidd  Melanie.  "  Now,  dear,  only 
nbagine,"  she  continued,  drawing  a  chair  close  to 
iwr  sisterV,  '^  only  imagine — ^Edonard  has  had  the 
fcUy— the  madness — after  all  my  good  advice  and 
warnings,  to — ^to  fall  desperately  in  love  with  you ! 
Did  you  ever  know  anything  so  distressing?  " 

"  Dreadful ! "  said  Cyrilla,  with  a  smile  of  such 
perfect  satisfaction,  that  nothing  but  her  sister's 
pie-occapation  could  have  prevented  her  from 
observing  it. 

"He  came  here  this  evening,"  continued  Me- 
lanic,  "  to  tell  me  that  the  short  separation  of  ten 
or  twelve  days  had  convinced  him  that  he  could 
only  live  in  your  presence,  that  all  his  ambitious 
projects  had  become  worthless  in  his  eyes,  that  he 
heard  your  voice  in  every  breeze,  saw  your  face  in 
every — every " 

"What?  "  asked  Cyrilla,  with  a  gay  laugh. 

"  No  matter.     I  see  you  are  disposed  to  laugh 
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and  be  meny  as  usual.  I  hope^  ho^rever,  joa  will 
have  the  kindness  to  aid  my  endeayoois  to  core 
him  of  his  unfortonate  passion  hy  showing  him  jom* 
indifference  and  dislike  in  the  plainest  manner.'' 

^^  But  I  neither  feel  the  one  nor  the  other/'  said 
Cyrilla. 

"  Then  you  must  feign  both  for  his  good." 

"  No,  dear,  I  should  rather  not,"  said  Cyrilla, 
with  considerable  decision  of  manner. 

^^I  could  almost  think  our  poor  Edouaid's 
sufferings  gave  you  pleasure,"  cried  Melanie,  petu- 
lantly; '^  and,  laugh  as  you  will,  he  has  suffered, 
and  greatly  too.  You  must  have  perceived  how  ill 
he  looks." 

"  He  does  look  ill,"  answered  Cyrilla,  forcing 
her  features  into  as  serious  an  expression  as  the 
exultation  of  her  feelings  at  the  moment  would 
permit,  "  but  I  supposed  the  long  hot  walk  might 
have " 

"  No,  no,  no,  no !  He  wanted  at  once  to  see 
and  speak  to  you.  Fortunately,  you  were  in  the 
music-room  with  Rupert,  and  he  decided  on  con- 
sidting  me.  I  confess  I  could  not  restrain  some 
tears  of  sympathy,  for  I  know  too  well  what  it  is 
to  sacrifice  love  on  the  altar  of  necessity!  " 

"  Dear  Melanie !"  said  Cyrilla;  and  every  parti- 
cle of  gaiety  forsook  her  manner  as  she  lightly  laid 
her  hand  on  her  sister's  shoulder,  and  looked  into 
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her  luge  black  eyes  as  they  filled  with  the  slowly 
gathering  tears  of  melancholy  recollection. 

''I  listened  to  all  he  had  to  say/'  continued  Me- 
lanie,  '^  and  when  he  talked  rationally  of  devoting 
himself  to  his  profession^  and  living  contentedly, 
as  others  have  done  and  others  will  do,  and  added 
that  he  had  no  doubt  of  rising  rapidly  in  it,  and 
being  in  time  able  to  satisfy  the  reasonable  wishes 
of  any  reasonable  woman,  I  felt  strongly  inclined 
to  say,  ^  You  are  right,  Edouard.  If  happiness  be 
attainable  in  this  world,  it  is  only  to  be  foimd  in 
the  society  of  a  being  with  whom  we  feel  con- 
geniality of  mind '" 

"And,"  whispered  Cyrilla,  bending  down  her 
head  that  her  sister  might  not  see  the  smile  which 
again  played  round  her  mouth,  "  and  a  mysterious 
combination  of  spirits ! " 

"  Yes,"  said  Melanie,  by  no  means  unconscious 
of  her  sister's  irony.  "  Yes,  so  I  would  have 
spoken  had  the  object  of  his  afiection  been  other 
than  you  ;  but  knowing  that  it  was  on  you  that  he 
had  bestowed  this  warmest  feeling  of  his  noble 
heart,  I  was  obliged  to  answer  as  you  would  have 
done." 

"Your  answer?"  cried  Cyrilla  quickly,  and 
^th  an  anxiety  she  made  no  efibrts  to  con- 
ceal 

"  It  was  prosaic  in  the  extreme.     I  said  that  if 
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he  tftlked  in  that  way  to  yon,  7011  mgitMi  Ungfa  at 
him!" 

'^Did  jou?'^'  ^d  Cyrilla,  biting  her  Up  and 
iM^athing  quickly^  while  she  pulled  and  packeied 
the  trimming  of  her  diessing-gown  with  gieat 
diligence ;  ''  and  then ?" 

^^  And  then  I  told  him  how  carefiilLj  and  im- 
tionally  you  had  been  educated^  and  what  paii» 
your  mother  had  taken  to  prevent  your  haruig  any 
romantic  ideas  on  the  subject  of  marriage ;  jand 
though  you  might  not  altogether  agree  with  her, 
still " 

"Really,  Melanie,"  cried  Cyrilla,  with  iil-oon- 
cealed  impatience,  "  the  manner  in  which  yon  in- 
form everybody  that  my  mother  is  worldly^  iiiid 

that  I  am  looking  for  an  eligible  partij  ia is 

most  provoking !  I  wonder  that  your  own  feeUngs 
of  delicacy  do  not  prevent  you  firom  talking  in  this 
manner  of  your  nearest  relations  ! " 

"  Edouard  is  also  a  relation,  and  I  do  not  thiok  I 
have  any  right,  £rom  a  mistaken  notion  of  delioaic^y 
to  endanger  his  peace  of  mind  or  future  happinqaa.*' 

"  And  is  my  peace  of  mind  and  future  happiness 
not  worth  taking  into  consideration?"  asked  Cy- 
rilla reproachfdlly. 

"  1  know  that  neither  is  in  danger,  for  even  sup- 
posing that  you  liked  Edouard,  the  fear  of  poverty 
would  soon  stifle  the  Imprudent  affection." 
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^  Too  ftiget  that  I  have  neTer  knoim  aiiTthmg 
bat  povqriy  since  I  wm  bom/'  observed  CTrilfak 

'^  Wby,  yes,  smd  it  was  a  loxxuicms  kind  of  po- 
rmtfi  finr,  after  all,  jou  always  had  eV'eiTtbiiig 
JMt  like  ether  peopW 

"  True,"  answered  Cyrilla,  "  but  my  fiather  was 
aonstaotly  in  debt,  jmd  I  should  have  preferred 
fading  absolute  want  tto  hearing  of  bills  unpaid, 
•and  iseiBg  my  mother  wasting  away  from  cave  and 
SDxie^." 

'^Edouaord  never    had never  will    have   a 

debt,"  said  Melanie ;  '^  he  is  too  proud  to  endure 
aiytfaing  ef  that  kind.  He  may  wish  for  riches — 
be  diBcontented  if  he  do  not  possess  them,  but  he 
vill  undoubtedly  live  within  whatever  income  he 
■My  have." 

''  In  that  case,"  said  Cyrilla,  ^^  he  can,  as  he  said 
himself,  ^  satisfy  the  reasonable  desires  of  any  irea- 
Kmable  woman ; '  and  I  hope,  dear  Melanie,  eon- 
Mdeiing  the  care  with  which  you  seem  to  think  I 
have  been  educated,  you  will  allow  me  to  take  it 

far  granted  that  I  am a  reasonable  woman  ?" 

"You?" 

"  Yes ;  the  surprise  you  exhibit  is  not  very  flat- 
tering, but  still " 

'^I  don't  quite  understand^"  cried  Melanie,  in 
•*«  ahum.  "  You  don't  mean  to  -say  that  you 
wonld  tiiink  of  marrying  Edouard  ?" 
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^'  Suppose/*  said  CTrilla^  with  a  sUglit  lan^iK. 
''suppose  I  had  discovered  the  congeniali^  ic? 
mind  of  which  you  have  so  often  spoken,  and  tli^ 
the "     She  stopped  in  a  state  of  embar- 
rassment, and  blushing  with  an  intenseness  veiy 
unusual  to  her. 

"  Good  heavens ! "  exclaimed  Melanie,  "  you 
surely  do  not  mean  to  say  that  you  love  him  ?" 

"  I  don't  mean  to  say  anything,"  answered  Go- 
rilla, covering  her  face  with  her  hands  and  bending 
down  her  head ;  "  but  I  believe  I  fed  more  than  I 
need  tell  you  or  any  one  else." 

Melanie  rose,  and  again  walked  up  and  down  the 
room.  "  Cyrilla,  this  will  never  do,"  she  exclaimed 
at  length.  "  Never — ^never — never.  All  your  lebr 
tions  will  raise  objections.  Your  aimt  will  never 
consent  to  your  union  with  Edouard — she  quar- 
relled with  his  father,  and " 

"  0,  I  know  all  about  that,"  said  Cyrilla,  "and 
have  not  the  least  intention  of  ever  asking  her  con- 
sent." 

"  But  you  forget,  dear  girl,  that  she  is  the  <Mily 
person  who  could,  in  any  way,  be  of  use  to  you  on 
such  an  occasion." 

"  She  will  never  be  of  use  to  me,  or  to  any  one 
else,"  rejoined  Cyrilla. 

"  And  then,  Wilhelm — he  would  be  outrageous, 
— would  not  listen  to  Edouard  for  a  moment." 
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''  I  imagine  C!oant  Zomdorff  is  not  likely  to  con- 
salt  the  President/'  said  Cjrilla ;  '^  he  is  of  an  age 
to  judge  for  himself ;  and  having  commenced  his 
boieaucratic  career,  is  independent — even  in  his 
poverty." 
"  I  have  nothing  more  to  say,"  almost  whispered 

Melanie.     "  If  you  indeed  love  as  I  once  did " 

"  A  Uttle  more,  I  suspect,"  said  Cyrilla,  quickly; 
"fcr  no  Count  Falkenstein, — no  one  on  earth, 
—could  induce  me  to  sacrifice  my  love  on  the  altar 
of  necessity." 

"What  a  disagreeable  habit  you  and  Rupert 
liave  of  remembering  and  repeating  my  words," 
said  Melanie,  with  some  irritation. 

"  You  ought  to  be  flattered  at  our  doing  so ;  it 
is  a  proof  that  they  are  uncommon,  and  worth  re- 
collecting." 

"  Cyrilla,  I  have  but  one  thing  more  to  say.  Do 
not  let  Wilhelm  know  or  even  suspect  any  engage- 
ment with  Edouard,  should  you  enter  into  one.". 

"  My  dear  Melanie,  you  have  said  so  much  to 
Count  Zomdorif  about  my  rational  education, — 
have  presented  him  such  a  disagreeable  picture  of  a 
keartless  worldly  girl,  that  I  think  it  more  than 
probable  he  will  let  the  matter  rest  for  ever.  I 
have  read  and  heard  of  men  who  have  required  less 
to  induce  them  to  resign  women  better  and  wiser 
than  I  am." 

VOL,  I.  K 
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"  0, 1  have  only  to  give  him  the  slightest  hint," 
began  Melanie. 

"  Never,"  cried  Cyrilla,  springing  from  her  chair 
with  a  vehemence  in  strong  contrast  to  her  usual 
gentle  movements ;  "  never,  to  him  or  to  any  one, 
hint  or  in  any  way  refer  to  what  has  passed  be- 
tween us  this  night.  Nothing  would  have  tempted 
me  to  speak  to  you  as  I  have  done,  had  it  not  been 
absolutely  necessary  to  disabuse  your  mind  of  the 
erroneous  idea  you  have  formed  of  my  character  and 
sentiments." 

"  I  wish,"  said  Melanie,  "  I  had  known  this 
sooner." 

"  Perhaps  it  is  all  for  the  best,"  replied  Cyrilla. 
"  Count  Zomdorff  can  undoubtedly  marry  more 
advantageously ;  and  yet  I  cannot  tell  you,"  she 
added,  snatching  her  handkerchief  from  the  toilet- 
table,  and  hastily  drawing  it  across  her  eyes,  "  I 
cannot  tell  you  how  foolishly  rejoiced  I  feel  at  what 
I  have  just  heard  from  you." 

"Who "  exclaimed  Melanie,  clasping  her 

hands,  "  wlio  would  have  suspected  this,  after  hear- 
ing you  laugh  and  jest  on  all  such  subjects  with 
Rupert !" 

"  And  do  you  imagine  that  we  have  no  feeling, 
because  we  do  not  talk  sentimentally?  Believe 
me,  Melanie,  people  often  laugh  at  and  pretend  in- 
credulity in  love,  just  as  they  do  about  ghost  stories; 
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•Q  the  while  believing  and  fearing  in  spite  of  them- 
sdyes." 

"  0  no,  Cyrilla ;  if  you  had  had  my  experience, 
jou  would  think  differently.  A  woman  perhaps 
may  speak  in  that  way  to  conceal  feelings  that  edu- 
cation forbids  her  to  exhibit ;  but,  believe  me,  a 
nun^s  jest  on  such  a  subject  is  bitter  earnest.  Well 
liave  the  ancients  represented  Love  as  a  child — ^it 
ought  to  be  treated  as  such — tenderly — consider- 
ately, not  laughed  at — irritated — browbeaten ! " 

"  Fm  sure  I  never  meant  to  do  anything  of  the 
kind,"  said  Cyrilla,  with  a  demure  smile. 

"But  others  have,"  said  Melanie,  looking  up- 
wards; "  and  never  can  I  forget  the  evening  at  the 
Bellegardes,  when  Edouard  talked  so  charmingly 
on  this  very  subject.  We  were  speaking  of  Ger- 
man legends ;  and  you  may  remember  how  he  said 
tliat  they  could  be  traced  to  the  German  mythology, 
«nd  how  that  had  been  mixed  up  with  the  Roman, 
as  the  Roman  with  the  Grecian,  but  that  all  the 
fiibles  of  all  mythologies  contained  very  good  sys- 
tems of  morals,  if  people  would  only  take  the  trouble 
rfstudying  them.  He  gave  several  examples,  which 
^^re  both  ingenious  and  amusing;  and,  among 
other  things,  said  that  Cupid  had  been  represented 
*8  a  child,  and  generally  a  young  child,  in  order  to 
point  out  what  patience  we  should  have  with  his 
psrvereeness,  violence,  or  instability." 
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"  Yes,"  said  Cyrilla ;  "  I  remember  also  Adriei 
de  Bellegarde  getting  into  a  sort  of  ecstasy  ^  £ 
saying  that  C!omit  Zomdorff  deserved  to  be  kis 

for  his  dear  fonnj  thoughts I  think;  too, 

requested  her  to  kiss  him  if  she  felt  the  slightest 
clination " 

"  Yes,  I  believe  we  laughed  at  her  a  good  de« 
said  Melanie,  ^'  and  said  that  was  the  only  one 
his  thoughts  she  had  been  able  to  understand ; 
you  are  sleepy,  and  to-morrow  will  be  a  fatiga 
day  for  us." 

"  Not  for  me,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  as  I  have  only 
amuse  myself.     I  wish  it  were  come " 

"  And  how  much  has  the  desire  to  see  Edou; 
again  to  do  with  your  wish  ?" 

"  More  than  I  should  like  to  tell  you,  or  even 
confess  to  myself,"  answered  Cyrilla,  sighing;  "  i 
now,  good-night." 
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CHAPTER  Xm. 


Bupebt's  invitations  to  his  ddjeoner-dtner  had  been 
80  very  general  and  comprehensive,  and  the  anxiety 
of  the  inhabitants  of  Exfort  so  great  to  take  advan- 
tage of  such  an  opportunity  of  inspecting  the  im- 
proyements  and  new  furniture  at  Freilands,  that  a 
large  proportion  of  the  company  began  to  arrive 
with  what  Melanie  called  unconscionable  exactitude, 
that  is,  before  she  was  ready  to  receive  them  ;  but 
in  the  meantime  there  were  gardens  to  look  at,  and 
shady  walks  to  wander  in,  and  bands  of  music  and 
tents,  and  when  they  had  walked  about,  and  looked 
at  everything  and  everybody,  they  began  quietly 
vid  at  first  imperceptibly  to  separate  into  classes. 
The  creme  de  la  creme^  who  considered  themselves 
Melanie's  intimate  friends,  unhesitatingly  entered 
the  house,  took  possession  of  the  large  balcony,  and, 
secure  from  the  sun's  rays  imder  the  awning,  lei- 
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surely  inspected,  through  their  single  and  doable 
lorgnettes,  the  remaining  and  larger  portion  of  the 
company,  as  they  walked  in  groups  under  the  trees, 
— they  being,  if  we  may  continue  to  pursue  the 
meaning  of  this  truly  German  and  pastoral  meta- 
phor, the  milk,  which  had  subsided,  and  let  its 
lighter  part,  the  cream,  rise.    Now,  in  the  town  of 
Exfort,  as  in  all  other  towns,  there  was  a  quantity 
of  adulterated  cream,  whether  composed  by  a  mix- 
ture of  noxious  or  innoxious  ingredients  none  but  a 
chemist,  or  a  very  nice  observer,  could  tell ;  but  a 
good  deal  of  this  description  of  cream,  viz.  a  con- 
siderable number  of  very  well  dressed  and  exceed- 
ingly discontented  men  and  women  now  began  to 
spread  themselves  before  the  house,  equally  afraid 
of  the  reception  which  they  might  receive  were  they 
to  venture  to  moimt  the  stairs,  and  of  the  loss  of 
caste  which  would  inevitably  ensue  should  they  en- 
joy themselves  unrestrainedly  with  the  others  where 
they  were.     Rupert,  who  could  not,  or  would  not, 
understand  any   of   these   distinctions,   appeared 
among  them,  and  immediately  proposed  their  en- 
tering.    They  looked  at  the  balcony,  then  at  each 
other,  and  stood  irresolute,  until  Cyrilla,  who  bet- 
ter understood  the  state  of  the  case,  added,  "  Per- 
haps you  would  like  to  look  at  my  cousin's  collection 
of  arms  and  pipes.     I  assure  you,"  she  continued, 
as  tliey  all  began  to  pour  into  the  hall,  "  I  assure 
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70Q  the  pipes  are  worth  looking  at, — I  believe  the 
most  of  them  aie  souyenirs ;  there  are  meerschaums 
in  eveij  possible  form^  and  carved  wood^  and  some 
of  diina,  with  snch  beautifnl  paintings  on  them^ 
that  if  they  did  not  smell  of  tobacco^  I  should  have 
stolen  them  long  ago." 

While  the  now  gaj  and  satisfied  guests  wandered 
through  the  rooms,  Cyrilla  saw  from  one  of  the  win- 
dows the  President's  carriage  drive  under  the  por- 
tico. While  still  considering  whether  or  not  his 
oephew  had  arrived  with  him,  ZomdorfT  passed 
quickly  through  the  room,  overseeing  her  in  the 
crowd  of  ignoble  persons  by  whom  she  was  sur- 
rounded, and  entered  the  balcony,  where  he  was 
received  with  a  sort  of  acclamation  by  the  Belle- 
gwdes  and  their  companions.  She  had  not  thought 
of  how  she  should  receive  him — had  merely  been 
conscious  of  an  undefined  feeling  of  anxiety,  and  a 
sort  of  curiosity  to  know  how  he  would  act.  The 
apparent  continuation  of  his  conduct  of  the  evening 
Wore  was  irritating  enough,  but  her  conversation 
^th  Melanie  had  removed  all  doubts  from  her 
^nd,  and  she  turned  away,  merely  resolving  to 
we  him  in  vain  expectation  of  her  appearance  on 
^e  balcony  or  in  the  adjacent  rooms  for  a  longer 
"Die  than  he  might  perhaps  desire. 

Bupert's  laudable  endeavours  to  banish  ceremony, 
"y  allowing  every  one  to  choose  their  own  place 
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at  the  numerous  and  perfectly  similar  tables,  had 
been  tolerably  successful.  Pleasure  and  expectation 
lighted  eveiy  coimtenance;  and  the  party  round 
each  consisted  generally  of  friends  or  acquaintances 
who  had  sought  each  other,  and  were  more  •than 
usually  united  by  a  common  feeling  of  hunger. 
Rupert  took  possession  of  a  place  beside  CyriUa, 
which  she  had  unreservedly  said  belonged  to  him. 

"What  would  I  not  give  for  your  light  heart, 
Adlerkron ! ''  said  Zomdorff,  as  he  was  passing  to 
the  place  vis  h  vis,  "  No  sooner  have  you  lost  one 
object  of  interest  than  you  find  another;"  and  he 
glanced  significantly  from  Cyrilla  to  the  Vicomtesse 
de  Rubigny,  who  was  sitting  at  the  same  table, 
while  he  spoke. 

"  I  don't  understand  you,"  said  Rupert,  care- 
lessly, and  then  continued  his  conversation  with 
Cyrilla,  as  unconscious  as  she  was  conscious  that 
ZorndorfF's  eyes  were  fixed  on  them  both  with  an 
expression  of  such  anxious  interest  that  even  Me- 
lanie,  who  was  not  usually  very  observant,  remarked 
it ;  and,  fearing  others  might  do  the  same,  tried  to 
engage  his  attention. 

"  Edouard,  have  you  heard  what  Professor  Huber 
has  been  saying?" 

"  N — 0 ;  not  exactly,  I  believe." 

"  I  am  so  sorry,  as  it  was  just  what  you  wanted 
to  know  about  magnetic  manipulation." 
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"All indeed!" 

"  Ajod  then  lie  has  visited  Jostinos  Kemer.'* 
''I  was  at  Weinsbeig  jnst  after  the  Countess 
Falkenatein  left,"  said  the  Professor;  "but  I  dare 
not  tell  you,"  he  added  blandly,  again  turning  to 
Melanie, "  I  dare  not  tell  you  all  that  that  most 
uniable  of  poets  and  men  said  of  the  charming  and 
ttlented  acquaintance  he  had  just  made." 

^^  I  spent  several  most  happy  days  in  the  neigh- 
bomiood  of  Weinsberg,"  said  Melanie ;  "  Kemer 
flupassed  all  my  expectations.  There  is  an  abyss 
of  poetiy  and  fervour  in  his  dark  eyes.  He  is  a 
phenomenon  that  we  must  endeavour  to  retain  in 
•U  its  pure  originality,  for  the  world  is  becoming 
everyday  more  and  more  prosaic  and  philosophical. 
The  time  may  come  when  the  existence  of  such  a 
num  may  be  doubted he  is  already  incompre- 
hensible to  many." 

^^Do  tell  me  something  about  this  Kemer,"  said 
Cyrilla  in  a  low  voice  to  Rupert ;  "  who  is  he  ?" 

"A  man  who  has  written  a  good  deal  about  the 
B^yingsand  doings  of  ghosts  and  goblins,  and  about 

swMages  being  poisonous and  people  won't  be- 

licYe  him." 

"Nonsense,  Rupert! I  really  wish  to  know 

xnnething  of  him ;  Melanie  has  talked  of  nothing 
elae  all  day." 

'^  Of  course  not,  as  her  head  is  fiill  of  magnetiji<m 

k2 
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and  the  magnetizer.  The  &ct  is,  this  Jnstiiins 
Kemer  is,  I  believe,  a  veiy  amiable  man,  a  physi- 
cian, and  a  poet ;  also  the  author  of  a  work  called 
*  The  Somnambulist  of  Prevorst,'  in  which  he  d^ 
scribes  the  visions  of  a — a — a  thoroughbred  som- 
nambulist. He  has  besides  written  some  veiy,... 
what  shall  I  call  them  ? — genuine  lyrical  poems.*' 

"  You  may  well  say  so ! "  cried  the  Professor,  en- 
thusiastically ;  "  they  are  perfect,  full  of  feeling, 
beautiful !  Pain  and  pleasure  flow  like  turbulent 
and  gentle  streams  through  the  lines ;  the  ideas  are 
striking,  and  in  the  expression  of  mekncholy  he  is 
inimitable ! " 

^*  But,"  whispered  Cyrilla,  "  is  this  poet  the  same 
man  who  believes  in  ghosts?" 

"  Yes,  and  they  (I  mean  the  ghosts)  will  make 
him  immortal,  I  suspect.  His  ^  Somnambulist'  may 
not  be  read,  his  poems  may  be  forgotten,  but  that  a 
man  of  learning  and  genius  should,  in  the  &uce  of 
the  world,  declare  himself  the  champion  of  the  veiy 
commonest  and  most  popular  description  of  ghosts 
and  apparitions,  is  such  an  anomaly  as  must  ensnie 
him  fame ;  and  he  deserves  it,  too,  if  it  were  only 
for  his  moral  courage." 

"  O,  how  you  would  admire  him,  did  you  but 
know  him !"  cried  Melanie. 

^'  Very  likely,"  answered  Rupert,  "as  a  humane 
and  excellent  man,  and  an  agreeable  poet  and  com- 
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pttuon;  bnt  he  would  never  make  me  believe  in 
gnj  shadowy  figares,  with  burning  eyes^  and  all 
that.aort  of  thing.  However,  this  is  scarcely  a  fit 
jdaoe  to  discuss  such  subjects.  With  champagne  in 
oar  glasses,  and  pdtS  dejbie  gras  on  our  plates,  who 
can  think  of  ghosts  ?" 

"For  my  part,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  I  greatly  prefer 
diflcojBsing  and  thinking  of  them  in  a  crowded  room, 
and  with  champagne  in  my  glass,  to  any  other  place 
ar  in  any  other  way." 

"You  are  not  a&aid  in  the  dark,  like  Melanie, 
•re  you?" 

"No;  but  I  don't  like  hearing  odd  noises  and 
nistlings  in  my  room  at  night." 

"Perhaps  she  is  semitwey^  cried  Melanie,  eagerly. 

"  Oh,"  said  Cyrilla,  colouring  a  good  deal, "  don't 
imagme  that  I  believe  my  dead  friends  or  acquaint- 
ances can  appear  to  me  I     Do  you  ?  " 

"  I  believe  they  can,"  answered  Melanie,  so- 
Ittnnly,  "  if  I  were  capable  of  seeing  them." 

"  But,"  said  Rupert,  "it  is  not  even  necessary  to 
be  a  friend  or  acquaintance ;  dead  strangers  appear 
aometimes,  requesting  commiseration  for  their  un- 
happy state,  or  for  the  purpose  of  relating  some  in- 
teresting fiimily  history or  murder ghosts 

tte  the  greatest  gossips  imaginable ! " 

"  And  you  really  and  truly  believe  this ! "  said 
Cyrilla,  turning  to  her  sister. 
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"  I  believe  that  those  persons  who  die  withot 
having  been  very  wicked,  but  yet  having  so  litt' 
religious  feeling  that  they  are  not  fit  for  heaven,  az 
in  a  certain  degree  still  bound  to  the  earth.    I  thir 


their  spirits  float  in  the  air  around  us  until  they 
prepared  for  a  better  world." 

^^  Some  must  float  a  confoimdedly  long  time 
suspect,"  murmured  Rupert;  but  even  while 
spoke,  he  looked  merrily  towards  Melanie, 
his  champagne  glass,  and  slightly  bowed. 

"  A  most  disaCTeeable  idea,"  said  Cyrilla ;  *^ 
now  don't  worZat  her  being  afoud  to^elL  i 
a  room  alone." 

"  The  belief  in  the  apparitions  of  living  friends 
is  much  more  agreeable,"  observed  Rupert 

^^  But  do  not  3uch  apparitions  denote  that  the 
person  who  appears  will  soon  be  numbered  among 
the  dead?"  asked  Cyrilla. 

^^  Not  necessarily :  that  idea  has  rather  gone  out 
of  fashion,  and  the  newest  discoveries  have  proved 
these  apparitions  to  be  emanations  from  the  nerves. 
They  are  now  known  by  the  name  of  nervous 
spirits :  ask  Melanie." 

But  Melanie  was  talking  earnestly  in  a  low  voice 
to  Zomdorff,  and  did  not  hear  the  appeal 

"  O,  Rupert,  I  think  you  are  inventing/*  cried 
Cyrilla. 

"  Not  in  the  least,  I  assure  you.     For  instancei 
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suppose  I  feel  an  earnest  desire,  a  desperate  long- 
ing to  see  you,  my  nervous  spirit,  or  the  spirit  of 
mj  nerves,  releases  itself  from  my  long  legs  and 
body,  and  I  appear  to  you  as  a  gray  shadow,  or 
even  with  the  colours  of  life,  according  to  your 
capability  for  discerning  apparitions:  my  ap- 
pearance under  such  circumstances  does  not  make 
it  necessary  that  I  should  die  the  first  convenient 
opportunity  afterwards ;  but  I  believe  I  must  be  ill, 

or  in  a  delicate  state  of  health,  or no you 

must  be  ill,  or  nervous,  or  something  of  that  kind, 
in  order  to  be  able  to  see  me.  Let  us  ask  Melanie ; 
she  will  be  delighted  to  explain,  if  we  have  time  and 
patience  to  listen  to  the  exordium." 

Melanie  was  once  more  appealed  to ;  and  though 
at  first  unwilling  to  speak,  a  few  judicious  questions 
from  Rupert,  asked  in  a  serious  information-seeking 
manner,  joined  to  the  entreaties  of  the  Bellegardes, 
at  length  prevailed,  and  lowering  her  voice  that  it 
might  not  reach  her  husband's  ears,  she  began : 
"  There  was  a  time  when  I  also  thought  a  disbelief 
of  ghosts,  or  a  disavowal  of  any  belief  I  might  oc- 
casionally feel,  a  matter  of  necessity — a  proof  of  a 

certain  degree  of  cultivation  of  mind I  am  not 

ashamed  to  acknowledge  that  that  time  is  past,  that 
I  have  grown  humbler,  and  am  now  ready  to  believe 
things  to  be  probable  and  possible  which  were  for- 
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merly  to  me  as  well  as  to  odien  unowMiing  solgeots 
of  ridicule.** 

^^  Charmantey  diairnante,  oomme  eHe  paikl" 
ezdaimed  the  Vicomte  de  Biibignji  xeally  dtaimed 
with  her  ammatedcxrantenaiioei  bat  totally  oiiAble  to 
follow  in  Grennan  the  sense  of  what  she  was  sajing. 

^^  How  often/'  continned  Melame^  ''  have  oocur- 
rences  which  appeared  incredible  proved  in  the  end 
natural  phenomena  I " 

^  0,  we  are  qnite  ready  to  believe  anything  ef 
that  kindi"  said  Bnpert; ''  tell  ns  something  abent 
the  apparitions  of  living  people." 

*^  Yon  mnst  agree  with  me  in  some  other  things 
first/'  said  Melanie,  smiling.  ^^  Allow  that  there  aie 
few  human  beingi  who  have  not,  in  the  eonxse  of 
their  lives,  had  a  prophetic  dreanii  a  wamingy  or 
at  least  made  nse  of  some  sympathetic  remedy, 
which  is  equivalent  to  an  acknowledgment  of  a  b^ 
lief  in  its  efficacy." 

'^  But  such  things  have  nothing  to  do  with  appar 
ritions,"  said  Bnpert 

^^I  think  they  have:  these  dreams,  wanungs, 
remedies,  come  nnder  the  denomination  of  pc^nlar 
superstitions,  which  you  accuse  Eermer  of  reviving*" 

^^You  never  can  forgive  my  having  said  that 

Kemer's    spectres   were  bad   style decidedly 

vulgar!" 
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"Kemer  has  not  invented/'  rejoined  Melanie, 
"helm  related  aimplj  what  he  heard.  No  one 
doabte  that  he  ooold  have  easily  made  a  more  in- 
teresting and  poetical  narrative  of  his  ^  Somnambu- 
list,' bad  he  been  so  disposed;  but  he  preferred 
oonscientiouslj  writing  down  her  very  words,  and 
as  she  could  have  no  motive  for  deceiving  him,  why 
shonid  we  not  believe  her  visions,  when  there  is 
nothing  in  them  that  may  not  be  reconciled  with 
the  most  sublime  conceptions  that  religion  can  fofm 
of  a  world  of  spirits,  for  instance  that  dark  state  of 
those  wandering  ghosts " 

'^  Never  inind  themy  dear  Melanie,"  said  Rupert, 
"but  come  to  the  apparitions — ^the  emanations  from 
onr  nerves  that  waft  our  presence,  as  you  so  beau- 
tifully express  it,  like  the  perfmne  of  a  flower,  to 

those  at  a  distance  from  us all  the  while  we 

and  the  flowers  yielding  our  emanations  with- 
out diminution  of  size  or  colour." 

"I  knew  you  intended  to  laugh  at  me "  be- 

gto  Melanie;  but  at  that  moment  a  carriage  drove 
rapidly  past  the  open  windows;  and  on  her  re- 
oognising  it  as  one  of  Rupert's  she  whispered: 

It  is  the  magnetizer ;  I  believe  I  ought  to  go  to 
him." 

"That  would  be  very  kind  of  you,"  said  Ru- 
I*rt; "  and,"  he  added,  detaining  her  a  moment  as 
she  passed  him,  "  if  you  want  my  assistance  for 
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any  of  the  wonders  to  be  performed,  I  promise 
not  to  betray  you  for  six  whole  weeks." 

"  Incorrigible  unbeliever ! "  she  answered,  laugh- 
ing. "  If  there  were  any  juggling  in  the  business, 
you  would  be  sure  to  make  a  blunder  to  procure  a 
laugh ;  but  there  is  none.  Edouard  says  they  re- 
quire nothing  but  an  arm-chair,  a  table,  and  cards." 

^^  Still  I  think  I  might  make  myself  useful  in 
giving  hints  or  winks  in  a  quiet  sort  of  way.  I 
assure  you  I  am  not  such  a  donkey  as  you  suppose." 

"  Just  don't  you  concern  yourself  at  all  about 
this  matter,"  said  Melanie,  "  but  follow  me  with 
these  people  as  soon  as  they  have  done  eating  ices 
and  bon-bons." 

Although  a  belief  in  animal  magnetism*  was 
scarcely  more  prevalent  in  Germany  than  in  Eng- 
land at  that  time,  and  notwithstanding  the  deter- 
mined distrust  with  which  people  generally  spoke 
of  appearances  not  to  be  satisfactorily  explained  by 
any  effort  of  the  five  senses,  the  natural  tendency  of 
the  German  mind  to  indulge  in  close  and  subtle  me- 
ditation, and  to  seize  any  subject  likely  to  procure  a 


*  The  reader  cnrious  on  such  subjects  is  requested  to  bear  in 
mind  that  in  1831  the  words  **  Animal  Magnetism''  &c.,  &e., 
had  not  been  pronounced  incorrect  by  Reichenbach,  nor  had  the 
new  force  called  Odyle  been  discovered  by  him.  We  nuiy,  it  is 
to  be  hoped,  continue  to  use  the  words  familiar  to  every  one, 
until  others  equally  comprehensible  or  incomprehensible  have 
been  Bubfltituted. 
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field  for  sophistical  disquisitions,  made  the  appear- 
iDoe  of  the  magnetizer  be  hailed  almost  with  accla- 
miticMi ;  at  least  a  noise  bejond  the  sound  of  mor- 
mnrmg  yoices  was  heard,  as  the  intelligence  of  his 
tmral  spread  from  table  to  table,  and  room  to 
loom.  The  words  magnetism,  mesmerism,  mag- 
oedc  sleep,  visions,  &c.,  &c.,  which  became  more  and 
more  audible,  were  uttered  in  every  variety  of  tone, 
lod  with  a  sort  of  enthusiasm  by  most  of  the  female 
pirt  of  the  company ;  for  women  are  naturally  in- 
clined  towards  all  that  is  mysterious  and  wonder- 
ful, and  more  prone  to  what  gives  free  scope  to  con- 
jecture than  to  what  incites  to  investigation.  Tliese 
circumstances  may  have  combined  to  create  an  in- 
terest in  the  magnetizer ;  but  the  greatest  incentive 
of  all  was  fashion.  The  appearance  c»f  Kemer's 
'Tork  had  just  then  awakened  tlie  slumbering  re- 
collections of  Mesmer  and  his  followers;  the  decision 
rfthe  SociitS  de  MSdecine  was  forgotten;  accounts 
of  astonishing  cures  performed  by  somnambulists, 
ttd  of  extraordinary  prophecies  and  visions,  had 
reached  the  inhabitants  of  Exfort  from  time  to  time ; 
Ae "  Sphinx,  or  new  Archive  for  Animal  Magnet- 

wm,"  was  again  read;  and  now now,  for  the 

first  time,  a  real  somnambulist,  and  one,  too,  who 
had  exhibited  (that  was  the  word  used)  with  un- 
bounded applause  in  the  salons  of  Paris,  was  to  per- 
fonn  for  them !     It  would  have  been  diflScult  to 
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have  satisfied  iheezpeotetiaiMi  of  die  ampobljr;  Vut 
^' after  all/*  asBupert  ol)0erYed  to  (S^ifliay  **itik 
of  no  importanoei  proYided  thejr  can  amaao  tiiflpft* 
selves  imtU  the  bttll-ixxim  be  lifted**' 

The  Salm  became  by  d^rees  fiiUr— we  mart 
say  by  degrees,  for  Melanie's  finendsi  the  erAna  di 
la  orSmSf  taking  advantage  of  theur  intimaqf^ietani 
to  her  rooms  to  change  their  morning  ooetomes  &r 
the  lightest  andfreshest  bell  dressea  imaginaUe^ 
thereby,  as  they  intended,  eflfectnally  diwringniiihim 
themselves  from  the  rest  of  the  oompany  fer  tlie 
remainder  of  the  evening.  It  is  aatoniahing  haw 
mnch  displeasure  and  annoyance  this  little  stanta* 
gem  caused,  or  how  much  it  added  to  the  unpcpft- 
laxity  of  the  peqpetraton  of  it.  Among  themselves, 
much  more  unreserved  and  quite  as  good-nalaned 
and  affectionate  as  other  people,  they  appeared  to 
those  who  did  not  belong  to  their  coterie,  hangtey^ 
arrogant,  heartless,  and  determined  not  to  havaf 
anything  in  common  with  the  rest  of  the  aocie^, 
of  whom  the  younger  fiomale  part  suddenly  finmd. 
their  crape  or  chip  bonnets  intolerably  heavy  and. 
warm,  and  an  emigration  to  one  of  the  remote 
apartments  commenced,  where  several  fimtaatiD 
pyramids  of  them  were  hastily  erected  on  the  aofiu 
and  chairs.  Mothers  and  chaperones,  after  a  few 
dissatisfied  whispers,  resigned  themselves  to  the 
comforts  of  the  broad  elastic  causeuses  or  divans. 
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and  nodded  their  heads  and  plumed  bonnets  with 
penevering  dignity. 

One  group  of  men  smronnded  Zomdorff,  another 
the  Freddent,  and  the  different  opinions  for  and 
igiinst  the  belief  in  mesmeric  sleep  were  attacked 
ttd  defended  with  wit  and  acuteness ;  the  result 
ipparentlj  being  that  the  incredulous  understand- 
ing ronained  in  most  cases  deaf  to  all  the  offered 
netiphTsical  or  mystical  suggestions,  and  seemed 
deteimined  to  yield  to  nothing  but  palpable  or 
oeolar  demonstration. 

At  length  Melanie  appeared — dignified,  but  evi- 
dently in  a  state  bordering  on  beatitude.  She  was 
followed  by  the  somnambulist,  a  very  young,  slight, 
pile,  and  gentleman-like  man.  He  spoke  a  few 
words  to  the  magnetizer,  then  seated  himself  in  the 
Aair  placed  for  him  in  the  middle  of  the  room, 
lod  the  business  immediately  commenced.  In  a 
few  minutes  he  began  to  turn  and  twist  himself 
'Magily,  moved  his  arms,  stretched  out  his  legs, 
tittned  up  his  eyes  xmtil  the  white  alone  was 
^T)Ie,  then  rolled  them  lustreless  around,  and 
fcilly  closed  them  altogether:  his  body  became 
?!>ieter,  and  at  length  his  head  found  a  resting-place 
•giinst  the  well  stuffed  side  of  the  chair.  The 
nmgiietizer  now  commenced  a  series  of  movements 
*  if  he  were  throwing  something  at  him,  and  by 
DJeang  of  these  and  the  assistance  of  a  good  deal  of 
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fricdon  the  left  ann  was  pat  into  a  tteto  of  tdU 
inflexibilily.  The  oompinj  weie  xequMtoi  to 
compare  ihe  pulses  cxf  the  two  anns;  sereral  per^ 
sons  did  so,  and  deckred  that  diat  of  ihe  left  wm 
almost  extinct.  The  operations  now  oonunenoBd 
(m  the  legs,  which  were  put  into  a  similar  state  of 
rigidity,  and  afforded  the  persons  who  chose  lb 
make  the  trial  an  apparently  strong  ihoa^  some" 
what  elastic  seat  The  sleeper  seemed  to  soflbt 
extremely  during  these  experiments,  and  to  tod  i 
relief  similar  to  an  awakening  finom  ni^tmaie 
when  they  ceased. 

His  eyes  were  then  bound,  and  cards  plaoed  on  a 
table  beside  him.  One  partner  sncoeeded  the  other 
from  the  rows  of  eager  spectators,  and  Ibe  game 
began  after  the  players  had,  by  pressing  his'  hand, 
giren  him  a  sign  of  sympathy.  The  cards  of  thi> 
somnambulist  lay  in  a  heap,  yet  he  generally  duMifr 
them  judiciously ;  when  he  made  a  mistake,  wfaidi. 
did  not  often  occur,  trembling  violently  and  becom- 
ing impatient ;  bat  he  almost  always  won,  and  at- 
last  played  at  a  distance,  and  turned  away  ftom  U^ 
opponent 

After  the  card-playing  came  tiie  lending  cT 
closed  or  at  least  so  folded  letters  that  the 
tents  were  invisible,  and  many  were  read 
extraordinary  fluency.  A  few  remarks  about  th9 
peculiarities  of  the  manner  of  writing  and  orthog-* 
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nfbj  CMsmg  much  amusement.  All  this  finished 
eipftrtneaBi  however,  fisdled  to  convince  those  pre- 
detennined  not  to  believe,  and  their  doubts  were 
itieogtheiied  when  a  few  more  carefully  folded 
pipera  seemed  to  puzzle  the  unfortunate  being  who 
Wallowed  himself  to  be  exhibited  for  their  amuse- 
ment 

Almost  every  one  had  written  something,  and 
wiahed  to  have  it  read,  in  order  to  remove  or  con- 
&m  the  doubts  which  they  unreservedly  expressed. 
No  (me  would  believe  the  testimony  of  another,  so 
great  was  the  fear  of  being  imposed  on.  To  this 
nnxrmuring  multitude  were  opposed  a  small  and 
lesolnte  band  of  enthusiasts,  who  woidd  not  listen 
to  an  expression  of  suspicion  or  hesitation,  and 
i^peared  quite  overpowered  by  astonishment  and 
>4niration  at  every  well-played  card  and  every 
line  that  was  correctly  deciphered. 

At  length  the  company  began  to  crowd  roimd 
tbe  sonmambulist  and  overwhelm  him  with  ques- 
&ni8,  the  answers  to  which,  like  those  of  the  oracles 
of  old,  admitted  of  various  interpretations ;  but  the 
President,  who  had  at  first  looked  on  with  rigid 
attention,  now  began  to  exhibit  some  impatience;  he 
■pproached  Melanie,  and  whispered  authoritatively, 
"We  have  had  enough  of  this  trifling,  put  an  end 
to  it  as  soon  as  you  can ! "  then  turning  to  Profes- 

801  Huber,  who  was  standing  near  him,  he  ob- 
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servedy  ^^  I  have  seen  these  useless  performai 
with  cards  and  letters  with  a  good  deal  less  pleae 
than  those  of  an  expert  juggler.  I  wish  to  be  c 
prised  by  the  juggler^  and  make  little  or  no  ef 
to  understand  what  I  see ;  here  I  tiy  to  understa 
and  can  do  nothing  but  suspect  charlataniy." 

"  I  perceive  your  Excellency  doubts  the  reaUi 
of  magnetic  relations  and  magnetic  sleep  ?" 

"  I  acknowledge  myself  incapable  of  giving 
opinion,"  answered  the  President  "  The  quest 
embraces  physiological  and  psychological  phei 
mena  that  deserve  investigation ;  but  I  prefer  lei 
ing  the  elucidation  to  men  of  science,  and  tota 
disapprove  of  working  on  the  nerves  or  imaginati 
of  partially  diseased  bodies  or  minds  for  the  pi 
pose  of  satisfying  frivolous  curiosity,  or  affordi 
temporary  amusement." 

Kupert,  who  had  during  the  whole  time  look 
on  and  listened  with  an  attention  that  had  be 
surprised  and  gratified  Melanie,  now  walked  i 
wards  her  and  whispered,  "  Extremely  well  { 
up  ;  I  am  so  much  obliged  to  you  ! "  As  she  indi 
nantly  prepared  to  answer  him,  he  moved  awi 
and  she  was  soon  surrounded  by  those  who  eitl 
agreed  with  her  in  opinion,  or  deemed  it  necesea 
to  say  something  civil,  learned,  or  wise,  on  t 
occasion. 

There  were  also  a  select  few,  who  nodded  th 
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ImdSy  looked  Bolemn,  and  came  to  the  conclusion 
VBODg  themselyes  that  the  young  man's  capabili- 
ties were  not  to  be  compared  to  those  whose  mag- 
Mtic  deep  came  without  the  assistance  of  art. 

The  sound  of  music  from  the  ball-room  put  an 
cod  to  all  the  discussions^  and  the  rest  of  the  even- 
ing was  spent  there.  Zomdorff,  though  he  scarcely 
ever  danced,  took  advantage  of  Bupert's  being  less 
St  liberty  than  usual,  and  immediately  engaged 
Cyiilla.  A  very  few  minutes  sufficed  to  renew  their 
JDtnnacy  and  good  imderstanding.  Without  any 
c^ldanation,  he  became  precisely  what  he  had  been 
W)re  she  had  quitted  Exfort ;  and,  perfectly  satis- 
fed  with  her  sister's  communication,  she  cared  not 
W  long  the  present  state  of  pleasing  perplexity 
continued. 

It  was  at  a  late,  or  rather  early  hour,  that  the  last 
^*riage,  containing  the  Bellegardes,  drove  away. 
'Ott  President  had  retired  to  rest  at  his  usual  time ; 
■das  Melanie,  Cyrilla,  and  Rupert  passed  together 
trough  the  "banquet-halls  deserted,"  they  dis- 
^o'^ered  Zomdorff  stretched  on  one  of  the  stone 
woches  in  the  balcony,  apparently  watching  the 
psdnal  approach  of  day. 

"Handsome  fellow!"  observed  Rupert  in  a  low 
^oice  to  his  cousins ;  "  what  a  pity  it  is  he  cannot 
^  will  not  enjoy  life  like  other  people  I  Zom- 
^"  lie  added,  walking  towards  him,  "  you  will 


Sl6 


CTRtiiiA. 


find  a  better  bed  below  staun^  and  I  reoomn 
your  trying  it" 

'^  Thank  you,"  he  replied,  slowly  riamg ;  '^  ] 
tend  to  accept  your  often  profiered  hospitality  i 
few  days.  This  honse  is  too  gay  to  be  willii 
changed  for  my  lonely  apartments." 

'^  That  is  the  most  sensible  speech  I  have  h 
yon  make  for  a  long  time/'  said  Bnpert  ^^  T 
d^eoners  aiefiEonons  things ;  I  should  not  have 
objection  to  have  one  every  week  I" 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

"I  AM  sorry  to  perceive  that  Edouard  is  one  of 
4o8e  people  who  make  it  a  point  never  to  be  in 
^e  for  breakfast,"  observed  the  President  to  Cy- 
fillaone  morning  as  they  met  at  an  early  hour.  "  I 
almost  expect  he  will  at  last  order  his  coffee  to  be 
^en  to  his  room,  that  he  may  smoke  as  he  does 
^€n  at  home.  If  he  had  been  living  in  my  house 
^g  his  youth,  he  would  never  have  acquired 
8ach  habits." 

"And  yet,"  said  Cyrilla,  smiling,  "you  allow 
Melanie  to  breakfast  in  her  room,  and  she  has  done 
*>  in  your  house  for  more  than  twelve  years." 

'Twelve  years  and  some  months;  but  let  me 
^"  yon,  Cyrilla,  if  she  had  begun  this  habit  eleven 
y^  and  some  months  ago,  I  should  never  have 
P^^Jiiitted  it.  Twelve  years  ago,  Melanie  was  very 
young  and  very  beautiful,  and  I  was  neither,  but 

VOL.  I.  L 
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very  much  in  love ;  and  consequently,  for  the 
being,  an  indulgent,  idolizing  fool ! " 

"  I  cannot  imagine  you  very  much  in  love," 
Cyrilla,  as  her  eyes  passed  from  the  tall  unpliai 
form,  to  the  pale  severe  face,  of  her  brother-in-Iai 
"  in  fact,  I  cannot  fancy  you  at  all  in  love." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it ;  as,  from  what  I  have  juff- 
said,  I  may  infer  that  you  cannot  imagine  me 
fool.    But  here  comes  Rupert ;  he  has  been  up  an< 
out  some  hours.     I  do  not  know  which  is  most 
be  admired — his  active  habits,  or  happy  buoyanc] 
of  temperament." 

^'I  did  not  think  that  he  was  at  all  a  persoiT^ 
you  would  admire,"  said  Cyrilla. 

"  And  what  sort  of  person  did  you  think  I  shoul^^ 
admire?" 

Cyrilla  felt  his  piercing  eyes  were  upon  her. 
wished  to  name  Zomdorff,  but  feared  not  being  abh 
to  pronounce  his  name  with  sufficient  indifference^ 
so  she  remained  silent ;  and,  after  waiting  in 
for  an  answer,  he  continued — 

"  Yes,  Cyrilla  ;    I   admire    Rupert,  almost 
much  as  I  do  you.     I  never  saw  two  people  mor^ 
like  in   person,  mind,  and  disposition,  than  yoi^ 
are." 

"  Our  relationship  makes  the  resemblance  veiy 
natural,"  said  Cyrilla,  while  she  beckoned  to  Ru- 
pert, who  just  then  perceived  her. 
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-'Theidationsliip  might  be  nearer,"  began  the 
Indent 

"I  wish  it  were,"  said  Cyrilla. 
"Well,  that's  candid,"  he  rejoined,  with  a  mixed 
*ook  of  surprise  and  satisfaction. 

"Good  morning,  dear  Rupert ! "  she  cried,  bound- 
^^  towards  him,  and  placing  her  arm  within  his  ; 
I  have  just  been  saying  how  I  wish  you  were  my 
brother." 

"  Humph ! "  murmured  the  President,  "  that  was 
i^t  at  all  what  I  meant." 

Thej  had  all  breakfasted,  and  Cyrilla  was  stand- 
^gat  the  window,  throwing  crumbs  of  bread  to  the 
^Ws  assembled- on  the  gravel  beneath,  when  Zom- 
dorff  appeared. 

"At last!"  exclaimed  the  President,  looking  at 
'Swatch,  "  and  always  the  last." 

"I  suppose  I  remained  too  long  in  my  bath," 
•^ered  ZomdorfF,  as  he  seated  himself  at  the  de- 
*rted  table. 

"Yours  was  not  like  Rupert's,  in  the  lake,  I 
"ospect" 

"Certainly  not;  for  however  the  lake  might  tempt 
^  on  a  sultry  afternoon,  I  greatly  prefer  warm  or 
*t  least  tepid  water  in  the  morning,  especially  when 
lean  have  it  by  walking  but  a  few  steps  from  my 
<fea8ing-room." 

"  I  expect  the  carriage  every  moment,"  said  the 
President  impatiently,  as  he  looked  out  of  the  win- 
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dow,  apparently  a  little  provoked  at  his  nephew's 
dilatory  maimer  of  playing  with  his  ciq^  and  spoon'; 
'^buty  perhaps,  you  have  no  urgent  hnsineSB  ul 
Exfbrt  to-day  ?*• 

^^  I  have  most  nrgent|  most  important  ImsinesSi*' 
answered  Zomdorff,  rising  without  haying  helped 
himself  to  any  of  the  various  things  poshed  towaidi 
him  by  Rupert ;  ^'  and  the  sooner  we  can  he  off  the 
better  satisfied  I  shall  be.'' 

^^  Oh  there  is  time  enou^  for  you  to  eat  your 
breakfast^"  said  the  Ftesident|  softened  by  what  be 
supposed  a  deference  to  his  wishes, ''  ......a  time 

for  everything,  you  know." 

''  There  may  be  jdme,  but  there  is  no  inftlination 
in  the  present  case... I  cannot  eat" 

''  But  you  are  not  ill,  I  hope,  Edouard  ?" 

'^  In  the  sense  you  mean,  no ;  but  I  have  been 
suffering  mental  tortures  for  some  time  past  that 
would  deprive  a  more  robust  man  than  I  am  of  all 
appetite." 

^^ Perhaps," said  Bupert  laughing,  ''Seltzer  wafer 
and  Hochheimer  would  relieve  your  mental  sniShx^ 
ings,  at  least  that  is  what  our  assistant  surgeon 
prescribes ;  you  remember  Wickmann,  he  studied 
with  us  at  Jena?" 

"  He  must  be  greatly  changed  if  his  prescrqn 
lions  are  worth  much,"  answered  Zomdorff;  "but 
at  all  events  I  feel  more  inclined  to  consult  a 
homoeopath  than  any  other  on  the  present  c»ccar 
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Bion."  He  turned  to  Cyrilla  as  he  Bpoke,  totallj 
unotmscioiiB  that  Melanie  had  made  all  he  had  said 
more  intelligible  to  her  than  he  perhaps  would 
have  wished. 

To  his  uncle  his  case  had  become  as  clear  as  if 
it  had  been  stated  on  parchment  with  all  the  formal 
technicalities  of  what  English  lawyers  call  a  hrief^ 
and  as  his  carriage  rolled  under  the  portico  he  pre- 
pared to  favour  his  nephew  with  an  ^^  optntbn." 

The  ponj-phaeton  had  been  driven  to  the  door  at 
the  same  time,  and  while  Zomdorff  watched  with 
slightly  contracted  brows  Cyrilla's  childish  eager- 
ness to  seize  the  reins^  and  Rupert^s  laughing 
lemonstrances  at  the  experiments  which  she  imme- 
diately tried  with  them,  his  uncle  laid  his  hand 
heavily  on  his  shoulder  and  whispered,  "Come, 
we  have  business  to  transact,  and  have  no  time  for 
such  fooleries." 

ZomdorflF  turned  away,  and  when  seated  by  his 
uncle  listened  with  quiet  attention  to  the  above- 
mentioned  "  opinion,"  which  was  given  concisely 
and  clearly. 

"I  quite  agree  with  you,"  he  said  in  reply, 
^'and  have  little  doubt  that  Mademoiselle  d'Adler- 
bon  intends  to  marry  her  cousin  Rupert,  for,  as 
yon  justly  observe,  no  two  people  can  better  suit 
each  other."  After  a  pause  he  added,  "I  have 
bowu  many  women  more  beautiful,  much  more 
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beautiful  than  she  is ;  any  one  so  perfectly  accom- 
plished, so  fascinating,  I  never  even  imagined. " 

"  Strong  language,  Edouard — Let  me  recom- 
mend your  not  returning  to  Freilands." 

^^  I  had  some  such  idea  myself  a  few  days  ago ; 
but,  after  all,  I  do  not  see  why  my  probable  marriage 
to  a  very  different  sort  of  woman  at  some  future 
period  should  prevent  me  in  the  meantime  from 
enjoying  the  society  of  others,  ay,  and  admiring 
them  too !  I  find  I  can  get  over  paroxysms  of  ad- 
miration in  a  most  satisfactory  manner;  for  in- 
stance, the  other  day  at  that  ball  or  ddjeuner,  as  1 
looked  at  the  Vicomtesse  de  Rubigny,  I  wondered 
what  on  earth  I  had  ever  found  to  admire  aboav 
her,-  it  was  certainly  not  her  sallow  complexioo 
or " 

"  No,"  said  the  President,  interrupting  him;  "bu-i 
in  that  instance  you  must  not  forget  that  jovcj 
admiration  was  cooled  by — scorn." 

"Scorn?" 

"Why,  yes — she  scorned,  not  you  most  probe 
ably  but — ^your  poverty ;  and  like  a  true  LindeaE 
mar,  turned  to  Rupert  as  the  best  parti  to  be  had.* 

"  And  if  the  world  may  be  believed,"  said  ZomM 
dorff  with  a  bitter  smile,  "  she  was  in  her  tunc 
scorned  by  him  in  the  most  unceremonious  manner 
too,  and  was  glad  to  take  refuge  with  her  Frenctt 
relations  and  marry  a  worthless  cousin,  who  little- 
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knew  tbe  way  in  which  she  had  previously  trifled 
with  her  leputfttion.^' 

"All  this  may  be  true,"  said  the  President, 
"but  is  totally  uninteresting  to  ns.  Let  me  advise 
you  to  be  satisfied  with  the  really  splendid  posi- 
tion offered  you,  and  not  to  waste  your  time 
longing  for  what  is  altogether  out  of  your  reach." 

"Tou   think    that    Mademoiselle    d'Adlerkron 
*oaId  also  scorn  a  poor  Kammer  assessor?" 
"I  think  she  is  too  amiable  and  too  gentle  to 

*oom  any  one ;  but  you  are  both  poor,  and " 

"Excuse  me  for  interrupting  you,"  cried  Zom- 
*^iff  eagerly,  "  but  I  really  must  ask  you  if  you 
*^^e  ever  perceived  anything  in  her  manner  to 

'^keyou  think  that " 

*'  And  do  you  excuse  me,"  said  his  uncle  severe- 

Wy  "  for  never  having  taken  the  trouble  to  make 

^y  observations  about  what  can  in  no  way  concern 

^ther  of  us.     This,  however,  I  ca7i  tell  you,  that 

'^'vipert  does  not  scorn  his  cousin  or  she  him ;  and 

*^^t  being  the  case,  the  best  thing  you  can  do  is  to 

S^t  over  this  paroxysm  of  admiration,  as  you  call  it, 

^^th  all  convenient  expedition,  for  as  surely  as  he 

^^^prived  you  of  the  bright  glances  of  Virginie's 

^ajk  eyes,  so  surely  will  he  obtain  the  still  brighter 

^Tulles  of  my  fair  sister-in-law." 

ZoradorflF  sank  back  in  the  comer  of  the  carriage, 
^nd  when  he  spoke  again  it  was  on  matters  of 
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business,  which  made  the  President  imagine  that 
his  well  meant  advice  had  altogether  turned  the 
current  of  his  nephew's  thoughts,  and  even  led  him 
to  hope  that  the  affair  was  not  so  serious  as  he  had  at 
first  supposed.  Of  all  men  in  the  world  a  thorough- 
bred  bureancmtist  is  the  most  mjudidons  adviser 
on  an  occasion  of  this  kind ;  such  a  man  gives  an 
opinion  of  a  case  of  love  as  he  would  of  a  case  of ' 
law,  without  taking  the  feelings  of  the  parties  con- 
cerned in  the  least  degree  into  consideration.  The 
President  felt  perfectly  convinced  that  he  had  in  &. 
dignified  manner  pronounced  sentence  of  death  on 
his  nephew's  inclinations,  quite  unconscioas  that 
the  words  he  had  last  spoken  had  not  onlj  piqued 
Zomdorff's  jealousy,  but  also  turned  his  still 
struggling  ambition  into  a  new  channel — ^his  pas- 
sion for  Cyrilla  and  wish  to  supersede  Bupert,  his 
rival  in  childhood,  boyhood,  and  manhood^  became 
identified ;  and  while  listening  .with  apparent  in- 
terest to  his  uncle  as  he  expatiated  on  hia  proposed 
reformations  in  different  departments  of  his  juris- 
diction, he  was  in  fact  meditating  on  a  complete 
change  of  aU  his  pkns,  and  determining  that  no 
obstacle  should  now  induce  him  to  waver  in  his 
resolution — ^no  sacrifice  should  be  too  great  were 
Cyrilla  to  be  obtained  by  it 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


w    M  Bnpert'B  leave  of  absence  began  to  draw  to  a 
close;  the  gaieties  at  Freilands  increased ;  one  dinner 
ptrty  succeeded  another  with  so  little  intermission 
tliatatlength  the  Bellegardes  and  some  others  laugh- 
ingly declared  their  intention  of  coming  regularly 
fiom  Exfort  every  morning,  and  spending  the  day 
there,  and  the  plan  was  carried  into  execution, 
Bupert  merely  stipulating  that  his  drives  with  his 
oooain  in  the  pony-phaeton  should  not  be  interfered 
with. 

Cyrilla  had  long  been  conscious  that  she  was  un- 
remittiDgly  watched  by  ZomdorfT ;  and,  though  she 
nearly  guessed  the  reason,  she  made  no  effort  to 
contradict,  by  word  or  manner,  what  Melanie  had 
aaid  of  her.  There  was  something  too  earnest  in  his 
character  to  allow  her  to  suppose  that  he  would  re- 

l2 
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main  at  Freilands  without  any  fixed  pnrpofie,  and 
she  therefore  felt  no  uneasiness,  and  rather  ayoided 
anything  that  might  lead  to  an  explanation,  though 
she  had  observed  that  from  the  time  that  the  Belle- 
gardes  and  their  coterie  had  invaded  the  house, 
he  had  scarcely  spoken  a  word  to  her. 

Melanie  and  her  friends  spent  many  hours  every 
day  in  the  often-mentioned  balcony,  shaded  fiwm 
the  sun  by  an  awning,  the  glass  doors  communicat- 
ing with  the  reception-rooms,  open  and  surrounded 
by  exotic  shrubs  and  flowers,  ever  green,  evc= 
fresh,  a  single  drooping  bough  or  a  few  witherea 
leaves  causing  their  immediate  removal  to  the  corr 
servatory  whence  they  came,  while  others,  healthic 
and  brighter,  supplied  their  places,  and  administers 
to  the  luxury  of  those  who,  spoiled  by  habS 
scarcely  bestowed  a  glance  on  them,  or  were  com 
scious  of  enjoyment,  as  they  inhaled  their  perfuna 

The  weather  had  become  sultry ;  the  few  clou-^ 
visible  seemed  at  times  almost  stationary,  and  i» 
the  faintest  breath  of  wind  was  perceptible.  M 
walking  or  boating  parties  had  been  necessarm 
deferred  until  late  in  the  afternoon ;  and,  leisure? 
sipping  their  coffee,  the  arrangements  for  them  wes 
discussed  in  the  low  languid  tones  which  suited  tJ 
half-reclining  forms  whence  they  proceeded.  R'' 
pert  had  promised  to  show  a  hermitage  which  vr^ 
on  one  of  the  islands  in  the  lake,  to  Madame  c 
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Balngiiy.  Cjrilla  had  agreed  to  accompany  them : 
"  Tint  ia,"  she  added,  "  if  you  give  me  time  to 
write  to  mamma ;  I  want  to  tell  her  that  the  Presi- 
dent has  proposed  my  going  with  him  and  Melanie 
to  Aix-la-Chapelle." 

'^  To  Aix ! "  exclaimed  Madame  de  Bellegarde. 
"  So,  Melanie,  you  are  going  to  Aix  again?" 
"  Yes ;  don't  ^ou  envy  me?" 
"  Cela  depend !     Count  Zomdorff  of  course  goes 
with  you?" 

"  He  may  join  us perhaps ,"  replied  Me- 

l«ue,  looking  irresolutely  towards  ZomdorflF,  who 
gave  no  sign  either  of  assent  or  dissent. 

"  And  we,"  cried  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  "  have 
W)tlibg  at  all  in  prospect  but  a  visit  to  grandpapa. 
A  am  80  sorry  you  are  going  away — Exfort  is  so  dull 
Without  you but  I  shall  be  perfectly  inconsol- 
able when  Freilands  is  shut  up I  wonder  Ru- 

!*rtdoes  not  leave  the  army,  and  live  here  altogether 

80  near  the  town,  and  everything  one  could 

wish!"  . 

"I  have  latterly  been  thinking  a  little  on  the 
*^ect,"  said  Rupert,  who  was  displaying  con- 
^erable  skill  while  playing  with  a  cup  and  balL 

"Have  you?"  said  Melanie,  looking  up  with 
^e  surprise,  "  I  never  could  understand  at  all  why 
you  became  a  soldier." 

"It is  easily  told,"  answered  Rupert.     "I  en- 
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tdied  ft6-  «my  to  get  wmj  ftgntmy  Miii  i  yeihuj/M 
too  ia  order  to  luKfe  a  lig^t  to  ivenr  ^Ammm^^ 
unifoim,  to  which  I  took  a  fiuicj at mtvmm.  .1 
have  zemainfid  in  itbecanae  it  gives  me  oonapafion, 
and  I  like  my  brother  offioeni|  andliveiii  thaliopeB 
ot  making  a  campaign  or  two  bofere  L*....a......^ 

<<Manyl"  said  Madame  de  Bellegaida»  Ungk-^ 
ing;  '' I  wish  yon  would  do  so  aoon,  and  aetda 
here :  the  idea  that  this  ia  oar  laat  day  at  Freilanda 
is  quite  dreadfdl  I    Must  yon  leave  to-manoir  ?** 

'^  Yea ;  bat  oar  regiment  will  probably  be  qnap- 
tered  at  Exfert  in  a  year  or  two." 

^'  A  year  or  two  I    Why,  that's  an  eteraity!" 

^'  To  me  also/'  said  Melanie,  '^  it  appean  a  loqg 
time  to  wait  before  we  are  likely  to  have  Bnpert 
with  us  again,  and  I  confess " 

'^  And  I  confess/'  said  Cyrilla,  aa  she  loae  to 
leave  them,  ^^  that  I  shall  be  very  angry  if  I  have 
to  wait  two  years  before  I  see  him  again." 

Bnpert  followed  her,  still  playing  with  hia  cap 
and  ball,  and  said,  in  a  voice  only  andible  to  her 
and  to  2k)mdorff,  who  now  stood  at  a  window  read- 
ing a  letter :  ^'  Cyrilla,  you  have  only  to  say  that 
you  wish  me  to  leave  the  army,  and  I  am  ready  to 
do  so,  and  give  up  for  your  sake  all  chance  of  a 
campaign." 

^^  All  chance  of  being  shot,  you  mean,"  said 
Cjrrilla,  laughing. 
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'^  Fteiiaps  10 ;  bat  jm  the  Mcrifice  is  greater  than 
70a  aeem  to  imagine^  I  jnuat  tell  70a  that  I  can 

only  do  so  on  condition " 

^  1  hate  ccmditionB/'  said  Cyiilla,  moving  on. 

^  But  70a  may  as  well  listen  to  them " 

^'  Impossible  I  Wh7y  have  I  not  told  70U  that 
I  must  write  to  mamma  about  going  to  Aix,  and 
titer  that  70a  are  to  row  me  in  the  boat^  70U  know ; 

and  then bat  I  reall7  wish  70a  would  go  out 

with  Madame  de  Bubign7y  and  return  for  me  an 
hour  hence.  Do  70U  know  that  this  Y irginie^  about 
whom  you  were  in  doubt  whether  she  were  a  devil 
or  anangely  seems  to  have  so  little  likeness  to  Satan, 
that  I  begin  to  think  you  a  hard-hearted,  cruel 

wretch  to  have  remained  insensible  to " 

"  Cyrilla ! "  cried  S.upert  reproachfully. 

"  Tell  me  the  whole  story,  and  I  promise  never 

toteaaeyou  again,"  she  continued;  "but  if  youleave 

me  to  compose  a  romance  of  my  own  about  you,  I 

hclieve  I  must  suppose  that  you  preferred  her  sister 

Jolie taste  is  perverse  sometimes!" 

"Do  you  really  mean  what  you  say?"  asked 
B^rt,  with  unusual  seriousness. 

"  No,  I  don't,"  she  answered,  smiling  merrily ; 
"  for  though  I  might  have  consented  to  your  mar- 
™^  with  Virginie,  were  she  still  unmarried,  I 
mu8t  tell  you  that  I  can  never  permit  you  to  give 
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o{  milking  a  campaign  or  two 
^^ilariy!"  said  iladanie  ( 
ing ;  "  I  wish  you  would  dc 
here :  the  idea  that  this  is  our 
is  quite  dreadful  I     Must  you 
"  Yes ;  but  our  regiment  w 
tered  at  Exfort  in  a  year  or  t\ 
"  A  year  or  two  I     Why,  t 
"  To  me  also/'  said  Melani 
time  to  wait  before  we  are 
with  us  again,  and  I  confess. 
"  And  I  confess,"  said  C 
leave  them,  ^^  that  I  shall  be 
to  wait  two  years  before  I  se 
Bupert  followed  her,  still 
and  ball,  and  said,  in  a  voic 
and  to  Zomdorff,  who  now  s' 
ing  a  letter :  "  Cyrilla,  you 
you  wish  me  to  leave  the  an 
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^Perbaps  lo ;  bat  as  the  Mcrifice  is  greater  than 
yoBieem  to  imagine,  I  must  tell  you  that  I  can 
ooIjdoBo  on  condition " 

"1  hite  ccmditionB/'  said  Gyiilla,  moving  on. 

"But  70a  may  as  well  listen  to  them " 

'^  Impossible  I  Whj,  have  I  not  told  jou  that 
1  most  write  to  mamma  about  going  to  Aix,  and 
tfter  that  jon  are  to  row  me  in  the  boat,  jou  know ; 

ad  then but  I  reallj  wish  jou  would  go  out 

with  Madame  de  Bubignj,  and  return  for  me  an 
hour  hence.  Do  jou  know  that  this  Y irginie^  about 
whom  you  were  in  doubt  whether  she  were  a  devil 
oranangel,  seems  to  have  so  little  likeness  to  Satan, 
that  I  begin  to  think  you  a  hard-hearted,  cruel 
wretch  to  have  remained  insensible  to '^ 

"  Cyrilla ! "  cried  Rupert  reproachfully. 

"  Tell  me  the  whole  story,  and  I  promise  never 
to  tease  you  again,"  she  continued;  "but  if  youleave 
me  to  compose  a  romance  of  my  own  about  you,  I 
believe  I  must  suppose  that  you  preferred  her  sister 
Jttlie taste  is  perverse  sometimes!" 

"Do  you  really  mean  what  you  say?"  asked 
^)ert,  with  unusual  seriousness. 

"  No,  I  don't,"  she  answered,  smiling  merrily ; 
"for  though  I  might  have  consented  to  your  mar- 
'i^ge  with  Virginie,  were  she  still  unmarried,  I 

^M  tell  you  that  I  can  never  permit  you  to  give 
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Madame  de  Bubigny ;  she  ia  interestiiig-lookuq^ 
certainly — ^m  fact^  handsome " 

'^  No/'  said  Zomdorff,  ^^  she  is  not  at  all  hand- 
some." 

"  You  say  so,"  she  rejoined,  "  because  you  hap- 
pen not  to  be  one  of  her  admirers." 

^'  I  was  one  of  them,"  said  Zomdorff ;  and  he  ob- 
served with  pleasure  that  his  companion  turned 
suddenly  towards  him  with  a  look  of  inquiry  and 
attention, — "but,"  he  added  quickly,  "not  long." 

"  I  heard  she  was  very  agreeable,"  said  Gyiilla, 

"and  expected  to  find  her  more what  shall  I 

say  ? — ^more  talkative." 

"  She  never  talked  more  than  she  does  now  in 
general  conversation,"  he  replied ;  "  but  in  a  tHt-br 
tete  she  was,  and  is  still  most  probably,  what  her 
husband  would  call  adorable.  Her  real  or  pretended 
ingenuousness " 

"  Ingenuousness!"  repeated  CyriUa,  «  and  I  have 
never  discovered  a  particle  of  anything  resembling 
it!" 

"  I  believe,"  said  Zomdorff,  "  you  never  have 
seen  what  she  can  be ;  she  is  one  of  those  women 

whose  words  and  looks  are  reserved  for  our  sex 

Adlerkron  could  tell  you  enough  about  her  if  he 
chose." 

"  But  he  does  n't  choose,"  said  Cyrilla,  seating 
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ittBdf it  tfae  oAnr  end  of  the  seat ;  <<andlfeela 
gmt  deal  of  natmal  cnriori^  on  the  snbject.  I 
mpaet  ahe  manaed  M.  de  Bubignj  without  caring 
much  for  him,  and  am  ahnoet  sure  she  would  have 
pdened  Biqpert" 

''No  doubt  of  it/'  said  Zomdorff,  with  a  con- 
tenptaons  smile ;  '^  she  almost  lost  her  reputation 

iDherefibortB  to  induce  him  to  many  her but 

vhedier  actuated  hy  love  or  interest  is  unknown ; 
I  sospect  the  latter." 

''I  do  not  know  her  well  enough  to  undertake 
WdefiMice,"  said  Cyrilla ;  "  but  you  must  acknow- 
ledge that  Bupert  might  easily  be  loved  for  himself 
abne." 

"  Not  by  a  Lindesmar,  believe  me,  Mademoiselle 
d'Adlerkron,  and  I  know  them  long  and  well ;  but 
wky  blame  them  for  acting  as  others  do  ? — others 
from  whom  we  might  expect  something  quite  dif- 
ferent!" 

Ju«t  then  Cyrilla  perceived  in  the  distance  Ru- 
pert's boat.  She  rose,  and  waved  her  handker- 
chict 

"  Do  not  be  in  such  a  hurry,  you  see  he  is  rest- 
ing on  his  oars ;  the  boat  is  not  moving — ^he — ^he 
is  not  thinking  of  you — ^now." 

Again  Cyrilla  waved  her  handkerchief,  and  the 
hoat  shot  forward  in  the  direction  of  the  landing- 
place.    She  looked  towards  Zomdorfif;  he  appeared 
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a  good  deal  agitated,  bat  the  expression  of  his  & 
was  incomprehensible  to  her,  as  one  last  viotei 
struggle  between  love  and  ambition,  poverty  ai 
wealth,  passion  and  principle,  took  place  in  b 
mind.  He  crushed,  with  both  hands  and  nncoi 
scions  vehemence,  the  mourning  letter,  and  its  gre 
black  seal,  and  as  her  eye  fell  on  the  latter,  it  sui 
denly  occurred  to  her  that  he  might  have  lost  ao£ 
relation  or  friend.  The  letter  had  evidently  co 
tained  painful  intelligence ;  he  was  unhappy, 
woman's  sympathy  with  domestic  grief  is  as  rea^ 
as  her  feelings  under  such  trials  are  acute.  Cyril 
turned  back,  and  the  look  of  kind  unembarrass 
interest  with  which  she  again  approached  him,  r 
ncwed  all  his  doubts,  and  he  scarcely  listened  ; 
what  she  said  until,  with  some  hesitation,  she  addei 
"  Though  I  can  only  speak  at  random,  perhaps  M« 
lanie  could " 

"  Could  what  ?"  he  asked  impatiently. 

"  Could  offer  you  some  consolation,  if  you  we 
to  tell  her  the  contents  of  that  letter,  which  seems 
have  affected  you  so  painfully." 

"  Can  Melauie  control  the  inclinations  of  peop 
she  has  never  seen  ?  Can  she  influence  the  sfk 
tions  of  those  nearest  to  her  ?"  he  asked,  and  aga 
his  head  sunk  on  his  hand.  "  Go,  and  leave  i: 
more  than  ever  a  prey  to  the  jealousy  that  has  « 
ready  almost  tortured  me  to  death.'' 
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^I I  thought  you  had  lost  some  friend,"  said 

OpSk,  ^ancing  towards  the  letter ;  ^^  and  you  are 
«J^  jetloDS !" 

"  Onfy  jealous ! "  he  repeated,  looking  up ;  "but 
<fe  joa  know  of  whom  ?" 
Cfrilla  shook  her  head. 
[        ''Of  Adlerkron,  who  seems  bom  to  cross  my 
pnposes,  mar  my  prospects,  and  destroy  my  only 
danoe  of  future  happiness ! " 

"I  do  not  comprehend,"  began  Cyrilla,  not  a 
dioaght  of  Bupert  and  herself  combining  them- 
Khes  in  her  mind. 
"And  you  do  not  know  what  I  mean  when  I 
f     My  that   I   am  jealous, — only  jealous — but  very 
jealous ; "  and  Zomdorff  raised  liis  flasliing  eyes 
to  here,  just  as  Rupert,  at  the  end  of  the  alley, 
aised  a  flag  as  signal  of  his  arrival  at  the  boat- 
house. 

She  waved  her  handkerchief  twice  in  answer, — 
Zomdorff  sprang  from  his  seat,  caught  her  hand  as 
it  descended,  and  exclaimed  with  vehemence, — 
"  Can  you  not,  or  will  you  not,  understand  me  ?  " 

Impatiently  releasing  her  hand,  she  cast  a  hur- 
ried gknce  towards  the  windows  of  the  house  ;  the 
♦teit  reproach  was  felt ;  he  moved  to  the  fiirthest 
end  of  the  seat  murmuring  some  words  of  excuse  ; 
snd  BQch  is  the  command  of  looks  and  gestures 
•cquired  by  constant  intercourse  with  the  world, 
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that  these  two  persona^  both  in  a  state  of  y 
internal  agitation,  suddenly  assumed  an  aj 
ance  of  calmness,  almost  indifference,  so  powe 
had  a  few  gaj-colonred  parasols  protruding  h 
the  balcony  reminded  them  that  they  were  i 
a  scene  in  the  drama  of  their  lives,  which,  ho 
tragically  it  might  affect  them,  would  mot 
suredly  be  viewed  as  comedy  by  the  laughte 
ing  unwished-for  spectators  above  them. 

At  this  moment  a  couple  of  Bupert's  dogf 
dently  just  escaped  from  confinement,  came  b 
ing  towards  them, — ^never  had  these  emble 
fidelity  appeared  more  opportunely.  As 
dorff's  hand  apparently  caressed  the  sleek 
of  one  of  them,  his  jealousy,  uncertainty, 
fear,  and  love,  found  words  of  potent  eloqu 
and  Cyrilla,  while  gently  restraining  the 
gambols  of  the  other,  very  nearly  conceale 
anxiety  which  oppressed  her.  When  he  | 
for  an  answer,  and  looked  at  her  expectantl 
bent  her  head  over  Carlo's  so  as  to  hide  hei 
blushes  from  Zomdorff,  as  she  faltered  ou1 
riedly,  but  to  his  attentive  ear  quite  distinct 
he  most  desired  to  hear.  One  frurtive  glai 
bestowed  on  the  balcony,  and  then  stood  wi 
hat  slightly  raised  above  his  head  as  she  y 
quickly  down  the  avenue,  followed  by  both  ( 

Had  not  Cyrilla  been  extremely  preocc 
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■he  would  haTO  immediately  obaerved  that  Bupert 
was  xemaikaUy  grave  and  quiet,  and  Madame  de 
BoUgny  even  moze  tacitom  than  usnaL    A  sign 
fitom  Urn  made  both  dogs  spring  into  the  boat,  and 
CTOQch  under  the  seats, — CyriUa  took  the  rudder  in 
lileaoe,  and  not  one  word  was  spoken  until  they 
leiched  the  little  wooden  quay,  where  Bupert  fast- 
ened the  boat :  the  Yieomtesse  de  Bubigny ,  with- 
out looking  up,  declared  her  intention  of  remaining 
in  it    Cyrilla  stepped  on  shore,  and  when  out  of 
beaiing  observed :  ^'  You  and  Madame  de  Bubigny 
leem  to  have  been  quarrelling." 
^^No ;  but  we  have  had  a  sort  of  explanation." 
"  The  same,  perhaps,  with  which  you  uninten- 
tionally &youred  me  when  we  met  at  Berlin." 

"Very  nearly.  What  a  provoking  memory  you 
luive !  another  would  have  forgotten  all  about  it  by 
this  time." 

"  I  have  heard  enough  since  from  others  to  make 
■»  lemember, — ^they  say  she  married  M.  de  Bu- 
^y  without  caring  in  the  least  for  him." 
"  So  she  told  me  just  now." 
"Told  you?" 

"  Yes ;  but  you  need  not  look  so  shocked.     If 
^•^cr  people  told  you,  why  should  not  she  tell 

DC?" 

"For  a  great  many  reasons;  and  though  not 


.  Mv^t^ii  iictuiy  »iraii<:;ers  to  e; 

-■ :  two  inoiillis, — Avitli    A'irLi'iiii 

all  my  11  li'/' 

"  I  was  not  aware  of  that, 

fiiUy. 

"  Since  my  earliest  child" 
Lindesmars,   and   frcqucnte 
brother  Victor  was  my  fr 
until  he  went  to  his  unch 
some  way  seemed  to  take  hi; 
and  all  the  follies  of  Adriei 
the  devilry  of  Julie  de  Li 
known  to  me  as  if  they  had 
Virginie,  about  my  own  ag( 
panion  than  any  of  them,  I 
derstand ;  but  I  believe  her  t 
to  the  others  in  every  respect 
"I  suppose  she  told  you 
■  you  wrote  at  her  mother's  r 
her  to  marrv  the  Vimmfp  9  " 
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6oB  pique,"  said  Cjrilla,  ^^  and  jet  one  hears  of 

iaoofien.  Nothing  would  induce  me  to  marry  a 
tttt  I  did  not  love." 

''It  18  hard  to  say  how  one  would  act  tmtil  the 
4y  of  trial  comes,"  answered  Kupert ;  "  however, 
you  are  never  likely  to  be  tried  as  poor  dear  Vir- 
ginie  has  been." 

"But,"  said  Cyrilla,  "would  it  not  have  been 
better  for  her  to  have  waited  for  a  year  or  two,  and 
>ttke  end  of  that  time  she  might  have  found  some 
weshe  could  like  quite  as  well  as  you? " 

"  Unfortunately,"  replied  Kupert,  slightly  shrug- 
gmg  Us  shoulders,  "  she  will  not  believe  in  the 
poesibility  of  a  second  love : — you  do,  it  seems." 

Cyrilla  did  not  answer. 

"  You  do  not  like  the  question  when  put  directly 
to  yourself,"  said  Rupert,  laughing. 

"1  rather  wish  to  avoid  discussions  of  this 
kind,"  said  Cyrilla  slowly,  "  as  I  don't  like  talking 
rfwut  what  I  do  not  understand." 

"  You  understand  as  much  about  the  matter  as  I 
«>>  perhaps ;  an  interchange  of  thoughts  might 
»*^een  us  be  as  profitable  as — as — amusing." 

"Well,  then,"  began  Cyrilla,  "  I  can  imagine  a 
JDWi  loving  several  times " 

"  So  can  I,"  said  Rupert,  "  in  fact  continually, 
ontil— until — he  is  married,  when,  of  course,  he 
^^wneg  to  a  full  stop  either  from  choice  or  necessity." 
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Cjrilla  looked  up  inquiringly. 

"  Why,  you  know,  either  he  likes  his  wife 
well  to  think  of  any  other  woman,  or,  what  ne0 
comes  to  the  same  thing,  other  women  cease 
think  of  him  because  he  has  got  a  wife." 

Cyrilla  smiled. 

^'  And  now  tell  me,  can  you  imagine  a  won 
loving  several  times? " 

"  Don't  ask  me." 

^^  But  I  must — ^that  is  what  I  most  want 
know." 

^^  One  hears  and  reads  of  such  things,"  bej 
Cyrilla. 

"  I  don't  want  to  know  what  one  hears  of 
reads,  I  wish  to  know  what  you  think  possibh 
probable." 

"  So  much,"  replied  Cyrilla,  "  depends  u] 
circumstances  over  which  we  have  no  controL" 

"Agreed,"  cried  Rupert;  "but  you  are  giv 
your  opinion  so  unwillingly,  that  you  must  al 
me  to  suppose  some  of  these  circumstances.  S 
pose,  for  instance,  a  woman's  love  were  slighted 

"  In  that  case,  she  should  conceal  and  conq 
it,"  answered  Cyrilla  quickly. 

"  And  love  again?  " 

"  It  is  to  be  hoped  so." 

"  And  were  the  person  loved  unworthy  of 
gard " 
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^FortDziatelj/'  said  Cyrilla  laughing^  ^^  a  wo- 

ii^'s  imaginstioiiy  in  each  cases^  supplies  all  defi- 

CMiieieSy  and  nothing  but  tBLCts^  plain  downright 

&ctB;  can  ever  convince  her  of  what  she  must  be  so 

Jinwilling  to  believe." 

*^  Then,"  cried  Rupert,  with  heightened  colour, 
^  then  let  us  leave  nothing  to  the  imagination,  but 
suppose  at  once,  that  a  man  returns  a  woman's  love 
-^ves  her  lus  heart  because  he  cannot  help  him- 
self, bat  from  egotistical  interested  motives  bestows 
his  hand  on  another — ^what  then  ?  " 

"  Egotistical  interested  motives,"  repeated  Cy- 
iffla,  "  there  may  be  some  who  could  pardon — and 
excuse  even  that — I  could  not.  I  should  despise — 
I  am  afraid  almost  hate — ^but  why  do  we  talk  of 
^ch  disagreeable  things,  and  you  really  look  as  if 
you  were  quite  in  earnest.  Ah,  there's  the  new 
arbour — ^how  pretty!  but  it  will  require  at  least  two 
yews  before  the  creepers  have  covered  the  top  of  it. 
I  suppose,"  she  added,  gaily, "  I  suppose  it  was  here 
you  waited  for  me  with  Madame  de  Rubigny,  and 
rt  wag  here  she  filled  your  head  with  all  those  dread- 
W  thoughts  about  slighted  love  and  desertion?  " 

"Exactly;  she  prophesied  me  all  the  horrors  of 
l>eing  slighted." 

"  I  don't  think  you  have  much  to  fear  on  that 
^ife "  said  Cyrilla;  "  the  President  gave  Melanie 
to  understand,  that  your  too  great  sitcce^  aupr^  des 

VOL.  I.  M 
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dcime»  had  caused  our  uncle  Gk>ttfiied  great 
ness." 

"  Pshaw — ^nonsense." 

^'  Don't  break  off  the  branches  of  that 
suckle/'  she  cried,  pushing  his  hand  aw] 
the  plant;  "  the  whole  summer  will  not  re] 
mischief  you  have  done.  Next  year  wl 
return  here,  this  jessamine  will  be  at  least 
as  I  am !  " 

"  Perhaps  so,"  he  replied  absently. 

And  they  walked  on  silently,  until  betw 
trees  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  boat  and  J! 
de  Rubigny  reclining  listlessly  in  the  stem, 
has  a  great  deal  of  observation,  and  may  be 
he  observed. 

"Who?"   asked  Cyrilla,   looking  up 
puzzled  'air;   her  thoughts    (and  unrequit 
was  not    among  them)   had  wandered  fii 
island — "  Whom  do  you  mean?" 

"  Virginie." 

"  I  daresay  she  has  a  good  deal  of  obsen 
said  Cyrilla,  making  an  effort  to  be  intere 
what  seemed  to  have  in  some  way  taken  poe 
of  her  cousin's  mind;  "  most  intelligent  peoj 
are  silent  in  company,  are  observant  of  all 
going  on  about  them." 

"  Then,"  rejoined  Kupert,  "  perhaps  a 
of  hers  may  interest  you." 
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''Perhi^  it  maj ;  let  me  hear  it." 
''She  has  discovered  that  Zomdorff  is  irretrieva- 
%  in  lore  with  you." 

^Has  she?"   said  Cyrilla,  stooping  to  gather 
*ttne  flowers ;   "  and  do  you  know  what  I  have 
discoYcred?" 
''The  same  thing,  perhaps,"  said  S.upert. 
**No,"  replied  Cyrilla,  laughing,   "I  think  it 
^tter  to  wait  until  I  am  told  such  things;  but,"  she 
*dded  in  a  whisper,  as  they  approached  the  quay, 
*'  it  has  become  evident  to  me  that  she  is  annoyed 
^t  our  liking  each  other  so  much !  " 
"And  do  you  like  me?" 

"Dearest  Rupert,  can  you  doubt  it?"  cried 
Cyrilla,  as  she  lightly  leaned  on  his  arm  and 
spung  into  the  boat. 

The  sultry  day  closed  with  a  sunset  of  imusual 
hrilHancy,  and  the  last  yellow  rays  played  gaily  on 
4e  bright  summer  dresses  of  the  loungers  on  the 
halcony,  as  they  watched  the  changing  form  of  the 
gold-coloured  clouds,  and  unreservedly  regretted 
4eir  approaching  separation.  Without  exactly 
^g  much  for  each  other,  their  education,  habits, 
•^  manners,  were  so  similar,  their  position  in  the 
^orld  so  much  the  same,  and  they  were  in  their 
detemination  to  rule  the  society  of  Exfort  so 
'Miited,  that  all  petty  jealousies  had  ceased.  They 
hew  and  laughed  at  each  other's  foibles  without 
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hesitation^  and  were  bo  very  nnieseiTecl  in  their 
remarks  and  raillery^  that  Cyrilla^  whose  acquaint- 
ance with  them  was  of  recent  date^  not  nnfireqnentlj 
experienced  a  confused  feeling  of  apprehension,  and 
dreaded  nothing  so  much  as  becoming,  if  only  for 
a  day,  the  subject  of  their  mirth.  It  had  been  this 
fear  which  had  given  her  strength  that  morning  to 
listen,  apparently  unmoved,  to  words  of  incalculable 
importance  and  interest,  and  had  enabled  her  to 
answer  them,  and  stake  her  life's  happiness,  without 
daring  to  bestow  one  glance  on  the  man  in  whose 
hands  she  had  resolved  unreservedly  to  place  it; 
and  it  was  the  same  motive  which  now  induced 
her,  not  only  to  listen,  but  to  join  in  the  desultory 
conversation  which  was  carried  on,  though  she 
longed  to  take  refuge  in  her  room  to  think  over  the 
momentous  words  she  had  spoken — the  promise 
she  had  made  without  one  thought  of  her  mother, 
— that  mother  whose  idol  she  had  been  all  her  life, 
and  who,  she  more  than  suspected,  would  disap- 
prove of  an  engagement  that  must  necessarily  be  of 
some  years'  continuance,  and  the  termination  of 
which  would  be  at  best  so  far  beneath  her  often 
expressed  hopes  and  expectations.  It  was,  there- 
fore, with  unmixed  feelings  of  satisfaction,  that 
Cyrilla  saw  the  different  carriages  drive  up  before 
tlie  liouse,  and  from  the  balcony  watched  the 
departures.     As  the  last   disappeared  behind   the 
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trees,  and  Bupext,  hAving  completed  his  cheerful 
adiaix^  turned  into  the  house,  Zomdorff  approached 
her  and  said,  ^^  I  intend  to  return  home  this  eyen- 
ing,  to— to  write — some  letters " 

"And  I,"  answered  Cyrilla,  "must  also  write 
—to  my  mother." 

"  Not  until  we  have  spoken — ^that  is,  consulted 
Melanie,"  he  said  eagerly;  "to-morrow  we  shall 
i&eet  without  the  restraint  which  has  latterly  been 
80  intolerable  to  me."  After  a  moment's  pause 
and  hesitation,  he  added,  "  I  am  sorry  to  be 
obliged  to  request  you  to  let  our  engagement  re- 
DMttn  a  secret  for  the  present — it  is  absolutely 
i^ficessaiy — ^unavoidable  for  some  time  at  least;" 
*nd  then,  without  waiting  for  an  answer,  he  fer- 
vently but  hastily  pressed  her  hand  to  his  lips,  and 
twned  to  meet  Rupert,  whose  voice  he  heard  in 
tke  adjoining  room.  "  Adieu,  Adlerkron,"  he 
"egan,  "  we  shall  not  meet  again  for  some  time, 
•nd  therefore " 

"And  therefore,"  cried  Rupert,  interrupting 
him, "  you  think  it  incumbent  on  you  to  leave  me 
twelve  hours  sooner  than  is  necessary !  Come — be 
sociable  for  once  in  your  life,  and  remain  here  un- 
"1  rfler  breakfast  to-morrow." 

"I cannot,"  replied  Zomdorff;  "there  is  a  let- 
ter which  must  be  sent  to  the  post  to-night " 

"  Write  here,"  cried  Rupert,  "  and  send  an  ex- 
preaa  mto  Exfort." 
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^  The  letter/'  mud  Zomdoiff,  miwilliiigfy ;  bat, 
as  if  he  thought  it  neoeeBaij  ta  excue  hinittlf  in 

Bomewajy  ''the  letter  is aheadj  wiitteni  and 

only  requires  date  and  seal but  it  is  in  my 

writing-desk  at  home,  and  I " 

''  A  letter  written  and  put  aside  for  oonsideiar 
tionl"  said  Bnpert  ''That  sounds  niTsterioiis, 
bat  will  scaicelj  justify  yonr  abnqit  departnn^ 
after  having  so  &r  fnlfilled  toot  desdnjr  as  to  i^ 
main  here  during  the " 

<< Fulfilled  mj  desdnjl    What  do  yon  mean?** 

"  C!ome,  don't  pretend  to  have  fingotten  the  time 
jou  had  jour  fiUxM^  ruled,  or  whatever  the  proper 
expression  may  be  for  having  one's  fortune  told  by 
the  stars,  instead  of  with  a  pack  of  caidsl  You 
look  now  as  if  you  would  rather  you  had  not  told 
me. 

'^  O  not  at  all/'  said  Zomdorff ;  "  but  I  am  ra- 
ther surprised  at  your  remembering  what  I  had 
altogether  forgotten." 

"What!"  exclaimed  Bupert,  "have  you  for- 
gotten that  you  are  to  be  married  twice  ?  and  that 
the  year  of  the  two  3's  is  to  be  one  of  danger  to  na 
both?" 

"  Nonsense/'  said  Zomdorff,  turning  away,  while 
a  fearftil  paleness  overspread  his  features,  and  even 
his  lips  were  white  when  he  spoke  to  his  aunt. 

"  Edouard,  you  must  tell  me  about  this/'  she 
whispered,  "  some  day  when  we  are  alone." 
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^I  cnnot  remember — ^it  ia  too  long  ago,"  he 
toBwered  impatientlj. 

''He  is  ashamed  of  believing  such  things/'  eon- 
tinned  Bopert,  langhing ;  then,  suddenly  perceiv- 
ing that  Zomdorff  looked  UfiHojed,   he  added: 

''Yet greater  men  than  he  is  have  been credu- 

low— actnaUy  and  deliberately  working  out  the 
piedictions  made  them.  Wallenstein,  Duke  of 
Friedland,  for  instance,  whose  astrologer  was  no 
kss  a  person  than  Kepler  himself!  And  then 
N^leon,  who,  they  say,  not  unfirequently  con- 
sulted the  fiamons  Lenormaud." 

"  I  could  tell  you  a  curious  thing  about  that 
Mademoiselle  Lenormaud,"  began  Melanie;  but 
Zomdorff  hastily  took  leave,  and  though  Rupert 
professed  the  greatest  curiosity  about  it,  she  per- 
sisted in  saying  that  "  there  was  no  use  in  telling 
him  anything  of  that  kind." 

"  Then,"  said  Rupert,  leaning  over  the  back  of 
her  chair,  and  lowering  his  voice,  so  that  his  words 
were  inaudible  to  the  President ;  "  then  let  me  tell 
you  something  of  another  kind : — I — should — ^like 
to  many— Cyrilla." 

"What!"  cried  Melanie,  looking  at  him  in- 
^ulously;  "you  don't  mean  to  insinuate  that 
yott  think  seriously  of  marriage  ?" 

"I  don't  insinuate,  but  say  plainly,  that  I  wish 
^  many  Cyrilla,  if  she  will  consent.    However,  as 


"  Oh  !"  cried  Melanie,  "  1 
she oil,  why  did  you  not 

"  Why,  you  know,  or  ra 
not  know,  that  I  had  determ 
or  indeed  any  one  else,  for  h 
though  I  liked  her  fix)m  the  1 
week  ago  that  I  discovered  h 
sort  of  thing ;  and  now  I  wis! 
at  once,  without  any  unnecesf 
for  I  don't  at  all  like  the  idea 
..   Melanie  gazed  fixedly  on  t 
not  a  word. 

"Well,"   he   added,  after 
"  can  you  not  say  something 
you  approve — ^that  you  wish.. 

"  I  wish,"  said  Melanie,  " 
remained  so  long  in  Berlin — 1 
differently  during  the  week  w< 
you  had  shown  a  little  more 
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LOpes  she  may  discoyer  she  could  not  do  better 
1:^411  take  me,  and  have  her  own  way  all  the  rest  of 

**  It  wonld  be,  in  every  respect,  a  most  rational 
OTt  of  marriage,"  began  Melanie,  slowly ;  "  and," 
lie  added,  musingly,  ^^  and  one  that  most  proba- 
bly my  annt,  and  most  certainly  my  stepmother, 
^rould  approve." 

"  0 1  am  qnite  aware  of  that,"  said  Rupert.    "  I 

luiTe  abready  had  more  than  one  letter  from  my 

aimt,  almost  commanding  me  to  make  this  pro- 

'pwil.    If  I  had  not  admired  Cyrilla  immensely, 

•wi  commmiications  would  have  been  sufficient  to 

We  made  me  avoid  her  altogether.     I  don't  like 

to  kaye  a  wife  forced  upon  me ;  but,  in  this  in- 

'^ce,  I  am  disposed  to  overlook  the  circumstance 

•fid  submit  to  my  aimt's  consent,  if  I  can  only  ob- 

^  CyriUa's." 

*I  shall  speak  to  her  to-night,"  said  Melanie. 

You  are  right  to  give  her  time  to  think  ;  in  fact, 

jou  might  give  her  more  time,  for  your  love  is,  of 

^^^^,  merely  that  sort  of  quiet  regard  which  per- 

*^  devoid  of  sentiment  usually  experience." 

"You  need  not  analyze  my  love,"  said  Rupert, 

4ough,  perhaps,  it  would  bear  the  process  quite 

•Swell  as  other  people's;  but  tell  Cyrilla  of  it 

•'rf  if  she  wish  for  time  to  consider,  why 

I  can  wait  a  day  or  two...  ...anything  reasonable; 

m2 
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bat  the  Booner  she  can  make  up  her  mind  the  b^ 
ter,  as  the  affimr  could  be  gol  up  without'any  del 
or  difficulty^  and  I  think  we  Bnit  each  other  : 
markaUy  well  I " 

Melanie  longed  to  contradict  the  last  aasertic 
bnt  she  forbore.  Folly  aware  of  the  advantages 
snch  a  marriage  for  her  sister,  and  quite  disposi 
to  do  justice  to  Bupert's  many  good  qualities^  si 
considered  acquiescence  on  her  part  a  duty;  ba 
Zomdorff  appeared  to  her  so  eminently  attractive- 
so  infinitely  superior  to  her  cousin  and  aU  othi 
men,  that  she  scarcely  for  a  moment  doubted  wlic 
Cyrilla's  decision  would  be*  The  few  hesitatin, 
words  of  worldly  wisdom  with  which  she  thi 
night  thought  it  necessary  to  accompany  her  con 
munication,  was  heard  by  her  astonished  sisti 
with  such  indignation,  and  answered  so  quickly  b 
apt  quotations  from  her  own  speeches,  that  Mebmi 
was  instantly  and  effectually  silenced.  YThen  a 
terwards  informed  of  the  explanation  that  had  a 
ready  taken  place  between  Cyrilla  and  Zomiiotl 
she  became,  and  acknowledged  herself  fiom  du 
time  forward,  her  nephew's  warmest  advocate,  ho] 
ing,  as  she  magnanimously  declared  to  her  aiste 
that  she  should  be  able  to  procure  for  her  that  d( 
mestic  happiness,  of  which  she  had  herself  been  f 
cruelly  deprived ! 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

^  Bnppoeition  that  decision  of  mind  and  firmness 
^purpose  most  necessarily  be  appropriately  em- 
^ed,  is  by  no  means  uncommon  ;  yet  very  cur- 
^  observation  will  lead  to  the  discovery  that  the 
P^n  and  features  do  not  always  represent  these 
^^lities,  even  when  inherent  in  no  common  degree, 
"^4at  mild,  gentlemanly  men  can  be  uncommonly 
^ostmate,  and  gentle,  delicate  women  scarcely  less 
^ ;  and  we  may,  without  hesitation,  use  this  odious 
^^ixi  to  such  persons,  as  however  the  hard-featured 
**^  inflexible -looking  may  dare   to  brave   their 
^nds,  those  whose  appearance  leads  to  the  sup- 
position of  pliancy  are  invariably  termed  obstinate 
^hen  they  assert  or  act  upon  an  opinion  of  their 
^*^.    Cyrilla  may  therefore  be  called  obstinate  ; 
^i  it  must  be  confessed  that  her  short  decided 
^iiswers  to  her  sister,  and  impatient,  passionate 
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exclamations,  seemed  ill  to  suit  the  firagile  fonn  m 
jouthhl  face  of  the  speaker;  yet,  although  i 
continued  firm,  unshaken  even  for  a  moment,  it  i 
peared  at  least  more  natural  when,  at  the  endl 
their  conference,  she  burst  into  tears,  and  declared, 
imalterable  resolution  to  keep  her  engagement  "w 
ZomdorfF,  even  if  it  should  last  for  twenty  years 

The  next  morning,  Rupert  followed  her  to  i 
drawing-room,  and  waited  patiently  while  she  ct 
lected  her  scattered  sketches  and  drawing  materia, 
her  maid  following  her  round  the  room  with  a  poc 
folio,  endeavouring  to  understand  some  oonfiue 
directions  about  how  the  pencil-drawings  were  I 
be  laid  that  they  might  not  be  rubbed.  A  fe\ 
books  which  Rupert  had  given  her  she  also  took  u 
in  a  hurried  manner,  and  then  showed  a  very  ev 
dent  intention  of  making  her  escape  altogethe 
But  she  was  recalled  by  him;  and,  half  laughingly 
half  seriously,  requested  to  resign  herself  to  tl 
horrors  of  a  tSte-h-tStSy  which,  he  assured  her,  wj 
now  quite  inevitable. 

"  O,  I  have  not  the  least  objection  to  a  tSte^-U 
with  you,  if — if — " 

"  If  I  were  going  to  talk  nonsense  as  usual, "  sai 
Rupert,  smiling ;  "  but  this  time  you  must  lisie 
to  the  words  of  wisdom,  strange  as  they  will  soun 
to  you,  coming  from  my  lips.  Melanie  has,  ( 
course,  told  you " 
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^'Qhl  Bupert,  dear  Hnpert,  don't  talk  about 
^bit;  fokjj  don't    Bemember  all  you  said  to  me 
yODself  the  first  time  we  met  at  Exfort ! " 

''I  don't  remember  what  I  said,  but  I  daresay  it 
something  veiy  different  from  what  I  want  to 
ly  now." 
^  Perhaps  so ;  but  I  remember  perfectly  your 

'^«7  words — words  of  wisdom  they  were You 

^^  that  you  had  a  sort  of  moral  antipathy  to  the 
idea  of  cousins  being  anything  to  each  other  but 
^t^ttiius ;  that  you  would  as  soon  think  of  marrying 
ytHirgtandmother,  if  you  had  one^  as  a  cousin ;  and 
^  you  could  almost  hate  our  aunt  for  having  cast 
*«badow  over  the  commencement  of  our  intercourse 
V  her  absurd  and  most  improper  proposition !  " 

'*  I  talked  a  precious  lot  of  nonsense  that  day," 
*^d  Rupert,  gravely. 

**  But  after  saying  all  this  to  me,"  continued  Cy- 
^^y^  quite  aware  of  the  advantage  she  had  over 
'**^,  "after  saying  all  this,  how  could  you  expect 

^^  to to  think  of  what  you  now  propose?" 

**  Very  true,"  said  Rupert,  still  more  gravely,  "  I 
^^«,  and  am,  a  fool ;  that  is  evident." 

**  No,"  cried  Cyrilla  eagerly,  and  mistaking  his 

V^t  manner  for  resignation  or  indifference ;  "  no, 

y^  are  my  dear,  kind  cousin,  Rupert ;  and,  believe 

^  no  cousin  could  like  another  better  than  I  do 

you." 
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'^ Indeed!"  said  Btipert, looking  at  her  inqoiringlj; 
^^  then  I  will  wait  nntil  you  have  learned  to  like  me 
better.  Yon  shall  have  weeks,  months,  a  whole 
year  if  you  require  it !  I  promise  to  quit  the  army, 
too,  and  live  here.   You  like  Freilands,  dcm't  you?" 

"  O,  so  much  ! "  answered  Cyrilla ;  "  the  six 
weeks  that  I  have  spent  here  have  been  the  happiest 
of  my  whole  life ! " 

"  And  mine,  too  1 "  said  Rupert ;  "  and  I  do  not 
see  why  we  should  not  go  on  being  happy,  when 
there  is  nothing  in  the  world  to  prevent  it" 

"  If  we  could  only  live  on  just  as  we  have  done 
lately ! "  began  Cyrilla,  with  a  sigh. 

"  That  will  scarcely  be  possible,"  said  Rupert ; 
"  for  the  President  would  never  consent  to  reside 

altogether  with  me,  in  order  that "  here  he  burst 

into  a  merry  laugh,  and  then  added,  "  You  must 
perceive,  dear  Cyrilla,  that  nothing  but  a  marriage 
can  enable  us  to  live  on  together  here ;  and,  there- 
fore  " 

"  I  am  sorry  for  it,"  said  Cyrilla,  interrupting 
him  hastily ;  "  but  you  must  not  speak  any  more 
about  that — at  least  to  me." 

"  And  to  whom  else  ?  "  asked  Rupert. 

"  Any  one  you  please.  I  am  not  so  vain  as  to 
expect,  not  so  selfish  as  to  wish,  that  you  should 
not  find  some  one  more  worthy  of  your  aflFection 
than  I  am." 
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^ind  ly"  said  Bnpert^  with  imperturbable  good- 
hmoar,  '^  I  haye  the  yanity  to  think  that  we  suit 
eidi  odier  perfectly,  and  am  selfish  enough  to  hope 
tliat  yoa  may  not  find  any  one  more  worthy  of  your 
iftction  than  I  am." 

CyriUa  blnshed,  and  walked  to  one  of  the  win- 
dows, while  he  continued:  ^^It  is  not  my  nature 
tobejealons,  or  I  might  perhaps  have  suspected  a 
riral  m  Zomdorif;  but  from  him  I  have  nothing  to 
fear.  With  his  luxurious  inclinations  and  ambitious 
plus,  even  you — even  an  angel  from  heaven — could 
not  move  him,  if  not  possessed  of  wealth ! " 

^*  There  are  some  passions  stronger  than  ambi- 
tion or  the  love  of  wealth,"  suggested  Cyrilla,  in  a 
lowToice. 

"Not  with  him.  Besides,  I  have  heard  it  said 
that  he  has  only  to  stretch  out  his  hand  to  find  that 
of  one  of  the  richest  heiresses  in  Germany  placed 
joyfoUy  m  his." 

"I  think  you  must  be  mistaken ;  he  never  made 
the  most  distant  allusion  to  anything  of  the  kind." 
"lehould  have  been  surprised  if  he  had,"  said 
Bnpert;  "excepting,  perhaps,  to  Melanie." 

CyrilU  became  very  pale,  and  sat  down  on  the 
^^^west  chair,  looking  up  as  if  she  expected  to  hear 
more, 

"It  may  be  nothing  but  a  report,"  continued 
Bnpert,  "but  I   have  heard  it  repeatedly,  and 
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should  haye  mentioned  it  had  I  thought  i 
sary — ^hitherto  I  have  had  no  motive — jo 
so  invariably  given  me  the  preference  when< 
came  in  competition,  that  I  was  vain  en< 
imagine  you  liked  me  better  than  him. 
too  much  to  expect  you,  at  your  age,  to 
sensible  to  such  extraordinary  personal  adv 
as  his  ! "  This  was  said  half  interrogative! 
as  he  received  no  answer,  he  added,  "  Yoi 
him  very  handsome  of  course  ?" 

"  I  think  beauty  of  very  little  importan 
man,"  she  answered  evasively. 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,  Cyrilla- 
dorfF,  too,  despises  beauty  in  his  own  sex,  a 
often  told  me  that  he  would  willingly  subm 
metamorphosed  into  the  ugliest  fellow  thi 
existed,  provided  wealth  were  bestowed  on  1 

"  I  never  heard  him  express  an  opinion 
kind,"  began  Cyrilla,  with  a  look  of  anxietj 

"  Very  likely,"  said  Rupert ;  "  I  dare  sa; 
are  many  of  his  opinions  with  which  he  has  t 
it  unnecessary  to  make  you  acquainted— an 
quite  as  well  that  it  is  so." 

"  Rupert — you  don't  like  him,  that  is  evi( 

"  I  always  thought  I  did,  until  to-da^ 
answered  candidly ;  "  but  without  appreh 
that  I  have  any  just  cause  for  jealousy,  I  n< 
disposed  to  point  out  his  faults  to  you,  be< 
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am  oonfldooB  that  I  must  lately  have  appeared  to 
gatA  difladvantage  hy  a  comparison  with  him  !'* 

"I  don't  know  that,"  said  Cyrilla  thoughtfully. 
"The  President  says  that  a  contrast  with  you 
makes  his  nephew  appear  a  perfect  egotist ;  and 
though  Helanie  thinks  that  in  your  place  and  with 
your  means  he  would  be  equally  generous " 

"Don't  call  me  generous — ^I  have  never  made 
an  effint  to  be  so  more  than  two  or  three  times  in 
an  my  life." 

Cyrilla  looked  surprised.  ^ 

"My  idea  of  generosity,"  said  Rupert,  "  is  not 
giving  of  one's  abundance — that  is  not  only  a 
Christian  duty  but  a  debt  of  gratitude  for  having 
much  to  bestow ;  the  pleasure  of  giving,  too,  is  a 
reward,  if  one  be  necessary;  but  doing  without 
something  oneself  in  order  to  give  to  another  is 
generosity ;  and  yet,"  he  added  musingly,  "  that 
repays  itself  too — sometimes—often." 

"  And  when  were  you  lately  generous  according 
to  your  ideas  ?"  asked  Cyrilla  with  some  curiosity. 

"I  see  you  want  to  make  me  forget  the  important 
subject  we  were  discussing,"  said  Rupert  smiling; 
"but  you  must  let  me  return  to  where  we  started, 
*nd  ask  you  if  my  being  your  cousin  is  the  only 
'^•wn  you  have  for  rejecting  me  ?" 

"  Have  you  not  told  me  yourself,"  said  Cyrilla, 

^t  you  considered  it  an  all-sufficient  one  ?" 
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^^  Bnt  I  have  ceased  to  think  it  anj  reasoi 
ever ;  and  yon  mnst  forgive  my  offering  yo 
advice  on  this  occasion." 

"Well,  what  is  it?"askedCyrilla,Tatherpei 
"  That  you  take  time  to  consider  befo 
refuse  my  proposal.    You  say  you  like  me, 
that  case  I  think  you  ought  to  consult  your 

— ^your  sister — and " 

"  No,  Rupert — on  this  subject,  and  on  ti 
alone,  I  think  myself  a  better  judge  th; 
mother,  sister,  or  any  one  in  the  world  cc 
for  me." 

"  Remember,  Cyrilla,  how  very  young  yoi 
"  I  am  old  enough,"  she  said,  rising, 
old  enough  to  know  the  difference  betwc 

intimate  friendship  that  I  feel  for  you ai 

love when  put  to  the  proof." 

"  Stay,  Cyrilla,"  cried  Rupert,  catching  h< 
as  she  passed  him  ;  "  stay — ^your  words  alt 

not  so  much  for  myself  as  for  you.     ^ 

was  right  after  all — she  told  me  you  did  b 
for  me,  and  that  you  loved  Zlomdorff.  I  < 
would  not  believe  her,  but  I  fear  it  is  so.  < 
dear  cousin,  listen  to  me  for  one  moment ; 
all  I  have  said  about  myself,  and  do  not  mi 
stand  my  motives,  when  I  warn  you  not  t 
your  happiness  in  his  keeping." 

"  You  suppose  he  may  really  have  tho 
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I    aniTng  tome  one  in  Berlin  ?"  said  Cjrilla,  try- 
ing Id  mnSitj  while  her  lips  qniyered. 

"People  said  80 — ^it  may  be  tme,  or  it  may  not 
-i  either  caae,  Cyrilla,  avoid  him,  or  you  will  be 
I  most  unhappy  woman  I" 

^  HoiF  crtiongly  prejudiced  you  are  againsthim  I " 
ik  exclaimed  reproachfully. 

'^I  can  say  nothing  now  that  will  not  appear  so 
to  yon,"  rejoined  Bupert.  "  It  grieves  me  to  think 
4ity<m  will  throw  away  your  love,  and  waste  the 
W  yeaiB  of  your  life  on  a  man  who,  however  much 
ussdfish  passion  may  lead  him  to  monopolize  you 
w^,  will  end  by  marrying  another.  You  will 
acvcrbe  his  wife!" 

"Nor  yours  either,"  said  Cyrilla,  with  some  irri- 
^•oon;  "  so  let  us  talk  no  more  on  this  disagreeable 
"Jibjcct" 

"There  is  still  one  thing  which  I  believe  I  ought 
toiay  to  you,"  began  Rupert,  and  then  he  stopped 
^  hesitated. 

"Well,"  she  said,  turning  round  with  ill-con- 
^  impatience,  "  what  is  it  ?" 

You  had  better  not — tell  my  aunt  that  you 

'A^ed  to  listen  to  my " 

0,  you  need  be  under  no  apprehension  on  that 
***^"  8aid  Cyrilla,  with  a  slightly  satirical  smile, 

1  •w  aware  how  sensitive  men  are  on  such  occa- 

"^^j  and  promise  you " 

Promise  me  nothing,"  he  cried,  interrupting 
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her,  while  a  flush  of  anger  passed  across 
"  Promise  me  nothing ;  I  spoke  for  your  ad 
and  thought  not  at  all  of  myself.  If  I  i 
you  call  sensitive,  it  is  only  to  the  very 
construction  you  give  to  all  my  words,  l 
I  am  concerned  the  whole  world  may  knoi 
love  you.  I  do  so  too  sincerely  not  to  h< 
you  may  never  feel  the  pain  you  have  now 
on  me." 

He  left  the  room  as  he  spoke,  and  she  £ 
some  minutes  completely  overcome  by  a  st 
of  the  most  contending  and  afflicting  emot 
sense  of  having  treated  her  cousin  unki 
mained  uppermost  in  her  mind ;  and  after 
irresolutely  up  and  down  the  room  fo; 
minutes  she  slowly  followed  him,  looked 
at  the  door  of  his  study  for  some  time  be 
ventured  to  pronounce  his  name,  and  ther 
ing  no  answer,  she  turned  away,  and  thrc 
of  the  windows  caught  a  glimpse  of  hii 
strode  quickly  down  the  lime-tree  walk  su 
by  his  dogs.  "  He  is  too  good-natured  to  1 
and  too  light-hearted  to  be  unhappy," 
thought. as  she  descended  the  stairs  to  he 
dressing-room. 

Melanie  was  as  usual  lingering  over 
breakfast ;  she  was  also  composing  poetry 
were  parted,  her  eyes  turned  to  the  ceilii 
the  fingers  of  her  left  hand  moving  as  i 
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t^  of  a  pianoforte  formed  the  metronome  of  her 

"  'Lines  on  leaving  Freilands,  for  Bupert '  Shall 
I  read  them  to  yon,  Cyrilla?''  she  asked,  not  in 
Ae  least  observing  the  anxious  expression  of  her 
ttto^s  features. 

"Nat  just  now.  I  must  ask  you  a  question. 
TcD  me,  Melanie,  did  you  ever  hear  of  Count  Zom- 
JorfTs  being  supposed  to  be  engaged  to  any  one 

I  mean  to  a  very  rich  heiress?" 

"Never,"  replied  Melanie,  with  a  look  of  such 
tnfeigned  surprise,  that  Cyrilla  felt  at  once  reas- 
med.    She  took  a  long  breath  and  sat  down. 

"  Did  Rupert  tell  you  this  ?"  asked  Melanie  after 
I  pause. 

"Yes ;  but  as  a  report  for  the  truth  of  which  he 
»ald  not  vouch.  He  seemed  to  think  you  must 
W  heard  of  it." 

"And  so  I  should — ^if  not  from  others,  from 
Bdoaard  himself,  for  his  confidence  in  me  is,  I  be- 
fcie,  unlimited.  It  is,  however,  possible  that  some 
feress  may  have  imagined  that  he  was  paying  her 
attention,  and  people  may  have  talked  about  it  be- 
^•'tte  she  was  an  heiress ;  but  for  my  part  I  am 
Evinced  of  the  truth  of  his  assertion  that  you  are 
4e  only  woman  he  has  ever  really  loved  in  all  his 
Be." 

"I  cannot  bear  for  a  moment  to  suspect  him  of 
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anything  dishonourable/'  said  CjriUa,  in  a  faltei 
ing  voice ;  "  but  oh,  Melanie,  why  did  he  reoon 
mend,  ahnost insist  oh  secrecy?  Surely  he  canni 
expect  me  not  to  tell  my  mother?" 

"  Of  course  not ;  but  it  will  be  time  enough  whc 
you  see  her,  I  should  think ;  and  why  provcdce  tl 
opposition  of  your  aunt  when  you  are  aware  of  tl 
enmity  that  exists  between  her  and  Edouard 
father,  and  can  easily  imagine  how  angry  she  wi 
be  ?  In  fact,  if  you  could  make  up  your  mind  m 
to  tell  any  one  until  Edouard  was  promoted  to  son 
higher  situation,  it  would  be  better  for  all  parties. 

"  Nothing  in  the  world  I  dread  so  much  as  har 
ing  anything  to  conceal  from  my  mother,"  obsenrec 
Cyrilla,  despondingly. 

"  And  yet,"  said  Melanie,  "  I  must  say  she  i 
the  very  last  person  I  could  ever  wish  to  confide  in 
— she  is  too  clever,  too  decided,  and  much  too 
worldly  to  be  consulted  on  an  occasion  of  this  IsioL 
From  her  you  have  nothing  to  expect  but  commandB 
to  marry  Rupert,  and  orders  to  return  home  imffl^ 
diately,  in  disgrace  with  all  your  family.  I  cm 
never  forget  the  cold  irony  with  which  she  treated 
my  love  for  Englmann — ^the  unfeeling  manner  to 
which  she  required  the  mutual  resignation  of  »tt 
our  love-tokens ;  but,"  she  added,  with  a  smile  o» 
satisfaction — "  but  when  I  saw  that  Valentin  only 
returned  the  half  of  the  lock  of  hair  I  had  given 
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lam,  I  letaiiied  this  little  nglj  ring,  which  never  has 
lod  never  shall  leave  mj  finger." 

^l  should  fwt  have  retamed  the  ring/'  said 
Cyrilla;  "  but  if  the  President  had  no  objection,  of 
eooise  no  one  else  can." 

"I  never  asked  Wilhelm.  I  would  not  name 
nd  a  thing  to  him,  even  now,  for  any  considera- 
tioii:  besides,  he  was  jealous  at  first;  and  never  shall 
Ifoiget  his  rage  on  finding  me  looking  over  some 
poeiDs  which  I  had  written  before  I  ever  saw  him. 
He  would  not  listen  to  my  explanations,  dashed  my 
btie  casket  to  atoms,  and  tore  the  papers  to  pieces." 

"Is  it  possible  that  the  President  can  be  in  a 
pMsion?"  asked  Cyrilla. 

"  I  only  saw  him  in  one — that  once — ^but  the  con- 
^  to  his  usually  cold  satirical  manner  was  so 
pttt,  that,  though  surprised  and  shocked  at  his 
^fence,  I  never  felt  anything  so  nearly  like  love 
i*  liitn  as  at  that  moment,  and  think  if  he  had 
gone  on  being  jealous  and  fiirious,  I  should  have 
fted  him  at  last ;  but,"  she  continued,  with  a  sigh, 
^he  would  not  be  jealous  any  more,  and  I  had  not 
<!Otttage  to  tell  him  that  Valentin  alone  possessed 
^  heart  and  occupied  my  thoughts  ! " 

"Cyrilla  did  not  seem  to  hear.  She  was  look- 
ing at  the  watch  on  the  toilet.  "  Don't  you  think," 
Ae  observed,  after  a  few  minutes'  silence,  during 
which  Melanie  finished  the  composition  of  the 
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"  Lines  on  leaving  Freilands" — "  Don't  you  th: 
you  could  be  ready  to  go  to  Exfort  in  an  hour? 
wish  so  much  to  see  Count  Zomdorff  again,  i 
put  an  end  to  ray  present  state  of  uncertainty." 

An  unusual  stillness  pervaded  the  whole  hoi 
and  especially  the  hitherto  so  gay  reception-rooi 
as  Cyrilla  and  her  sister  stepped  for  the  last  ti 
into  the  balcony,  and  looking  round  them  8 
Rupert  sauntering  homewards.  He  quickened 
steps  when  he  observed  Melanie's  carriage  bef 
the  house,  and  the  impatient  horses  compelling 
coachman  to  make  frequent  circuits  of  the  gravel 
space  before  the  entrance. 

"  My  dear  Rupert,"  she  said,  when  he  joii 
them,  ^'  you  look  so  serious  that  I  could  ahn 
fancy  you  were  as  sorry  to  lose  us  as  we  to  lose  yot 

"  You  hnow  I  am  more  so,  Melanie ;  but  I  ha 
no  intention  of  sinking  under  my  disappointmei 
or  yielding  to  useless  regrets.  I  shall  make  t 
most  violent  exertions  to  forget  the  last  six  week 
and  by  the  time  we  meet  again  I  shall  be  nearly 
jolly  as  ever." 

There  was  such  an  ill-concealed  effort  at  che< 
fulness  in  his  manner,  that  Cyrilla,  half  beseec 

ingly,  held  out  her  hand  and  said:  "You a 

not  angry  with  me,  Rupert?" 

"  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  be  so  unreaso 
able,"  he  replied  quickly.     "  Experience  has  tang 
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ne  that  the  afiections  cannot  be  controlled,  1 8ce/' 
k  added,  taming  to  Melanie,  ^^  that  you  have 
written  a  ^  farewell/  and  only  hope  it  is  not  an  af- 
fecting one,  for  I  don't  think  I  conld  stand  anytliing 
Iwiiymose  juat  now." 

"  Lines  on  leaving  a  place  where  we  have  been 
luippy,  and  saying  farewell  to  one  we  love,  without 
bowing  when  we  may  meet  again,  can  scarcely  be 
pjj^  answered  Melanie ;  and  half  exulting  in  the 
thought  of  moving  her  hearers,  she  began  in  a  low 
QOQotonous  voice  to  recite  them. 

Music  has  been  called  the  "  poetry  of  the  air." 
*»y  not  poetry  be  supposed  the  music  of  the  mind  ? 
ifclanie's  manner  of  reading  was  so  insipid,  and 
produced  a  discordance  so  disagreeable  to  Cyril  la's 
yingAj  that  she  at  length  interrupted  her  by  say- 
ing: '*  No  one  should  ever  read  their  own  coniposi- 
4ai3.  You  are  not  doing  justice  to  your  poem, 
ifclanie :  give  it  to  me." 

For  a  moment  her  eye  ran  quickly  over  the 
P>per,  and  then  with  inexpressible  grace  and  a  cor- 
Kttnes3  of  emphasis,  pauses,  .and  tones  that  evinced 
Itotli  study  and  practice,  she  read  the  lines,  awaken- 
ing, in  a  most  extraordinary  degree,  the  sympathy 
^f  Wh  her  companions. 

"  You  clever  creature !"  exclaimed  Kupert,  wlien 
*hc  had  ceased ;  "  every  day  brings  some  new  talent 
to  light." 

Vt.»L.  I.  N 
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"  That  is  not  a  talent,"  said  Cyrilla;  "  it  is  an 
accomplishment  requiring  as  much  practice  and  in- 
struction as  any  other." 

"  Cjnrilla,  you  have  now  quite  convinced  me," 
said  Melanie,  "  that  for  a  woman  a  careful  education 
is  more  desirable  than  talent  and  accomplishments 
— greatly  preferable  to  genius." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  said  Cyrilla ;  "  we  can  talk  about 
that  some  other  time  ;  but  let  us  now  take  leave  of 
Rupert,  and  go  home.  If  parting  be  half  as  dis- 
agreeable to  him  as  it  is  to  me,  he  will  wish  it 
over." 

"  What  I  most  wish,"  said  Rupert  quietly,  "  is, 
that  a  time  may  come  when  you  will  fed  for  me 
the  affection  which  you  now  so  unreservedly  ex- 
press." 

"  And  you  do  not  believe  me ! "  said  Cyrilla  re- 
proachfully. 

"  I  believe  you  think  yourself  sincere  ;  and  I  am 
sure  you  like  me  as  well  as  you  do  half-a-dozen 
other  men  who  do  not  care  about  the  matter.  Un- 
less something  quite  unforeseen  should  occur,  we 
shall  not  meet  for  a  long  time,  Cyrilla, — not,  per- 
haps, until  you  have  learned  to  think  differently  of 
me,  and  of  others  too." 

Neither  Cyrilla  nor  Melanie  wished  to  pursue  the 
subject  further ;  they  left  the  balcony,  followed  by 
Rupert,  and  parted  with  a  forced  gaiety  of  which 
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itey  were  all  quite  conficious;  but  which  they  sup- 
poeed  it  necessaiy  to  assume  before  their  servants. 
The  Mgher  the  rank,  the  more  firequentlj  occasions 

present  themselves  for  acting  a  part — ^most  often  of 

sU,  in  palaces. 
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CHAPTER  XVn. 


The  fear  of  being  oyerheaid  or  interrupted  hy  tli^ 
President  induced  Melanie  to  summon  her  nepheis 
to  her  boudoir  directly  she  heard  of  his  arrival  ^ 
her  house.  He  entered  the  room  with  an  appea= 
ance  of  such  joyous  expectation,  and  advanced 
wards  them  so  eagerly,  that  she  half  tamed 
Cyrilla,  who  leaned  on  the  back  of  her  ehair, 
exclaimed,  "01  can  you  suspect  or  doubt, 
he  looks  as  he  does  now?" 

"  Suspect ! — doubt !"  repeated  Zomdorff,  tanur::^ 
from  one  to  the  other,  while  a  shade  of  displeasiL:^ 
began  to  darken  his  handsome  features. 

"  Tell  him  what  I  have  heard,  Melanie,"  whi^* 
pered  Cyrilla,  timidly. 

"  We  have  been  told,"  began  Melanie,  with  some 
reluctance,  "that there  was  some  one  of  large 
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f^''^ to  whom  you  were  generally  supposed 

to  he engaged." 

"Bnpert  your  informant,  of  course;  but  I  can 
forgive  his  saying  anything  in  the  first  burst  of  an- 
noyance at  the  only  disappointment  he  has  ever  met 
^th  in  his  life." 

"I knew,"  cried  Melanie  triumphantly,  "  I  knew 
It  was  a  mere  report ;  perhaps  without  the  slightest 
foundation?" 

Cyrilla  looked  up  anxiously. 

Zorndorff  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then  replied 

^--0]  not  altogether  without  foundation." 
If,"  said  Cyrilla,  hurriedly,  "  if  an  engagement 
^^ tell  me  so  at  once." 

And  then "  said  Zorndorff,  quickly,  ^^  and 

then?" 

And  then,  let  ours  be  at  an  end." 

Perhaps    you  wish   it   to    be   so,"   he   said, 

*^ghtily ;  "  and  in  that  case  no  explanation  is  ne- 
ceggaijr." 

Edouard,"  cried  Melanie,  reproachfully,  "  this 
^^ottlie  manner  in  which  you  ought  to  speak  to 
yyrilla.  Do  not  force  her  to  repent  a  promise 
'^lich  she  made  with  such  unreserved  confidence  ; 
^m  she  desires  to  know  is  reasonable,  and  you  are 
''oimd  to  answer  her." 

"You  are  right,"  said  Zorndorff;  "  and  after  all 
^iere  is  little  to  relate.    Young  men  generally  be- 
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come  acquainted,  often  intimate^  with  the  sisten  < 
their  friends;  and  I  formed  no  exception  to  th 
rule." 

"  Then  the  person  to  whom  Bupert  referred  wi 
the  sister  of  a  friend?" 

"  Yes;  the  daughter  of  a  banker,  with  the  prw 
pect  of  an  unusually  large  fortune,  and  surrounde 
by  applicants  for  her  favour." 

"  So,  it  was  a  serious  affair,  after  all  ?" 

"  The  world  said  so,  and  my  father  ardently  d« 
sired  the  connexion,   as  what  I    most  wante. 

wealth,  was  to  be  obtained  by  it;  but "  ] 

stopped  and  bit  his  lip. 

"  But  what  ?"  cried Melanie,  impatiently.  "  M 
you  mean  to  say  that  she  refused  you?" 

"  N-o." 

"  Her  father  refused  his  consent,  perhaps  ?" 

"  No." 

^*  Then  you  refused  yours,"  said  Melanie,  sira 
ing. 

Zomdorff  was  silent ;  he  took  up  a  book  from  *< 
table,  turned  over  the  leaves,  and  showed  most^' 
dently  that  he  wished  to  end  the  conversation. 

CyriUa  was  too  deeply  interested  to  observe  tfa 
and  said,  earnestly,  "This  is  what  I  understo 
from  Rupert;  but  he  seemed  to  think  that  tl 
temptation  would  be  too  great  for  you  to  resist;  1^ 
fortune  is  so  immense." 


CYKILLA.  271 

'^It  has  become  immense  bj  the  death  of  her 
brother.  Bupert  would  of  course  be  sceptical,  it*  I 
»W  tiat  such  a  dower  would  overwhelm  me ;  it 
seems  like  a  reversal  of  the  order  of  things,  when  a 
woman  bestows  all,  and  a  man  has  nothing  but 
Umself  to  offer." 

"If  you  had  liked  her,  you  would  not  have 
bought  of  that  for  a  moment." 

"  Perhaps  not ;  but  as  I  did  not  in  the  least  care 
fer  her,  it  served  as  an  excuse  for  terminating  an 
«fiir  in  which  my  father  had  from  the  first  in- 
terested himself  more  deeply  than  ever  I  had  done." 
"Is your  father  so  very  interested?"  asked  Cy- 
^j  with  some  alarm. 

"Xot  altogether,  in  the  sense  you  mean,"  an- 
^'ered  Zomdorff,  half  smiling ;  "  he  was  interested 
*bottt  Margaret,  on  account  of  her  personal  suffer- 
'^gs.  She  wa.s  subject  to  nervous  attacks  of  a  pain- 
*W  and  dangerous  description ;  and  it  was  in  conse- 
quence of  one  of  these  illnesses  that  people  began 
to  talk  about  an  engagement,  as  I  was  obliged  to 
*peiid  hours  beside  her  sofa,  holding  her  hand  in 
^ne,  her  father  imagining  this  the  only  preserva- 
^^  against  a  recurrence  of  the  spasms,  or  whatever 
4ey  were  called." 

"Did  you  observe  anything  like  mesmeric  sleep?" 
^^  Melanie,  eagerly.  "  Did  you  feel  any  loss  of 
Rtrength,  as  she  began  to  recover?" 


272  CTBILLA. 

^^  More  loBB  of  temper  than  lose  of  Btiengdi 
never  felt  so  bored  and  irritated  in  my  life." 

^^  Perhaps  the  irritation  of  her  nerves  had  co 
munlcated  itself  to  yonrs perhaps '* 

^^  Spare  me"  cried  Zomdorff,  hastily ;  '^  the  si 
ject  is  disagreeable,  most  painfbl  to  me ;  and  i 
he  added,  turning  to  Cjrilla,  *^  if  you  can  feig 
my  impatient  answer  jnst  now,  and  are  satisf 
with  my  explanation;  I  hope  it  will  never  again 
mentioned." 

^^  I  am  quite  satisfied/'  said  Cyrilla ;  ^'  for  i 
have  rightly  xmderstood  yon,  there  has  been  no  < 
gagement  entered  into,  and  therefore  there  is  n( 
to  be  broken  ofi*  on  my  account ;  so,  I  suppose 
may  now  write  to  my  mother  ?" 

Zomdorff  was  silent,  and  for  more  than  a  mini 
appeared  to  think  intently.  ^^  I  have  no  reas( 
able  objection,"  he  then  said  slowly;  "  but  I  shoi 
greatly  prefer  your  waiting  until  your  return 
Salzburg ;  we  have  unfortunately  time  enough  1 
fore  us  for  explanation  and  discussion,  and  on  1 
part  of  your  aunt  you  may  be  prepared  for  thenD 
violent  opposition." 

"  That  I  know,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  and  agree  wi 
you  in  thinking  it  better  to  avoid  giving  her  a  sc 
ject  of  animadversion  ;  but  from  my  mother  I  ha 
never  had  any  concealment,  and  her  consent,  ev 
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if  unwillingly  given,  would  relieve  my  mind  from 
til  vmetjj' 

"Then write  to  her,"  said  Zomdorff,  "but  not 
jnst  yet;  grant  me  a  few  weeks'  delay.  I  have 
wch  an  nnconquerable  misgiving  that  my  dream 

rflu^pineas  will  be  but  short her  answer  may 

^it may  separate  us  for  ever !" 

"It  will  not,  if  Melanie  write  at  the  same  time 
with  me.  You  know  mamma  might  not  believe  all 
I  intend  to  say  in  your  favour ;  but  Melanie  can 
^te  letters  that  would  move  the  very  stones." 

"If  you  will  both  defer  writing  until  you  are 
*bont  to  leave  Exfort,  it  is  all  I  desire." 

"  Cyrilla,  you  can  hardly  reiuse  this,  his  only  re- 
quest," observed  Melanie. 

"Stay,"  cried  Zomdorff,  "  I  have  another  to  add 
to  it;  I  am  still  more  anxious  that  my  uncle  should 
^  kept  in  ignorance  of  our  engagement  until  he  has 
^  his  influence  to  procure  me  the  situation  which 
I  hope  will  lead  to  fortune  and  honour.  That  once 
obtamed,  even  he  can  hardly  oppose  my  wishes, 
•Ithough  I  know  he  has  other  plans  for  me." 

"  And  for  Cyrilla,  too,"  said  Melanie.  "  He  is 
Cl^ite  persuaded  she  intends  to  many  Rupert,  and 
bw  repeatedly  desired  me  to  point  out  all  the  ad- 
vantages of  such  a  marriage  to  her ;  his  opposition 
would  be  strong,  and  not,  I  fear,  confined  to  words 

80  you  see,  Cyrilla " 

n2 
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"  I  see  that  I  am  doomed  to secrecy." 

"  And  is  it  possible  you  ever  thought  of  consult- — 
ingWilhehn?" 

"  No,"  replied  Cyrilla,  "  I  am  too  much  a&aid 
him  for  that ;  but  I  certainly  was  equally  fur 
intending  deliberately  to  deceive  him." 

"  There  is  no  deception,"  said  Melanie.  "  Tc^z>tj 
will  merely  be  silent,  that  is  all ;  and  surely  tl^  i  i 
very  innocent  little  mystery  will  have  some  el 
for  you,  if  a  particle  of  romance  be  left  in  your 
position." 

Cyrilla  shook  her  head  very  gravely. 
"  Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron  will  not  condeao&=: 
to  be  romantic,"  said  ZomdorflF. 

"  The  word  romantic  cannot  prevent  me 
feeling  that  I  am  about  to  do  that  of  which  wc^oj 
mother  would  disapprove,"  said  Cyrilla,  turning  ^fccr 
tearful  eyes  to  her  sister's  face. 

"  That  I  dare  not  dispute,"  rejoined  Zomdoi 
"  there  is  no  doubt  that  your  mother  would 
prefer  your  cousin  Rupert  for  a  son-in-law — t 
she  would  like  to  hear  you  congratulated  by 
friends — would  like  to  be  herself  envied  by 
mothers  who  had  daughters  to  dispose  of; 
putting  all  the  necessity  for  secrecy  out  of  the 

Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron it  is  enormous 

sumption  on  my  part,  having  ever  dared  to },0^ 

you.     Perhaps  I  might,  perhaps  I  could^  have  i»^ 
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»gned  yon,  liad  you  not  yourself  said  that O, 

Qpiillay"  he  exclaimed,  passionately,  ^'  write,  say, 
^Jowkat  you  please — anything,  but  recall  the  words 
y<nx  gpoke  yesterday." 

**I  have  no  wish  to  recall  them,"  said  Cyrilla,  in 
*  low  voice. 

^^  The  most  distant  allusion  to  their  purport  in 

"^y"  nncle's  presence  would  cause  my  banishment 

*^»3i  Exfort,  and  effectually  separate  us  for  ever." 

*^  We  shall  at  all  events  be  separated  in  the  course 

^^  ^  few  months,"  said  Cyrilla ;  "  but  I  have  suffi- 

^^^W  reliance  on  you  to  wait  patiently  for  better 
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*'And,"  he  persisted,  "suppose  these  better 
^^^es  were  very  distant ;  suppose  obstacles  appa- 
^'^^tly  insurmountable   should  be  placed  between 

*^  I  will  wait — ^years — a  life  long ! " 
'^  WiU  you  promise  ?"  cried  Zomdorff,  with  un- 
^^>2oimtable    eagerness,    "  will   you    promise  me 

"  What  I  said  yesterday  meant  it,  and  you  may 
^ly  on  me.     I  ask  for  no  assurances,  no  promises 
^'Om  you ;  I  trust  you  implicitly — is  it  too  much  to 
^pect  you  to  do  the  same  by  me?" 

"  How  in  —  tolerably  rational  she  is  ! "  ex- 
^^ed  Zomdorff,  turning  to  Melanie.  "  She  does 
^ot  love  me yet." 
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'^  You  axe  tmgiatefbl/'  said  Heliiiie ;  can  yon^ 
not  perceive  that  her  regard  ahows  itself  in  acts^ 
not  in  words?" 

«  But  rnifortunately  I  am  by  natme  sospicioui.. 
and  nothing  bat  an  irreyocable  promise  can  satisfy 
me. 

^^  Irreyocable  I "  repeated  Mdaniey  laughing  - 
^'  one  would  almost  suppose  that  you  were  sugger^ 
ing  a  dandestine  marriage." 

'^  I  wish  I  dared  do  so/'  said  Zomdorff. 

"  That  would  be  terrificallj  romantic,"  rejoin-  -• 
Melanie;  '^  but  such  a  thing  must  not  be  named, 
even  thought  of  for  a  moment."  And  she  8a< 
rose  and  put  an  end  to  a  conference  that  was 
so  dangerous  a  turn.  Her  jesting  interpretadom- 
his  words,  however,  served  to  inspire  a  hope  fino: 
which  nothing  could  afterwards  induce  ZomdoiflP  i 
swerve,  and  on  which  he  rang  the  changes,  until  'tih 
idea  became  familiar  to  her,  and  at  length  finest 
a  frequent  subject  of  discussion. 
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CHAPTER  XVIIl. 


The  ensuing  six  weeks  decided  Cyrilla's  lot  in  life ; 
daring  that  time  the  strong  youthftd  fancy,  and 
unconscious  admiration  that  she  felt  for  ZomdorfF 
became,  under  her  sister's  auspices  and  his  unre- 
mitting devotion,  a  passion  of  that  enthusiastic 
description  which,  however  much  cultivation  of 
mind  and  manners  might  enable  her  to  concca,l  it, 
was  powerful  enough  to  blind  her  judgment,  make 
her  dependent  on  liim  for  happiness,  and  even 
threatened  to  deprive  her  youth  of  its  hitherto  un- 
broken serenity. 

It  was  the  dull  season  at  Exfort ;  all  Melanie's 
friends  and  acquaintances  began  to  quit  the  town  : 
the  Bellegardes,  with  whom  she  was  most  intimate, 
were  to  visit  their  grandfather  in  the  south  of  France; 
the  Vicomtcsse  de  Rubigny  to  return  to  Italy  with 
her  husband,  who  was  attached  to  the  French  lega- 
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tion  at  one  of  the  minor  coorlB ;  and  die  Presideiit 
arrangements  and  press  of  bnsiness  prmoas  to  h 
journey  to  Aix  confining  him  almost  exchisively  1 
his  office, — ^Melanie,  Cyrilla,  and  Zomdorff  we: 
more  than  ever  drawn  together,  their  interoomse  1ft 
impeded  or  disturbed  than  before.  An  apparent 
unlimited  confidence  was  established ;  letters  we: 
read  aloud,  answers  discussed,  and,  finally,  thr 
applications  for  consent  to  Cyrilla's  engageme 
despatched  by  the  same  post  to  Sakbuig.  H 
lanie's  letter  was  perfect,  the  romance  subdued,  ta 
praises  of  her  nephew  judicious.  Zomdoifrs  shoe 
energetic,  and  trustful.  Gyrilla  endeayouied 
confine  herself  to  affectionate  entreaties ;  but  de 
feeling  and  painful  anxiety  were  legible  betwa 
each  timid  line. 

The  morning  they  were  to  leave  Ezfort,  the  P" 
sident,  as  usual,  waited  until  after  the  poet  hoK 
deliberately  looked  over  all  his  letters,  and  then 
tired  to  give  some  final  directions. 

'^  I  have  just  heard  fix)m  my  father,"  said  2!o^ 
dorff,  approaching  Cyrilla ;  "  he  is  going  to 
win  Atm,  and  all  will  go  welL" 

'^  What  must  I  do  to  make  him  like  me  ?" 

^^  Sing  for  him,  read  for  him,  sketch  for  him, 
above  all  things,  laugh  and  talk  as  you  woulA- 
me.  You  will  not  find  him  insensible,  though  p^ 
haps  a  little  indifferent  at  first'' 
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'^01"  aaid  CyriUay  a  good  deal  relieved^  '^  I 
doD't  tliiiik,  firom  this  description,  I  shall  be  at  all 
afiudofhim." 
^' Your  peculiar  position  just  now  makes  unusual 
I       cire  necessaiy/'  said  Zomdorff.     ^^  His  plans  for 
ine  were  similar  to  jour  aunt's  for  you ;  and  he  is 
not  a  man  who  makes  allowances  for  weaknesses 
tiiat  interfere  with  what  he  considers  duties." 
^^But,"  said  Cyrilla,  "there  is  no  duty  in  this 

caae you  are  not  in  any  way  bound   to  this 

iUrgaret  von  Sommerfeld " 

**No — ^no— certainly  not;  but  my  fether  feels 
^'ich  compassion  for  her  wretched  state  of  health 

*tat  he "    Here,  to  Zomdorff's  great  relief,  the 

^^^ident  entered  the  room  again;  and  he  added,  as 
^^  in  continuation,  "  In  short,  he  is  a  great  admirer 
^  your  sex,  takes  their  part  on  all  occasions,  and  I 
*^vc  not  the  least  doubt  that  you  will  like  him." 

*' Of  whom  are  you  speaking?"  asked  the  Pre- 
sident 

"My  father.     I  have  just  been  telling  Made- 
moiselle d'Adlerkron  that  she  will  see  him  at  Aix. 
He  has  desired  me  to  meet  him  there  as  soon  as  I 
<^  manage  to  get  away  from  Exfort." 

"I  think,"  said  the  President,  slightly  frowning, 
^t  would  be  better  if  you  went  to  Berlin.     The 
'^x  months'  mourning  is  at  an  end,  and  there  is  no 
'^^nable  cause  for  further  delay." 
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'^  Tlien  I  must  make  an  i/nreasonable  one,"  said 
ZorndorfF,  with  affected  unconcern ;  but,  seeing  the 
determined  gravity  of  his  uncle,  he  added,  "  I  can 
do  nothing  imtil  I  have  seen  my  father  again,  and 
must  give  him  time  to  take  his  baths  in  peace  be- 
fore we  think  of  transacting  business." 

"  In  the  meantime,"  said  the  President,  with  a 
good  deal  of  meaning  in  his  manner,  "  in  the  mean- 
time you  can  get  over  the  paroxysm  of  admiration 
of  which  you  once  spoke  to  me,  and  the  sooner  you 
do  80  now  the  better.  Much  as  I  like  your  society, 
I  have  no  wish  for  it  at  Aix.  You  understand  me, 
I  know." 

Aix-la-Chapelle  was,  twenty  years  ago,  fiur  fiom 
l)eing  cither  a  handsome  town  or  particularly  plea* 
sant  place ;  but  the  warm  springs  of  mineral  water, 
for  which  it  has  been  so  long  celebrated,  made  it 
then,  as  now,  much  frequented  for  some  months 
every  year.  At  the  time  of  the  Congress  which 
had  been  held  there  in  1818,  the  President  had  first 
seen  Melanie ;  and,  after  a  very  short  acquaintance, 
she  had  become  his  wife.  With  a  regularity  which 
had  pervaded  all  his  movements  through  life,  he 
had  returned  to  Aix  year  after  year,  taking  the  same 
walks,  observing  the  same  diet,  and  using  the  same 
number  of  baths,  until  they  had  become,  from  habit, 
as  necessary  to  the  renovation  of  his  strong  frame 
as  the  relaxation  from  business  was  imdoubtedly 
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iKoeficial  to  his  hard-worked  mind.  It  is  trac,  he 
^  the  newspapers  while  in  his  bath,  and  wrote 
swend  hours  every  day,  but  he  was  no  longer  ab- 
wbed  in  business ;  he  grew  almost  cheerful,  and 
cren  occasionally  hazarded  something  like  a  jest 
rth  his  old  friend  General  Zomdorff,  who  in- 
^bljr  spent  the  greater  part  of  every  day  witli 
IiioL 

A«  3[elanie  never  walked,  the  President  con- 
afaed  it  incumbent  on  him  to  take  Cyrilla  out 
^  him ;  and,  after  having  shown  her  cver}'thing 
'Orth  geeing  in  and  about  the  town,  from  the  tomb 
of  Charlemagne  and  the  relics,  to  the  pond  of  warm 
ttk  water,  in  which  the  fish  flourisli  instead  of  be- 
ing parboiled,  she  was  thenceforward  expected  daily 
to  ascend  the  LouLsberg,  rest  for  a  time  on  the  ter- 
nce,  admire  the  \dew,  and  then  return  home  in 
precwely  the  period  of  time  which  liad  been  found 
requisite  for  the  performance  of  this  healthful, 
plfasant,  and  exhilarating  walk  during  the  three 
triab  necessary  to  ascertain  the  fact.  It  is  not  im- 
probable that  she  might  have  found  herself  before 
long  in  the  same  situation  as  the  girl  in  Madame  de 
Gcnlis*  "Palais  de  la  V^rit<5,"  who,  being  condemned 
to  wander  perpetually  on  the  most  luxuriant  green 
graae,  nnder  a  sky  of  unclouded  blue,  was  at  first 
enchanted  with  the  bright  prospect,  but  soon  grow- 
ing dreary  of  it  and  her  walk,  wished  for  any  con- 
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Yolsion  of  nature  that  would  change  and  teramui^ 
it.  Cyrilla's  companions,  however,  supplied  h 
their  conversation  the  want  of  variety  in  the  scenery 
The  President,  though  not  what  is  called  agreeable 
was  well  informed ;  the  General  was  both ;  aud  th 
awe  Cyrilla  had  apprehended  she  should  feel  in  hi( 
presence  was  forgotten,  when,  instead  of  the  grim- 
looking  warrior  she  had  unconsciously  taught  her- 
self to  expect,  his  still  handsome  face  and  youthfii 
figure  met  her  anxious  glance.  It  seemed  as  i 
hard  service,  more  than  age,  had  partially  bleachei 
his  hair,  which,  on  his  head  and  in  his  moustackkx 
grew  thick  and  long,  while  his  dark  eyes,  clear  an 
expressive  as  his  son's,  were  even  more  constant! 
animated;  and  the  scarcely  perceptible  shade  of  K 
that  coloured  his  sunburnt  features,  gave  an  a] 
pearance  of  health  and  freshness  to  his  who 
person. 

Cyrilla's  task  was  easy.  He  had  known  h 
father  long  and  well ;  they  had  sufiered  dangc 
and  hardships  together ;  her  name  interested,  1 
appearance  charmed  him ;  and  the  half  playfi 
half  serious  efforts  which  she  unreservedly  made 
please,  added  to  the  incessant  eulogiums  of  1 
President,  at  length  completely  fascinated  hi 
There  was  no  endeavour  on  his  part  to  appear 
day  younger  than  his  age,  there  was  nothing  you 
fill  in  his  manner,  but  there  was  also  nothing  ag 
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fielud  not  become  garrulous,  that  most  unfailing 
(voof  of  weakening  intellect.  He  neither  spoke  of 
liuraooeBses  in  love  or  war.  K  questioned  about 
luieuDpaignSy  he  described  them  as  events  in  which 
Us  peiBon  was  lost  sight  of  altogether ;  but  he  had 
bown  all  the  celebrated  men  of  the  last  war,  and 
of  them  he  spoke  freely  enough;  and  about  what  he 
lad  seen  in  the  different  camps  and  courts  where 
diaooe  had  thrown  him  he  was  by  no  means  re- 
w?ed. 

Cjrilla's  walks  on  the  Louisberg  were  very 
pfcasant  She  sprang  lightly  on  between  her  com- 
puions,  at  first  merely  a  listener  to  their  conver- 
tttioB,  latterly  a  participator  in  it.  The  President 
iottght  it  necessary  occasionally  to  affect  a  little 
pwental  authority  when,  complaining  of  heat,  she 
4rcw  off  a  scarf  or  shawl,  and  let  her  bonnet  hang 
V  its  strings  on  her  shoulders.  Not  so  the  Ge- 
^^  He  laughed,  seemed  to  enjoy,  and  openly 
«w»uraged  all  her  childish  wilfulness. 

One  day,  on  their  return,  they  found  Melanie 
fitting  at  a  table  covered  with  newly  arrived  letters. 
Cyrilla's  colour  changed  rapidly  as  she  received  the 
«»g-^xpected  one  from  her  mother,  and  retired  with 
It  to  a  distant  window.  Melanie  seemed  lost  in 
t^KHight,  the  President  and  General  so  occupied, 
"»t  for  nearly  half  an  hour  the  silence  was  un- 
woken  excepting  by  the  occasional  rustling  of  paper 


284  CTBILLA. 

or  breaking  of  seals.  At  length  the  Qenec 
served :  ^^  How  pleasantlj  and  quickly  ou 
here  has  passed  this  year,  Wilhelm  I  Ec 
writes  that  he  will  join  ns  here,  though  I  sc 
expected  him  to  do  so,  as  he  lefosed  last  yeai 
I  know  he  particolarly  dislikes  Aiz." 

The  President  looked  at  CyriUa.  She  wa 
ing  into  the  street,  and  appeared  totally  m 
ested  in  what  had  been  said.  '^  All  right  tl 
least/'  he  thought 

But  Cyrilla  had  not  heard  one  word* 

^^  He  says/'  continued  the  General,  referr 
his  letter,  '^  he  says  he  can  remain  here  a  w 
two,  and  that  he  hopes  to  induce  his  aunt  a 
sister  to  make  some  excursions  with  him." 

^'  I  shall  be  delighted,"  said  Meknie,  with 
laugh  and  embarrassed  look,  as  she  moved  q 
across  the  room  to  Cyrilla,  and  asked,  in  a 
per,  "  Good  or  bad  news  ?" 

"  Good — that  is,  consent ;  but  given  reluc 
— O,  so  reluctantly,  that  it  scarcely  deserv 
name.  There  are  a  few  lines  enclosed  for  y< 
for  him,  but  the  letter  seems  to  have  been  d 
more  than  a  week  in  Exfort ! " 

"Edouard  kept  it,  hoping  to  bring  it  t 
himself.  As,  however,  he  cannot  be  here 
next  week,  and  finds  suspense  intolerable,  1 
desired  me  to  write  to  him  directly,  but  on 
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eoDot  to  let  eitber  his  &ther  or  Wilhelm  know  that 

I  do  80." 

"I  hoped/'  said  Cyrilla,  with  a  sigh,  "  that 
Acre  would  soon  be  an  end  to  all  this  secrecy." 

"  0,  my  dear  creatore,  you  do  not  know  how 
poor  dear  Edouard  has  become  entangled  within 
tie  last  few  weeks.  He  has  evidently  been  too 
[  compassionate,  and  if  you  do  not  assist  him,  I  fear 
ke  will  be  sacrificed." 

"Sacrificed!" 

"  Hush ;  wait  until  these  two  men  have  left  the 
wm:  you  see  they  are  just  going." 

"Well!"  said  Cyrilla,  as  the  door  closed  on 
them. 

"Let  me  read  you  part  of  his  letter,"  said  Me- 
iMiie,  her  eyes  glancing  quickly  over  the  closely 

written  pages.      "'Accumulated  annoyances 

^Disolidted  affection cursed  feeling  of  commis- 

ttation' no,  that's  not  it But   here   he 

»y8:  '  And  just  when  I  had  reason  to  hope  that  I 
Aonld  never  hear  their  odious  names  mentioned 
•gain,  I  received  a  letter  from  old  Sommerfeld,  to 
say  that  he  was  ill,  and  would,  in  all  probability, 
^n  follow  his  son  to  the  grave; — that  if  his 
^lighter's  fortune  were  twenty  times  greater  than 
^  M,  there  was  no  one  on  whom  he  would  so  will- 
ingly bestow  her  and  it  as  on  me.  My  very  ob- 
j^on  to  be  enriched  by  her  had  so  raised  me  in 
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his  opinion^  as  well  as  hers,  that  he  joined 
wishing  to  make  the  most  liberal  settlemem 
so  that  I  should  in  no  waj  feel  dependent  o 
of  them.' " 

"  Very  magnanimous!"  said  Cyrilla,  bi 
quickly ;  "  these  oflfers  seem  to  have  had 
with  him,  too.  You  may  tell  him  when  yc 
that  he  is  at  liberty  to  accept  them." 

"  Wait  until  you  hear  the  rest,"  said  1 
and  she  continued  to  read: — "  I  need  not  1 
that  this  proposal  made  no  sort  of  impression 
but  when  the  old  man  added  that  his  unfc 
child  had  been  ill  since  the  time  she  had  h 
me,  and  that  she  was  at  times  almost  quite  in 
for  hours,  I  could  not  refuse  to  pity  and 
him.      I  have  seen  her  in  that  state  mj 
the  question  is  now  simply,  is  she  or  an 
sacrificed?"     Melanie  paused,  and  looker 

"  He  seems  to  forget  me  altogether ! ' 
Cyrilla  with  some  bitterness. 

"  O  no ;  but  he  imagines  you  do  not  f 
as  he  does  for  you.     You  have  never 
betrayed  the  extent  of  your  regard  fc 
asks  a  proof  now :  give  it  him,  and  f 
at  an  end  for  ever ! " 

"  He  shall  have  it,"  cried  Cyrilla 
ened  colour  and  flashing  eyes.     " 
from  all  his  vows  and  promises." 
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"He desires  exactly  the  contrary,"  said  Melanie, 

eigetlj.    "  He  has  requested  me  to  induce  you  to 

coMent  to — a — ^private — ^marriagc ! " 

"I dare  not,  I  dare  not!"  cried  Cyrilla,  with  a 
look  of  terror ;  but  in  her  heart  she  rejoiced  that  he 
give  such  a  proof  of  his  determination  to  reject  the 
wealth  she  knew  he  so  ardently  desired  to  pos- 
F  »K3.  "  Dearest  Melanie,  you  cannot  advise  me  to 
take  such  a  step?" 

"You  say  your  mother  consents "  began 

Melanie. 

"Yes;  and  she  dislikes  long  engagements,  too ; 
bat  she  certainly  never  thought  of  anything  of  this 
kind,  and  would  never  permit  it." 

"We  cannot  expect  her  to  trust  Edouard  as 
we  do.  She  does  not  know  him  yet,"  said  Me- 
lanie ; "  hut  let  me  read  the  rest  of  his  letter  to  you 
— *  I  confess  without  hesitation  tliat  I  have  not  my 
Other's  or  uncle's  stem  rectitude  of  character.  I 
cannot,  unmoved,  see  any  woman  suffer ;  and  this 
weakness  has  been  the  cause  of  all  my  embarrass- 
ments. Even  idolizing  Cyrilla,  as  you  know  I  do, 
I  will  not,  cannot  answer  for  myself,  if  I  must  sub- 
iwt  to  the  ordeal  of  a  few  scenes  such  as  I  know 
*wait  roe  in  Berlin.  Nothing  but  the  most  solemn 
^^^gagement — nothing  but  a  previous  marriage  can 
^le  me  to  brave  them.  Use,  therefore,  all  your 
influence:  o  nduce  Cyrilla  to  consent  to  my  plan. 
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Chance  favours  us :  a  young  clergyman^  a  firiei 
mine,  to  whom  I  have  just  had  an  opportumi 

being  usefiil,  is  now  in  Spa,  which,  you  know, 

near  Aix  that  we  can  go  there  any  day  we  pi 

In  trusting  this  young  man,  we  run  no  risk,    ] 

convinced  that  we  may  depend  on   his  seci 

Tell  Cyrilla  that  my  life's  happiness  is  in  her  ha 

and  entreat  her  not  to  drive  me  to  despair  by  I 

inexorable.' " 

Melanie  paused,  folded  up  her  letter,  and 
said  :  "  Your  answer,  Cyrilla ;  I  must  write." 

"  I  cannot  consent Melanie,"  she  added 

easily.     "  Do  you  think  that  Edouard  has 
quite  candid  with  us  ?     Do  you  not  find  this 
posal  of  the  Sommerfelds  odd — in  fact,  indeli 
if  we  may  not  suppose  a — previous  engagemen 

"  Not  at  all,  my  dear,"  said  Melanie,  impatiei 
^^  the  people  are  enormously  rich,  wish  for  r 
and  take  it  for  granted  he  must  be  merely  mal 

difficulties  to  enhance  his  value Though  yon 

not,  I  can  imagine  him  spending  hours  with 
nervous,  melancholy  sister  of  his  friend,  and  not 
more  natural  than  that  she  should  take  a  fane 
him,  and  determine  to  indulge  it  like  a  sp 
child,  as  she  no  doubt  is.      Come,  Cyrilla,  rel( 

little or  Edouard  may  go  to  Berlin  wit 

seeing  you ! " 

^'  Let    him    go  !  ''    cried    Cpilla,    petula 
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''After lie  has  passed  his  ordeal,  as  he  calls  it,  I 

ibll  kve  more  confidence  in  him." 
"Are you  serious?" 
"Perfectly ;  but  he  has  no  idea  of  going  to  Ber- 

lio.   I  feel  sure  he  will  come  here  and  insist 

0,  bow  I  wish  I  could  go  home  until  all  these  diffi- 
culties were  removed !  You  see  he  is  unreasonable 
is  his  demands :  no  assurances,  no  promises  will 
aitiafyhim!" 

"He  loves r^  cried  Melanie,  enthusiastically; 
"and  in  your  place  I  could  more  than  pardon  :  I 
dnmld  rejoice  to  find  him  unreasonable !  Had 
^ilentin  Englmann  possessed  such  energy  and  ar- 
Jwr,  how  different  would  have  been  my  fate  ;  but 
ieonly  talked  of  the  deprivations  to  which  I  might 
1*  subjected,  the  trials  I  should  have  to  endure, 

ttd  himself  proposed urged  me  to  yield  to  the 

wishes  of  my  family  I " 

"I  cannot  help  thinking  he  was  very  unselfish," 
•a  Cyrilk, 

"And  I  cannot  help  thinking,"  rejoined  Mc- 

■Jiie,  "  that  it  is  a  great  pity  you  could  not  make 

^your  mind  to  marry  Kupert.     I  perceive  every 

^y  more  and  more  that  he  was  right  when  he  said 

you  would  suit  each  other  exactly.     The  measure 

^  passionless  regard  wliich  would  have  perfectly 

**"8fied  him  will  drive  poor  Edouard  to  distrac- 
tion!" 

VOL  I.  0 
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She  left  the  room  while  uttering  the  last  won 
and  the  letter  which  she  then  wrote  brought  Zo: 
dorff  to  Aix  immediately.  A  stormy  scene  ensa 
in  which  Cjrilla  showed  more  firmness  than  he  1 
expected ;  and  he,  in  consequence,  adopted  a  syst 
of  acting  but  too  well  calculated  to  work  on  i 
feelings  of  a  youthful  and  warm  heart  He  p: 
tended  to  be  offended  at  her  having  questioned  h 
again  about  his  connexion  with  the  Sommerfeld 
indignant  at  her  doubting  his  word;  and  tlu 
quarrelled  with  her  in  the  most  decided  manne 
All  intercourse  between  them  ceased.  He  BeT< 
by  any  chance  addressed  her — ^avoided  her  wha 
ever  he  could  do  so  without  rudeness — and  gK\ 
fiill  play  to  the  naturally  melancholy  expression  < 
his  beautiful  coimtenance.  At  first  Cyrilla  wi 
angry ;  then  she  became  offended ;  at  last  unhapp; 
The  President  began  by  degrees  to  perceive 
change  in  the  manners  of  his  gay  sister-in-la^ 
She  seldom  sang,  no  longer  made  amusing  sketch^ 
and  complained  not  unfi-cquently  of  fatigue  durii 
their  walks.  Zomdorff  never  accompanied  thi 
after  the  first  day,  and  had  also  declined  joini 
any  of  their  excursions  in  the  neighbourhood,  \ 
though  in  his  letters  he  had  been  the  first  to  p 
pose  them.  The  President  was  sorry  for  Cyril 
but  highly  approved  of  his  nephew's  suppos 
prudence. 
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To  Cyrilla  a  contmnance  of  this  state  of  afiairs 
\xaBMb  intolerable.  All  her  efforts  to  conceal  her 
n&nngs  firom  her  tormentor  were  vain.  She 
bew  diat  he  read  eyerj  feeling  of  her  heart,  but 
be  did  not  apparently  triumph  in  her  struggles. 
He  evidently  became  himself  firom  day  to  day  more 
^ieptessed. 

At  length  she  summoned  courage  one  morning 
to  nt  down  beside  the  President,  and  quietly  but 
iciohtely  requested  him  to  make  arrangements  for 
kr  immediate  return  home.  While  she  was  still 
^Kiking,  Zomdorff  entered  the  room,  and  involun- 
telly  her  voice  sank,  while  her  colour  rose  in  the 
l*wenoe  of  the  unwished-for  auditor.  The  Presi- 
^t  paused  for  more  than  a  minute  before  he  an- 
swered :  "  Of  course,  of  course,  my  dear  child,  if 
JOtt  wish  it ;  but  you  must  promise  to  return  to  us 
•pun  in  a  few  months — in  a  very  few  months. 
You  have  become  the  life  of  our  house,  Cyrilla, 
*od  I  should  like  to  keep  you  altogether  now." 

"  You  are  very  kind,"  she  said,  with  a  fidnt  smile, 
•nd  then  added,  in  a  still  lower  voice :  "  Mamma, 
m  her  last  letter,  seemed  so  anxious  for  my  return, 
^t  if  you  could  manage  it,  I  should  like  to  leave 
to-morrow." 

''To-morrow !"  he  exclaimed.     "  Why,  to-mor- 
row you  are  going  to  Spa." 


As  Cyrilla  was  silent,  he  continued  :  ^^  M( 
not  give  up  the  party  to  Spa,  I  fear ;  I 
more  or  less  is  of  little  importance.  We  sb 
to  Exfort  the  end  of  this  week,  and  ther 
have  Madame  Ehrhardt  from  Freilands 
home  with  you." 

Accustomed  to  dictate,  he  considered  ft 
cussion  needless  ;  and,  having  looked  at  1 
gathered  up  his  papers  and  left  the  room, 
rose   precipitately,  intending  to   follow 
Zomdorff  sprang  forward,   and  whisper 
words  of  such  urgent  entreaty,  that  she 
Some  reproaches  followed;  then  entreatie 
giveness,  if  he  had  offended ;  finally,  a  ] 
appeal  to  her  heart.     Cyrilla  hesitated— 
— and  then — ^burst  into  tears.     Zomdorl 
advantage,  and  pursued  it.     Those  who 
"love  passages"  in  their  lives  (and  who 
know  how  difficult  it  is  to  quarrel  again  ai 
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say  1H),  and  all  her  efforts  afterwards  to  moderate 
hiB  expectations  were  vain.  He  left  her  to  make 
die  neoessaiy  arrangements  with  Melanie. 

^^^Ule  still  standing  motionless  in  a  state  of  pain- 
fbl  mental  bewilderment,  her  two  elderly  friends 
came  to  remind  her  of  her  promise  to  walk  with 
tbem.   Almost  mechanically,  she  that  day  moved 
(HI  between  them,  but  was  so  silent  and  abstracted, 
that,  after  a  few  fruitless  efforts  to  enliven  her,  they 
aiflo  became  taciturn ;  the  thoughts  of  both  cen- 
tred in  her,  but  were  as  different  as  could  well  be 
imagined. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

"  What  are  you  about,  Edouard  ?"  cried  the  Gen- 
eral the  next  daj^  when  he  saw  his  son  rather  oa- 
tentatiously  cramming  the  pockets  of  the  carriage 
with  books.  "  What  are  you  about  ?  Was  there 
ever  such  a  dull  insensible  fellow  in  this  world  ? 
One  would  think  you  were  going  to  travel  with  me 

or  your  uncle if  you  can  read  in  such  society,  I 

disown  you  altogether." 

"  And  I  adopt  him,"  cried  the  President,  with 
unusual  warmth.  ^^  Edouard,  you  are  acting  like 
a  man  of  honour,  and  I  admire  and  appreciate  your 
conduct  more  than  I  can  here  express ;  but  you  un- 
derstand me." 

He  did ;  and  as  he  bent  forward,  under  pretence 
of  assisting  his  aunt  in  her  search  for  her  note-book, 
he  blushed  in  that  dim,  scarcely  perceptible  manner 
peculiar  to  very  pale  men ;  but  the  veins  on  his 
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temples  swelled  high  and  ptuple  at  the  praise  which 
he  felt  at  that  mom^it  he  did  not  deserve  in  the 
sense  it  had  been  bestowed  on  him.     As  they  drove 
off,  he  consoled  himself  with  the  idea,  that  his  un- 
premeditated quarrel  with  Cyrilla,  and  no  effort  on 
Us  part,  had,  on  the  present  occasion,  tended  to  de- 
criye  hig  uncle. 

Spa  is  about  ten  leagues  from  Aix-la-Chapelle, 
uid  is  situated  in  the  mountains  of  the  Ardennes, 
occupying  a  valley  round  which  hills  covered  with 
woods  form  an  amphitheatre,  and  give  it  various 
^  pictoresque  environs  that  tempt  the  inhabitants 
to  continual  excursions.  To  the  well-known  ruins 
ofFianchimont  the  travellers  went  at  once.  They 
thought  they  might  be  questioned  about  them,  or 
the  view  from  them,  and  they  wished  to  have  the 
ensuing  morning  free. 

The  use  which  Zomdorff  and  Cyrilla  made  of 
this  fieedom  was  to  bind  themselves  by  vows  as 
solemn  as  they  were  secret.  It  was  at  the  G^rous- 
tfe  spring,  about  two  miles  from  Spa,  that  they 
niet  the  clergyman ;  and  in  the  keeper's  house, 
^here  he  had  procured  a  room  for  them,  the  mar- 
''^ge-ceremony  was  performed ;  not,  however,  until 
Zomdorff  had  explained  at  some  length  to  his  very 
^Jssatiafied,  and  evidently  most  unwilling  friend, 
«*twhatever  legal  formalities  had  been  omitted  from 
^ant  of  time,  should  be  carefully  attended  to  subse- 
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quently,  and  that  at  all  events  there  was  eveiy  pic 
bability  that  the  ceremonj  would  be  performed  agik 
at  some  not  very  distant  period  in  a  more  publ 
manner,  and  in  presence  of  their  mutual  relatioiki 
When  they  were  to  exchange  rings,  as  is  usual  " 
CTemiany,  there  was  an  embarrassed  pause.  Zora 
dorff,  after  a  moment's  hesitation,  drew  from 
little  finger  of  his  left  hand  a  small  but  very 
sively  set  seal-ring,  on  which  his  arms  were 
graved,  and  placed  it  on  the  third  finger  of  Cyrilla* 
right  hand  (the  left  is  only  used  to  denote  a  leC 
handed  or  unequal  marriage),  then  took  from  her 
small  twisted  hoop,  gave  it  the  place  previous  1 
occupied  by  his  signet,  and  murmured,  as  he  did  »« 
the  words,  "  for  ever." 

After  their  return  to  Spa,  when  speaking  of  tk- 
circumstance,  and  laughing  about  having  forgotts 
the  mystic  sign  of  eternity,  Zomdorff  told  CyriU 
that  at  their  second  marriage  he  would  reclaim  A-a 
ring,  but  that  hers  should  never  leave  his  finger,  an 
was  destined  to  accompany  him  to  the  grave. 

"And  this  second  marriage?"  cried  Melanie 
eagerly,  "  when  is  it  likely  to  take  place  ?" 

That  depends  on  circumstances  over  which  I  havi 
no  control,"  replied  Zomdorfi",  gravely. 

"  It  will  not,  I  hope,  be  necessary  ever  to  mentior: 
what  occurred  this  morning  at  the  G^roustfere,'' 
continued  Melanie,  walking  up  and  down  the  room 
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UMamly,    "  Wilhelm  would  be  furious I  am 

t^ipniiingto think it  was  a  very  unadvised 

— ^Mty  act I I  wish  to  heaven  I  had  not 

«OMented." 

She  felt  that  she  had  more  than  consented — she 

™  promoted.  After  a  long  pause  she  began  again  : 

A  painful  presentiment  of  evil  is  coming  over  me. 

^^ yo^  another Edouard,  your 

»4er Good  gracious,  how  can  you  talk  in  that 

'^J,  and  be  happy  at  such  a  moment ! " 

This  was  addressed  to  her  companions,  but  they 

"Cardher  not ;  seated  together  on  a  sofa,  they  seemed 

to  have  no  thought  but  for  each  other.     Cyrilla 

*^led  and  blushed;   while   ZomdorfF  whispered 

Wght  visions  of  future  happiness  and  assurances 

^at  the  ensuing  two  or  three  years  would  be  more 

^dnrable  to  them  both,  now  that  the  doubts  and 

*^^eties  of  an  uncertain  engagement  were  at  an 

^d,and  they  could  enjoy  the  tranquillizing  certainty 

^'^^t,  happen  what  would,  they  were  bound  to  each 

^^her  for  life.     As  Melanic  approached  them,  Cy- 

^lla  drew  her  down  beside  her ;  while  Zomdorff 

^ntinued  talking,  totally  undisturbed  by  her  pre- 

*^nce.    She  listened,  and  tried  to  forget  her  appre- 

'^^nsions,  but  in  vain ;  his  unusually  high  sjnrits 

**^niied  her  more  and  more  ;  she  proposed  ordering 

^^  carriage  to  return  to  Aix.     He  would  not  listen 

^  W;  and  when  she  commenced  a  half  earnest  ex- 
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poBtulation  with  Cyrilla,  he  playfiiUy  waved  hm 
away,  saying^  that  no  one  should  in  futoie  inteifeie 
between  him  and  his  wife. 

Melanie  tried  to  laugh ;  but  tears  stood  in  he 
eyes  as  she  walked  to  a  window,  and  watched  soxxi 
black  clouds  which  began  to  gather  oyer  the  town 
foreboding  a  thunder-storm.  With  the  first  fl«tf 
of  lightning,  a  light  travelling  carriage  appeared  i 
the  street,  and  dashed  furiously  on  towards  tl 
hotel.  ^^  Edouard,  Edouard,"  she  exclaimed  ahno^ 
breathlessly,  "  here  is  your  father,  and  I  do  belie'« 
your  uncle  is  with  him." 

"  What  the  devil  has  brought  them  here? "  cri^ 
Zomdorff,  starting  up.  "  Did  they  say  anythin.^ 
to  you  about  intending  to  come?" 

"  On  the  contrary,  they  both  refused,  and  8ai<^ 
nothing  would  induce  them  to  submit  to  the  exam-^ 
ination  of  their  luggage  on  the  frontiers;  and  yet  your' 
father's  carriage  is  packed  as  if  for  a  long  journey, 
and  your  servant  that  you  purposely  left  at  Aix  is 
with  him." 

"  I'hen,"  said  Zomdorff,  "  he  has  got  letters 
from  those  cursed  Sommerfelds,  who  seem  deter- 
mined to  hunt  me  down.  Any  woman  but  Margaret 
would  have  perceived  long  ago  that  I  all  but — Abated 
her.  Cyrilla,  dearest,  our  trials  are  beginning 
sooner  than  I  expected ;  my  father  is  violent,  and 
a  stonn  is  now  inevitable,  but  it  is  imnecessary 
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Alt  Jim  should  witness  it — I  will  meet  him  alone. 

If  he  insist  on  my  going  with  him  at  once  to 

Berlin,  I  shall  consent;  it  will  be  but  two  days 

sooner  tfian  I  intended;  and,  watched  by  him  and 

inj  uncle,  as  I  should  be  in  case  I  reftised,  we 

could  enjoy  but  little  of  each  other's  society,"     He 

feft  the  loom  by  one  door,  as  his  father  and  the 

I^iesident  entered  by  another. 

They  looked  round  with  some  surprise;  it  was 

evident  they  had  expected  to  find  him  where  in 

^^ct  he  had  been  a  few  minutes  before.      The 

■^ireaident  said    something  about  "  business," — a 

'^'"cid  which  his  lips  seemed  to  form  from  habit;  the 

^^neral  asked  for  his  sOn,  and  on  hearing  Melanie's 

^tiswer,  prepared  to   seek   him.      The   President 

^^w  him  aside,  and  whispered,  "  Do  not  be  too 

^^*8ty:  though  he  confessed  that  he  admired,  he 

has  80  evidently  avoided  her  of  late,  that  I  am 

''till  inchned  to  think  he  has  not  spoken  to  her — 

perhaps  she  knows  nothing  at  all  about  the  matter; 

Wore  you  see  him,  let  me  at  least  question  Me- 

*^ie."    He  turned  to  his  wife,  and  in  his  most 

^hnn  and  severe  manner  requested  her  to  accom- 

7^J  him  into  the  adjoining  room. 

Cyrilla  looked  anxiously  towards  the  General; 
^  knew  he  liked  her,  and  all  her  hopes  now 
^tred  in  him.  Though  aware  that  she  dared  not 
^esft  what  had  occurred  that  morning,  she  wished 
huu  to  speak  to  her  about  his  son ;  she  thought  he 
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might  be  indnoed  to  gi^e  mp  hb  memsuij  pla 
for  hiniy  if  aware  of  their  mntaal  athMthiifWfft^.  m 
she  now  felt  that  she  ooold  admowlecige  b 
without  reserve.  Sorely  a  man  who  oonld  qx 
80  gently,  and  look  bo  kindlj,  mnat  yalne  aflSacti 
more  than  money!  OyriUa's  fartive  glance  toww 
her  usually  cheerful  companion  made  her  he 
sink;  he  appeared  to  have  suddenly  grown  tall 
as  with  head  erect,  his  arms  folded,  his  brows  oc 
tracted,  his  lips  firmly  pressed  together,  he  ii 
patiently  paced  the  long  apartment,  stopping  ho'^ 
ever,  occasionally,  to  fix  his  dark  searching  e^ 
upon  her  face.  There  was  something  terrific 
his  glance,  something  which  she  did  not  understan. 
but  she  recoiled  before  it  and  felt  alarmed.  Pes 
haps  he  observed  this,  for  the  firmness  of  his  8t6 
relaxed;  he  stopped  more  firequently,  and  at  lengl 
said,  ^'  I  am  sorry  you  have  seen  me  in  this  stel 
of  irritation;  I  fear  it  may  eradicate  any  mor 
agreeable  impressions  I  may  have  been  so  fbrtunat 
as  to  have  made  on  you,  during  our  six  week 
acquaintance.'' 

^^  You  have  made  me  a  little  afiraid  of  you 
confess,"  answered  C3nilla,  attempting  to  amik 
^^  I  am  not  at  all  courageous — a  loud  word,  or  -a 
angry  look,  intimidates  me  at  once." 

'^  That  is  tlie  very  last  thing  in  the  world 
should  wish  to  do,"  said  the  Greneral,  still  standin 


CTKILLA.  801 

end  before  her.  ^'  I  have  received  letters  of  a 
most  unpleasant,  most  painfiil  description,  but — 
fait— if  jroii  have  nothing  to  do  with  this  unfor- 
tunate afiair—- or  if  you  are  only  unconsciously  the 
caoae,  why,  I  have  no  right — I  have  no  wish — in 
&ctj  you  cannot  change  your  nature,  and  become 
disagreeable  instead  of  charming,  or  ugly  instead  of 
— of— pshaw!"  and  he  again  commenced  his  walk. 
"I  have  no  wish  to  be  either  disagreeable  or 
^y,"  observed  Cyrilla,  demurely  looking  up  at 
him. 

"  To  know  you  well,  and  not  to — like — ^you,  is 
impoggible,"  began  the  General  after  a  pause. 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,"  rejoined 
Cyrilla,  once  more  breathing  freely;  "  there  is  no 
^  I  have  ever  taken  so  much  pains  to  please  as 
you." 

"  Indeed !  I  feared  it  was  the  vanity  inherent 
^  man,  which  sometimes  made  me  imagine  this : 
^y  natural  imderstanding  refused  to  believe  that 
^ne  like  you  could  feel  any  interest  in  an  old  soldier 
such  as  I  am." 

"  I  never  saw  you  look  old  until  just  now,"  said 
Cyrilla;  "  and  it  was  not  exactly  old  either,  but 
^ble.  I  think  you  have  made  me  even  more 
afraid  of  you  than  I  am  of  the  President,  and 
yesterday  I  could  have  spoken  to  you  as  I  would 
^o--to-Melanie." 
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"  I  wish,"  he  said,  leaning  over  the  end  of  tkc^ 
sofa  while  his  features  by  degrees  began  to  remmm.^ 
their  usual  expression,  ^^  I  wish  jon  would  forg«^t 
having  seen  me  angry." 

^^  I  cannot,  until  you  have  been  for  some  tintue 
quite  yourself  again." 

He  paused,  and  seemed  to  deliberate.  ^^  I  do  r^ol 
quite  understand  you,"  he  began  slowly;  "  may  1 
ask  you  a  question  or  two  ?  " 

"  As  many  as  you  please,"  answered  Cyrill«fc, 
hoping  that  at  last  he  was  about  to  name  his  son. 

"  You  said  just  now,  that  you  had  taken  troufcl^ 
to  please  me.     You  did  so,  perhaps,  and  now  teW 
me  so  without  reserve,  because  I  am  old  enough  to 
be — ^your  father  ?  " 

Cyrilla  blushed  and  turned  away  her  head. 

"  And  you  sang  all  that  old-fashioned  music  I 
brought  you — merely  to  humour  the  fancies  of  an 
old  man  ?  " 

Tliere  was  something  so  gentle,  so  resigned,  in 
the  half-sigli  with  which  this  was  said,  that  Cyrilb 
looked  up  with  some  surprise,  and  said,  "  I  never 
thought  about  your  age;  I  sang  whatever  and 
whenever  you  desired  it,  because  I  wished  you  to 
like  me." 

"  You  would  not,  however,  be  so  candid,"  ol 
served  the  General,  smiling,  "  if  I  were  a  score 
years  younger  ?  " 
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""PeiiiiiMi  not'' 

''And  suppose/'  he  oontiniiedy  ^'  sappose,  besides 
^kmgy  I  were  to  admire  yon  as  if  I  were  that  score 
^  jears  younger  ?  " 

^'Like  and  admire  me  as  much  as  you  please/' 
•id  Cyrilla,  "  but  never  again  look  at  me  as  you 
<3ju«tnowI" 

^^  Never /^^  exclaimed  .the  Greneral,  and  snatching 
'Y  handy  he  pressed  it  to  his  lips;  a  moment  after, 
seemed  to  turn  to  a  torpedo  within  his  grasp — ^he 
i^aed  at  it  as  if  all  his  faculties  had  become  be- 
Lanbed.  Cyrilla  saw  that  his  eyes  were  fixed  on 
^  ring  she  had  that  morning  received  from  Zom- 
^xff;  she  saw  that  he  recognised  it,  and  was  not 
>XTy  that  the  imusual  form  of  the  shield  and  heavy 
^tting  spared  her  the  pain  of  a  partial  explanation 
hich  she  rather  desired  than  otherwise.  To  re- 
move any  lingering  doubts,  he  raised  her  hand  so 
*  to  let  the  light  fall  on  the  seal,  and  immediately 
*^iceived  his  own  arms.  "  That  ring,"  he  said, 
•Wly,  "  has  been  given  you  by  Edouard — my 
^." 

Cyrilla  did  not  speak,  and  he  continued,    "  I 

^,  I  greatly  fear,  he  did  not  tell  you  how  it  came 

^^to  his  possession,  or  you  would  have  preferred 

''^I  other  gift,  perhaps  have  reiused  to  accept  of 

*^y  one  from  him.'' 

Cyrilla  looked  up  inquiringly. 
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^'  You  have  most  probably  never  heard  the  name 
of  Margaret  von  Sommerfeld  ?  " 

"  Count  Zomdorff  spoke  of  her  as  a  person  that 

you  very  much  wished  him  to  marry "  b^an 

CyriUa. 

"  A  person  that  he  very  much  wished  to  many,^ 
said  the  General,  sternly;  "  a  person  whose  s&x^ 
tions  he  sought  and  gained  many  years  ago,  whiE- 
still  a  student.     At  that  time  he  wished  to  m 
but  I  feared  his  giving  up  his  profession,  and 
father  equally  dreaded  his  want  of  steadiness:  r 
was  therefore  postponed;   but  a&er   a  long 
dangerous  illness,  from  which  she  is  scarcely 
recovered,  a  solemn  betrothal  took  place,  and 
was  the  ring  she  gave  him  in  the  presence  of 
her  assembled  relations.   The  successive  deaths  of 
sister  and  two  brothers  have  hitlierto  prevented  th^ 
fulfilment  of  this  engagement,  but  her  father  i^ 
now  dying,  and  wishes  for  the  marriage  without 
further  delay.     Henceforward  procrastination  be- 
comes treachery  towards  a  woman  whose  affections 
has  been  undeviating  so  many  years — ^who  has  stood 
all  the  various  trials  to  which  he  has  not  scrupled 
to  subject  her,  and  whose  life,  they  say,  depends  oo 
his  future  conduct  to  her.     What  hts  intentions  or 
wishes   may  be   now,   I   shall  not  inquire;  he  is 
bound  in  honour  to  make  Margaret  his  wife — «nd 
his  wife  she  shall  be,"  he  added  again,  walking  up 


CYRILLA.  305 

tnd  down  the  room,  ^'  his  wife  she  shall  be  before 

nuuij  weeks  are  over." 

Cjrrilky  completely  confounded  by  this  lucid  statc- 

I      ment,  the  truth  of  which  she  did  not  for  a  moment 

doubt,  sat  stupified,  imtil  he  pronounced  the  la^t 

'^oris.    Their  dire  import  to  her,  however,  roused 

Wat  once,  and,  clasping  her  hands,  she  stammered : 

fint  he  does  not  care  for  her ;  he  does  not  like 
her!" 

*'  He  did  care  for  her,  or  pretended  to  do  so,  which 
**  the  same  thing  in  the  eyes  of  the  world.  Her 
"Others  are  dead,  her  father  dying,  she  has  no  near 
elation  to  call  him  to  account ;  but  /  have  pro- 
^sed  to  be  her  guardian,  and  I  have  never  yet 
^ken  a  promise,  nor  shall  a  son  of  mine  do  so. 
I  Would  rather,"  he  added,  vehemently,  "  I  would 
'^ther  see  him,  with  all  his  youth,  talent,  and  beauty, 
*tfetchcd  on  his  bier,  than  that  a  shade  of  dis- 
lonour  shoidd  pass  over  our  house ! " 

He  left  her,  and  she  sat  in  a  sort  of  stupor,  she 
inew  not  how  long.     Her  sister  and  the  President 
entered  the  room ;  she  heard  the  former  reproach 
her  husband  for  having  kept  her  in  ignorance  of  so 
important  a  circumstance  as  her  nephew's  engage- 
ment, and  heard  the  President  answer  : 

"  I  should  have  told  you  long  ago,  Melanie,  had 
jou  been  as  reasonable  as  you  are  a  clever  woman. 
Tour  actions  are  irreproachable,  but  your  theories 
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axe  of  so  fantastic  and  romantic  a  description,  that 
I  feared  when  you  discovered  that  prudence  more 
than  love  had  directed  Edooard's  choice,  you  might 
have  endeavoured  to  disgust  him  with  the  prospect 
of  comfort  and  affluence  that  awaited  hinL" 

^^  Comfort  and  affluence  I"  repeated  Melaaie, dis- 
dainfully. ^^  Say,  rather,  that  you  and  his  b&tt 
vdsh  him  to  sell  himself  for  gold ! " 

"  He  chose  for  himself,"  rejoined  the  President, 
"  of  his  own  free  will ;  what  his  motives  were  I  can 
only  surmise.  His  father  is  not  meroenaiy,  tod 
would  never  have  required  him  to  improve  Mb  fo^ 
tune  by  marriage ;  but  having  pledged  himself  tf 
he  has  done,  he  has  now  only  the  alternative  cf 
honour  or  dishonour." 

Melanie  approached  Cyrilla,  and  whispered:  ^I 
have  confessed  nothing ;  for  my  sake,  for  hevrefi^ 
sake,  be  silent,  and  trust  to  Edouaid." 

Cyrilla  bent  her  head,  without  attempting  to 
speak. 

The  Greneral  and  his  son  entered  the  room  im- 
mediately afterwards.    Never  had  their  resembhuiee 
to  each  other  been  so  apparent  as  at  the  momeitt 
when,  pale  and  a^tated,  they  both  came  tCKwarAi 
Cyrilla  to  take  leave.     The  former  murmured  a  few 
scarcely  intelligible  words,  and  then  turned  to  the 
President  and  Melanie.     Zomdorff  stood  still  aad 
contemplated  Cyrilla,  as  she  sat,  or  rather  reclined 
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<iat]ie  aofiiy  pale^  her  tsyem  cast  down,  and  trem- 
Umg  in  all  the  appiehenaion  of  the  explosion  of 
fuaij  in  which  ahe  momentarily  expected. 

"Come^*'  cried  the  Greneral,  hastily ;  '^  delay  is 
wone  than  useless  now." 

^I  csmiot  leave  her  so/'  cried  ZozndordL  ^^  Let 
oeqMk  to  her ;  I  ask  but  a  few  minntes — alone," 
I^  added,  looking  Tonnd  the  room,  ^^  or  at  least  only 
11^  pmence  of  my  annt" 

Hii  &ther  moved  towards  the  door,  as  if  to  com- 

pif  with  his  request.     The  President  stopped  him : 

£d(mard  can  have  nothing  to  say  which  we  may 

^  kar ;  he  has  evidently  been  less  candid  than  he 

^t  to  have  been  with  Cyrilla.     Let  him  express 

kisregretand " 

'^  Ungenerous  1 "  exclaimed  Zomdorff,  angrily. 

Inught  insist but  no  matter your  presence 

^y  be  a  restraint  to  her — to  me  it  shall  be  none. 
C^rilla,  dearest  Cyrilla ! "  he  cried,  seating  himself 
kaide  her  in  the  Yery  place  he  had  occupied  before 
ik  Other's  arrivaL     '^  Will  you  endeavour  to  be- 
iiere  that  my  imgovemable  love  has  alone  induced 
But  to  deceive  you  about  this  most  unfortunate  en- 
gagement?  You  must  remember  how  long  I  avoided 
foa ! — ^how  I  struggled  with  my  traitorous  inclina- 
ions!" 

remembered  but  too  welL 


308  CTRILLA. 

^^  You  will  not  answer?  Give  me  at  lei 
hand  in  token  of  forgiveness." 

The  hand  was  as  cold  as  ioe,  and  some  te 
Zomdorff 's  eyes  fell  upon  it.  "  Speak^  ( 
he  said,  in  a  voice  choked  by  emotion.  ^* 
reproaches  to  this  silence." 

"Tell  me what I  may  say,"  al 

mured,  slowly,  "  and  I  will  say  it if  I 

Zomdorff  felt  all  the  meaning  of  these  wc 
answered,  hurriedly  :  "  Say  that  you  forgi^ 
you  will  endeavour  to  forget  that  I  have 
you  ;  say  that  you  will  still  rely  on  me,  an( 
in  my  unalterable  affection." 

"  She  may  forgive  you,  Edouard,"  said  h 
stepping  forward ;  "  but  to  your  affection 
have  no  further  claim." 

"  Speak,  Cyrilla "  cried  Zomdorff, 

ingly,  without  appearing  to  have  heard  hi 
words. 

"I forgive "  faltered Cyrilla. 

"  And  you  will  rely  on  me,  no  matter  h 
appearances  may  be  against  me.  You  wil 
that  in  heart  and  soul  I  am  yours,  let  ^ 
occur?" 
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tint  ]nm  iPDoId  wait  years — a  UJi'^if  necessary ; 
these  were  your  words — your  own  words  I  Pro- 
■ise,  (A  promise  me  that  now ! " 

^She  shall  not!"  cried  the  President,  coming 
towards  them  with  a  frown  of  displeasure.  "  She 
shall  not !  How  dare  you  ask  her  to  speculate  on 
Jttth— to  rejoice  over  a  grave  ?  Thoughts  less  de- 
fined than  these,  Edouard,  have  led  to  crimes  of  the 
deqjert  die." 

"Promise — ^promise,"  reiterated  Zomdorff,  still 
me  Yehemently,  as  he  drew  her  unresisting  form 
towaidshim. 

"  Can  I  do  otherwise  ?  "  she  whispered.  "  Am 
I  Bot  bound  to  you  for  life  ?  " 

"CTriUa,"  began  the  President,  severely,  "  I 
know  not  how  to  express  my  astonishment  at  con- 

4ttt  80  unlike  what  I  expected  from  you if  these 

rtiapered  words  were  indeed  the  promise  he " 

"Enough — enough,"  cried  Zomdorff,  starting 
^Mn  the  sofa;  delay  is  torture  now — let  us  go." 

He  left  the  room,  followed  by  his  father  and 
onde.  Cyrilla  clasped  her  hands,  and  sat  motion- 
l»8,  imtil  roused  by  the  sound  of  a  departing  car- 
riage; then  she  pressed  her  hand  over  her  eyes, 
baked  round  the  room,  approached  her  sister,  who 
mu  sitting  at  a  little  distance,  and  fixing  her  eyes 
m  her  earnestly,  she  said,  slowly,  "  Is  not  this  like 
dreadful  dream  ?  to  see,  and  hear,  and  sit  spell- 
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bound,  not  daring  to  speak  I  How  will  all  this 
end?" 

^'  Heaven  knows/'  answered  Melanie,  deepand- 
in^y.  '^  Wilhelm  sajB  that  the  engagement  is  of 
a  peculiariy  binding  description ;  that  at  £doiuurd's 
own  request  papers  have  been  signed  and  counter- 
signed, and  I  know  not  what  all  I  Edouaid's  si- 
lence may  be  excused  on  the  plea  of  headstrong 
passion  dreading  a  check;  but  Wilhelm's  sjstematic 
secrecy  towards  me  is  unpardonable." 

"  What  was  it  he  said  about  death  and  a  grave?" 
asked  Cyrilla,  anxiously. 

"  I  don't  know,  dear ;  I  was  so  a&aid  that  Eld- 
ouard,  in  a  moment  of  irritation,  would  confess  your 
marriage,  that  I  paid  little  attention  to  any  one  but 
him ;  most  probably  it  was  something  about  that 

woman Willielm  says  she  is  in  a  veiy  precarious 

state  of  health." 

"  Perhaps  he  meant  that  she  might  die and 

if  she  should,  may  not  I  be  indirectly  the  cause? 
O  Melanie,"  she  added,  kneeling  beside  her  sister, 
and  resting  her  head  on  the  arm  of  her  chair,  *'  pray 
with  me,  pray  for  me,  for  you  have  helped  to  lead 
me  into  this  temptation." 
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CHAPTER  I. 

ClBiLLA  retmned  home.     The  disastrous  occur- 

^ces  just  related  had  so  shaken  her  reliance  on  her 

sister  s  judgment  that  she  felt  a  feverish  impatience 

to  be  with  her  mother,  an  intense  longing  to  confide 

^  her,  and  a  determination  to  confess  without  re- 

8eiTe  all  that  had  happened  since  they  had  parted ; 

"ttt  when  she  again  saw  the  emaciated  form,  hollow 

^eeks,  and  sunken  eyes  of  her  parent,  fear  took 

possession  of  her  mind,  and  she  no  longer  possessed 

4e  necessary  courage  for  the  confession  of  an  error 

^hich  began  to  assume  the  appearance  of  a  crime, 

J^ow  that  she  was  deprived  of  Melanie's  plausible 

arguments  to  palliate  it. 

Yet  no  material  change  had  taken  place  either 
*B  the  Baroness  Carl's  health  or  appearance.  For 
y^rs  she  had  suffered  from  a  chronic  disease  of  the 
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heart ;  for  years  she  had  known  that  she  was  djin.. 
She  had  often  spoken  of  it,  and  her  children  had,  ; 
is  usual  in  such  cases,  thought  her  hypochoi 
driacal,  and  at  last  had  learned  to  listen  with  a  sc: 
of  melancholy  patience  to  the  admonitions  and  <] 
rections  which  she  frequently  gave  as  if  solemn 
dictating  her  will.  A  few  months'  absence  had  r 
moved  from  Cyrilla's  eyes  the  veil  of  habit.  SI 
had  become  conscious  of  the  slow  progressive  wor 
of  decay  which  had  formerly  escaped  her  notice 
and  Fernanda's  quiet  manner  of  listening  and  an 
swering  when  her  mother  spoke  of  death  now  ap- 
peared to  her  perfectly  incomprehensible.  It  wtt 
in  vain  her  sister  assured  her,  when  they  were 
alone,  that  their  mother  had  suffered  less  during 
the  past  simimer  than  she  had  done  for  years, — th*t 
she  had  even  grown  stronger.  Cyrilla  saw  death 
in  every  feature,  in  every  languid  movement;  and 
whenever  the  Baroness  Carl  made  the  most  distant 
allusion  to  it,  she  lost  all  command  of  herself  and 
frequently  was  obliged  to  rush  out  of  the  room. 

Thus  compelled  to  keep  her  unfortunate  secret, 
Cyrilla  had  never  been  able  to  show  any  of  Tj^ 
dorff's  letters  to  either  her  mother  or  sister;  W 
though  evidently  surprised,  they  refrained  b^ 
making  any  remark  that  might  pain  or  embarr** 
her.  When,  however,  these  letters  from  week  ^ 
week  became  less  satisfactory,  containing  mere  vo^ 
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tfonalteraUe  a£Bsctioii,  mixed  with  some  vague  hopes 
rf  better  times,  aad  all  reference  to  the  Sommerfeld 
fiuniljcarefiillj  avoided,  Cyrilla  could  scarcely  con- 
ceil  her  dailj  increasing  anxiety.  The  short,  de- 
^ttiring,  incoherent  lines  that  afterwards  reached 
Wfiom  time  to  time  made  her  suppose  that  a  crisis 
^  near,  and  each  letter  was  opened  in  the  ex- 
pectation that  it  would  at  least  put  an  end  to  a  state 
of  sogpense  that  was  becoming  quite  intolerable. 

Her  aunt,  who  had  passed  the  summer  in  one  of 
ftoge  beautifiillj  situated  villas  in  the  immediate 
vicinity  of  Salzburg,  returned  to  the  town  when  the 
leather  became  cold.    She  found  Cyrilla  dispirited 
•nd  looking  very  pale ;  questioned  her  a  good  deal 
*Wt  Bupert,  Freilands,  and  the  Lindesmars,  es- 
pecially Virginie  ;   and  then,  while  arranging  in 
^  usual  places  the  china  figures,  flacons,  and 
iwwters  that  invariably  accompanied  her  to  and 
fiom  the  country,  she  gave  her  a  succinct  accoimt 
of  Ihe  officers  of  the  newly  arrived  regiment,  who 
^  all  been  presented  to  and  had  visited  her  di- 
^Y  after  their  arrival,  and  was  not  a  little  pro- 
voked at  the  apparent  apathy  of  her  hearer.     Even 
4e  intelligence  that  Rupert's  friend,  Count  Gla- 
^  had  remained  as  colonel  of  the  said  regiment, 
^  that  he  now  came  very  often  to  see  her,  seemed 
^4er  to  cause  smprise  nor  interest. 
The  reader  may  perhaps  be  more  inclir.ed  to 
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think  it  extEaordinaiy  that  Goimt  Qlaned 
the  year  before^  had  made  Poljak's  Uaiaon  < 
a  sabject  of  constant  dermion — who  had  not  8 
to  banter  him  even  in  the  piesence  of  Bi 
should  nowy  in  a  manner  ecarcelj  comprel 
to  himself;  have  completelj  taken  his  pla 
become  as  inviilnerable  as  his  predecessor  h) 
to  the  arrows  of  ridicule.  It  so  happened 
slight  acquaintance  of  a  year  with  the  Baroi 
given  him  a  right  to  choose  his  own  time  f< 
ing  her;  and,  after  long  procrastination, 
fine  summer's  evening,  when  on  his  wa; 
from  Hellbnmn,  tnmed  his  horse  into  the 
and  grass  garden  through  which  the  short  a; 
to  her  villa  had  been  made.  Dogs  and  f 
were  lounging  about  the  door,  and  one  < 
guided  him,  not  into  but  round  the  houi 
small  additional  building,  one  side  of  whic 
gether  composed  of  glass,  looked  out  on  the 
ful  range  of  mountains  towards  Hallein. 
cended  a  few  stone  steps,  and  found  hims 
small  apartment,  with  gay  chintz-covered  fh 
at  the  furthest  end  of  which,  behind  a  tea-ti 
the  Baroness,  apparently  engaged  in  a  vc 
mated  conversation  with  a  well-educated 
which,  perched  on  her  finger,  nibbled  the  i 
from  a  cake  which  she  held  towards  it,  an 
putting  its  head  to  one  side,  inquisitively  e; 
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introder.  Colonel  Glaneck  was  a  tall,  large  man ; 
liis  white  dragoon  uniform,  his  position  before  the 
Hght,  and  the  smallness  of  the  room,  making  him 
appear  even  taller  and  larger  than  usual.  His  hair 
was  mud-coloured,  his  features  irregular,  and  none 
<^t]iem  handsome ;  but  the  expression  of  his  coim- 
tenance,  nevertheless,  most  agreeable,  there  was  so 
onch  imperturbable  repose  and  quiet  good-humour 
bit 

Hia  leception  was  neither  warm  nor  cold.     The 
Suoness  spoke  to  him,  and  then  to  her  parrot ; 
pTe  him  a  cup  of  tea,  and  then  held  a  macaroon 
to  Poll.     It  may  be  remembered  that  she  rather 
disliked  him  than  otherwise ;  and  had  he,  in  the 
pKaent  instance,  been  accompanied  by  two  or  three 
<rfthe  officers  of  his  regiment,  she  would  undoubt- 
rfly  have  given  any  of  them  the  preference,  and 
Bright  still  have  continued  to  entertain  an  unreason- 
*Ne  prejudice  against  a  man  with  whom  she  was, 
^  &ct,  still  unacquainted.     But  she  had  been  sev- 
^1  hours  alone,  was  extremely  fond  of  talking, 
^  though  he  was  rather  dull — that  is,  in  the  best 
•coeptation  of  the  word,  meaning  "  not  exhilarat- 
^,  not  delightful," — he  was  by  no  means  stupid, 
^  could  let  himself  be  entertained  as  well  as  any 
"UBi  in  Christendom, — ^no  slight  praise,  if  properly 
^nsidered.     The  Baroness  required  nothing  more. 

She  talked^  he  listened  with  attention  ;  she  jested. 
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lie  was  amnsed,  >ud  BhcrivBd  thit  lie  WIS  10.  T 
eveaing  woie  away,  and  it  was  almoat  daik  wb 
he  rose  to  take  leave.  She  aooampanied  him 
the  stone  steps,  aqd,  while  pointing  out  and  namii 
the  diffsrent  mountains,  she  gave  him  time  to  a 
mire  her  beautifiil  aim,  necessarily  stretched  to  i 
fullest  extent.  She  gave  him  also  a  commission 
her  jeweller's,  which  obliged  him  to  letum  thene 

day He  came  earlier,  i^nained  to  dinner,  div 

with  her  to  Aigen,  brayed  all  the  laughing  saint 
tionsof  his  friends  on  the  crowded  bridge  andqna 
if  the  good-hmnonxed  smile  that  accompanied  il 
raising  of  a  conple  of  fingers  to  his  temples  may  1 
so  called;  and,  finally,  having  discovered  that  a  ft 
hours  eveiy  day  could  be  pleasantly  spent  in  aroo 
redolent  of  firesh  flowers,  possessing  a  diversified  ai 
extensive  view,  with  a  person  who  was  willing 
accept  him  as  listener  and  companion,  he  quiet 
performed  the  very  few  attentions  required,  reoeivH 
all  that  were  ofiered,  and  yielded  without  reser 
to  the  novelty  of  a  position  which,  contrasting  a» 
did  so  advantageously  with  the  somewhat  boiate 
ous  mirth  of  his  companions  during  the  last  yea 
suited  in  an  unusual  degree  the  tranquil  indokn 
of  his  disposition.  The  Baroness's  removal  to  Sal 
burg  made  no  change  in  his  habits,  like  Poly» 
he  considered  her  nieces  as  pleasant  acquisitions,ai 
divided  his  attentions  in  precisely  the  same  sati 
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fiutorj  manner  among  them.    Though  not  very 
olnemmti  he  disoovered  before  long  that  Cyrilla 
wispie-oocapied  and  indifferent — in  short,  totally 
unlike  what  he  recollected  her  having  been  the 
ytu  before ;  and  at  length  chose  to  make  this  his 
diKoveiy  the  theme  of  a  morning  conversation. 
Always  extremely  communicative  on  every  subject 
that  did  not  immediately  concern  herself,  the  Bar- 
oness informed  him  of  the  whole  story  of  Rupert's 
pCTTerseness,  told  him  how  Cyrilla  had  been  sent 
^Exfort  that  her  cousin  might  see  her,  how  she 
W  also  gone  to  Freilands  with  the  Falkensteins, 
•sri  they  had    imagined    everything  would  end 
^fiwrtorily.     "  And  now,"  she  concluded,  "  I  feel 
^^ttrinced  that  she  is  attached  to  my  nephew  in 
ttat  provoking  sentimental  sort  of  way  peculiar  to 
girlg  of  her  age,  but  which  has  made  her  quite  dull 
*d  useless  to  me,  and  will  not  at  all  tend  to  re- 
<»inmcnd  her  to  Rupert's  notice,  should  he  come 
kcrc  again.     Perhaps,  however,  a  few  balls  and 

sledging  parties  may  make  her  think  less  of  him, 

^Mch  would  be  just  as  well,  you  know,  until  ho. 

"*  definitively  made  up  his  mind  about  her." 
"  I  don't  wonder  at  her  liking  him ;  he  is  the 

"■^  good-humoured  ple^isant  fellow  I  ever  met," 

«l»ervcd  Glaneck. 
"He  was  very  popular  here,"  said  the  Baroness  ; 
^t,  for  my  part,  I  have  always  found  him  un- 


8  oniEUL 

manageable,  and,  with  respect  to  CyxiUm,  obatini 
beyond  all  conception." 

^^  None  but  vety  indolent  men  let  other  peq 
choose  wives  for  them,"  said  Colonel  Glanec 
laughing.  ^^  I  should  sabmit  to  a  thing  of  it 
kind  better  than  Adlerluon,  I  suspect" 

'^  That  reminds  me  of  something  I  intended 
tell  yon,"  rejoined  the  Baroness.    '^  Bo  you  km 
the  people  here  are  beginning  to  say  that  you  ha 
taken  a  &ncy  to  my  niece  Fernanda?" 
"Indeed  I" 

"Now  she  is  a  vety  good  sensible  girl,"  contma 
the  Baroness;  "but,  as  your  friend,  I  must  i 
form  you  that  a  part  of  her  dower  will  be  an  i 
valid  mother  and  an  elderly  and  very  tyzamii< 
femme  de  chambre  1 " 

"  Better  none  at  all,"  said  the  Colonel,  quieti^ 

"O,  it  is  small  enough — scarcely  worth  nai 

ing,  for  her  father  was  a  most  thoughtless  extras 

gant  man,  spent  his  own  fortune  and  as  mudi 

his  wife's  as  she  allowed  him ;  so  my  nieces  b 

extremely  ill  off,  though  they  and  their  motb 

keep  up  appearances  in  such  a  wonderful  manner 

"  Greatly  to  their  credit,"  said  Colonel  Olanec 

"Perhaps  so,  if  they  were  not  so  insufferab 

proud.     I  never  much  liked  my  sister-in-law  at  < 

events.     It  was  quite  a  mistake  her  not  haviDi 

been  a  schoolmistress,  or  something  of  that  sort  I 
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^'I  beliere  she  has  been  a  most  exemplaiy 
nwther?"  he  observed,  half  inquiringlj. 

"Yea— there  is  no  denying  that — ^few  girls  sing, 
F^t,  and  dance  so  well  as  mj  nieces !  Yes — she 
wrtainljr  quite  devoted  herself  to  their  educa- 
tion!" 

"For  which  we  never  can  be  sufficiently  grate- 
H"  said  Fernanda,  coming  from  a  distant  window 
▼kero  she  had  been  writing  music  "  Count 
Glaneck,"  she  added,  "  here  is  the  Barcarole  you 
wished  to  have  for  your  band " 

"0,  thank  you;  but  the  Spanish  song  you 
pomised?" 

"I  have  not  time — ^I — I  cannot  remain  longer 
•liBent  from — ^my  invalid  mother." 

"She  has  heard  our  conversation,"  said  the 
^•Wness,  as  Fernanda  left  the  room  ;  "  I  had  quite 
^gotten  that  she  was  within  hearing." 

"  So  had  I — and  yet  we  were  speaking  to  her 
^  half  an  hour  ago." 

"  We  do  not  generally  speak  so  loud  as  to  be 
*'^ble  at  that  distance,"  said  the  Baroness,  "  but 
^''qjpose  her  sister's  name  caught  her  attention." 

"Do  you  think  she  will  repeat  what  she  has 
Wd?"  asked  Colonel  Glaneck. 

"Host  undoubtedly,  and  if  she  had  remained 
¥^  she  would  have  had  more  to  relate.  I  dis- 
liked my  sister-in-law  for  a  variety  of  reasons,  but 

b2 
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most  especially  for  the  admonitioxis  and  adyi 
with  which  she  favoured  me  about  eighteen 
twenty  years  ago ;  and  for  the  extraordinaiy  i 
fluence  that  she  gained  over  her  brothers-in-bi 
so  that  they  both,  to  the  last  days  of  their  Ut^ 
were  possessed  with  the  idea  that  a  daughter 
hers  most  be  the  most  desirable  wife  for  Bnpe 
This  plan  now  coincides  with  some  of  my  own.- 
wish  to  provide  for  Cyrilla,  so  that  when  my  sistc 
in-law  dies  I  may  be  able  to  take  Fernanda 
reside  altogether  with  me." 

"  You  will  probably  adopt  her?" 
"  By  no  means,  as  I  do  not  know  whether  < 
not  I  may  continue  to  like  her  as  I  do  now — I- 
— only  thought  of  making  her  my  companion." 

"  A  very  agreeable  and  accomplished  one  A 
will  be,"  observed  Colonel  Glaneck. 

"  I  think  she  will,  and  then  her  being  so  near 
relation  removes  all  difficulties  about  her  going  o 
with  me,  which  is  particularly  pleasant,  you  knoi 
and  though  she  is  not  at  all  pretty,  she  contriv 
some  way  or  other  to  make  herself  liked  here  li 
year,  and  always  found  people  to  dance  with, 
that  I  was  not  at  all  bored  with  her." 

"I  cannot  help  admiring  your  candour," «< 
Colonel  Glaneck,  slightly  smiling ;  "  others  intcn 
ing  to  act  as  you  will  do,  would  have  endeavour 
to  make  a  merit  of  it." 
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Ibe  BaioneiB  did  not  qiiite  undeistand  him  ;  she 
M  too  thoioiighlj  selfish  to  be  conscioiis  of  it, 
ttdafter  a  diart  pause,  she  added,  as  if  to  remove 
tty  doubts  of  her  motives, — "  Cyrilla,  you  know, 
will  oertainlj  many  in  the  course  of  a  few  years 
citW  Rupert  or  some  one  else ;  but  there  is  no 
dttger  of  anything  of  that  kind  for  Fernanda — no 
one  will  propose  for  her  to  whom  I  may  not  easily 
object!" 

CSolonel  Glaneck  rose  with  even  more  than  his 
Qsoal  quiet  gravity,  refused  the  customary  invita- 
^  to  dinner,  but  promised  to  meet  her  at  the 
dteatie,  and  then  walked  thoughtfully  down  the 
8Wr8. 

When  he  reached  the  last  step  of  the  staircase, 
^  looked  round  for  his  groom,  turned  into  the 
7>id,  and  not  finding  him  there,  had  recourse  to 
4e  porter's  bell ;  but  before  he  rang  he  paused  to 
vstch  a  postman  who  just  then  entered  the  house. 
The  unconscious  messenger  of  joy  or  woe  half 
vltistled  as  he  sorted  a  packet  of  letters  and  moved 
towards  the  apartments  of  the  Baroness  Carl,  which 
were  on  the  right  side  of  the  entrance.     An  elderly 
ftnune   de   chambre    opened  the  door.     Colonel 
Glaneck  knew  instinctively  that  she  was  the  "  very 
tjnannical,"  although  not  a  trace  of  that  quality 
was  discernible  in  the  long,  pale,  almost  melan- 
choly countenance  which  immediately  assumed  an 
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expression  of  deep  interest  as  she  received  t] 
letter  from  the  hurrying  postman^  who^  with  a  m 
and  the  words^  ^'  For  your  young  lady  as  usual 
sprang  down  the  three  steps  and  disappeared. 

"My  horse!"  said  Colonel  Glaneck;  and  t 
porter,  after  a  look  of  feigned  surprise^  turned 
some  servants  who  were  in  his  room,  repeated  t 
words,  then  answered :  "  Yes,  Colonel — direct^ 
Colonel" — and  retired  again  into  his  room,  when 
however,  instead  of  the  expected  groom,  a  boy  sc 
after  darted  forth  and  ran  down  the  street.  Qa 
aware  that  he  was  an  hour  earlier  than  usual,  Colo:] 
Glaneck  good-naturedly  found  it  not  only  pard^ 
able  but  very  natural  that  his  servant  should  i 
tired  waiting  and  go  off ;  perhaps  he  might  him^ 
have  done  the  same,  had  he  not  feared  it  might 
supposed  that  he  was  angry, — a  state  of  being- 
which  he  seldom  indulged  and  never  wished 
appear ;  so  in  an  absent  sort  of  way  he  amu£ 
himself  playing  with  one  of  the  Baroness's  cr< 
dogs,  until  the  breathless  groom  returned  » 
pantingly  began  to  inform  him  that  the  hort 
were  well  off  in  a  stable  appropriated  exclusive 
to  them, — "  a  stable  in  which  Count  Voljsi 
horses " 

"  Come,  come,  make  haste — I  have  waited  Id 
enough,"  cried  Colonel  Glaneck  with  some  ii 
patience  and  a  slight  increase  of  colour. 
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A  few  minutes  moie  and  he  rejoiced  in  a  delay 
wlndi  enabled  him  to  be  of  use  in  a  most  unex- 
pected manner,  and  eventuallj  turned  his  thoughts 
and  kindliest  feelings  into  a  new  channeL 


14  CYRILLA. 


CHAPTER  IL 

Fernanda  had  no  intention  whatever  of  rep 
her  aunt's  remarks  to  her  mother.  Their  phy 
had  said  that  mental  inquietude  would  be  inji 
and  violent  emotion  of  any  kind  might  be  di 
ous  to  her:  even  in  the  opening  and  sh 
of  doors  the  greatest  attention  had  latterly  b 
necessary,  and  Fernanda's  quick  decided  move 
had  by  degrees  changed  to  the  slowest  and  steal 
that  she  could  acquire.  Had  she  found  her  n 
dosing  on  the  sofa,  as  she  expected,  it  is  pr( 
she  might  have  spoken  to  Cyrilla  about  R 
and  have  recommended  her  to  disabuse  their ; 
mind  on  that  subject  the  first  convenient  c 
tunity ;  but,  instead  of  sleeping,  the  Baronea 
wafi  sitting  in  an  unusually  upright  postun 
was  evidently  in  a  state  of  considerable  nervoi 
citement.  When  her  daughter  entered  the 
slic  took  a  long  breath,  and  exclaimed : 
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^Dear  creatine;  what  a  palpitation  you  have 
p?en  me  I  I  thought  when  you  rang  that  the  post- 
miQ  lud  come ;  and,  though  Cyrilla  has  not  told 
^  I  know  she  has  been  expecting  a  letter  the  last 
^«k  or  ten  days ! " 

Cyrilla,  who  had  been  reading  aloud,  looked  up 

^th  tearful  eyes,  and  said  earnestly :  "  You  cannot 

^Duigme  with  what  anxiety  I  expect  this  next  letter. 

i  liope  I  may  show  it  to  you,  and  then  at  last  there 

^  be  an  end  to  a  want  of  confidence  which  I 

blow  has  shocked  you." 

"Do  not  mistake  me,  Cyrilla.     I  am  sorry  to 
^^  jou  so  uneasy,  so  silent,  and  changed ;  but  I 
*^*Te  no  wish  to  read  your  letters  until  you  vnah  to 
•how  them  to  me," 

"  Wish !  oh  how  I  long  to  show  them  to  you ! 
«  I  were  sure  that  there  was  no  danger  of  your 

l^amgone  of  those  suffocating  palpitations if 

yott  could  only  promise  me  not  to  be  alarmed  or 

•agitated " 

"  A  few  years  ago  I  could,  under  any  circum- 
*^ce8,  have  made  such  a  promise  ;  but  for  me  that 
^Jtte  of  strength  is  past — gone  for  ever,"  she 
•'^swered,  with  a  deep  sigh.  "  I  have  hitherto 
^^soled  myself  with  the  idea  that,  after  all,  there 
^•^^  be  nothing  in  the  letters  that  I  cannot  imagine, 
^  do  not  already  know.  The  impediments  to  your 
**^^Triage  appear  to  me,  it  is  true,  rather  chimerical. 
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Count  Zomdorff  is  not  rich^  but  the  interest  whicz 
his  uncle  may  have  promised  to  use  for  his  piefeD: 
ment  will  scarcely  be  withheld  because  he  hs: 
chosen  to  share  it  with  you," 

^^  But,  mamma,  you  always  seem  to  forget  tb^ 
the  President  wishes  him  to  marry  a  woman  of  larg^ 
fortune  who  is  now  in  Berlin." 

"  No,  I  have  not  forgotten  it ;  but  relations 
often  wish  these  things  without  producing  the  dE 
sired  results,  that  I  have  learned  to  consider  wisfcz: 
next  to  nothing.  You  are  not  perhaps  aware,  tl — - 
years  ago  both  your  uncles,  and,  until  veiy  latelH 
your  aunt  and  I,  wished  that  you  should  marry  y< — 3 
cousin  Rupert." 

Cyrilla  showed  none  of  the  surprise  her  motk^ 
expected.     She  bent  her  head  over  her  book, 
murmured  something  of  Rupert  having  told  her 

"  You  seem  to  have  been  on  very  good 
and  to  have  spoken  very  unreservedly  to  eachother*^ 
ol)served  her  mother.     "  I  find  it  difficult  to  undi^^ 

stand  your  mutual  indiffisrence still  more    ^ 

your  preference  for  Count  Zomdorff,  as,  fix)m  vario* 
trifling  occurrences  that  you  have  carelessly  relate 
to  me,  I  cannot  help  thinking  Rupert  infinit&l; 
more  amiable  than  he  is ! " 

"  I  imagined  you  too  just  to  judge  any  one  fixF^ 
trifling  occurrences,"  said  Cyrilla,  reproachfully. 
"  It  is  the  best — ^the  surest  means  of  judgiJ^J 
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ooncctly,"  answered  her  mother.  "  On  great  or 
important  occasions  people  deliberate,  and  not  un- 
freqnentlj  balance  their  selfish  inclinations  against 
the  applause  of  the  world ;  but  in  the  everyday 
trifling  occurrences  of  life,  when  subject  to  little 
blame  and  less  praise,  the  true  character  and  incli- 
iiations  show  themselves  without  reserve." 

*'  0, 1  never  thought  about  all  that,"  said  Cyrilla, 
snailing.  "  You  must  not  expisct  me  to  be  wise 
like  you  or  Fernanda  for  the  next  ten  years  at 
least" 

*' Are  you,"  said  her  mother  with  some  hesita- 
**^^,— "  Are  you  quite  sure  that  Count  Zomdorff's 
P^i^nal  beauty  did  not  influence  you  more  than  it 
*^^ht  to  have  done  ?    Melanie's  description  of  him, 

*^^  that  picture  which  he  sent  you " 

-At  this  moment  the  bell  rang,  and  Cyrilla  started 

"^I^  eagerly,  joyfully,— hope  ever  in  sanguine  minds 

^^e  hers  suggesting  future  happiness,  till  chased  by 

**^m  reality.     Before  breaking  the  seal  of  her  let- 

',  she  stooped  down  and  lightly  kissed  the  already 

^^.If-averted  cheek  of  her  mother,  who,  imwilling 

^^^  embarrass  her  by  an  appearance  of  unusual  ob- 

^*^^vation,  turned  to  Fernanda,  and  began  to  speak 

^^  some  uninteresting  subject  with  forced  compo- 

^^>ie.    The  sound  of  audibly  short-drawn  breath- 

\       ^^g  Boon,  however,  made  her  look  anxiously  to- 

I       'Waija  Cyrilla.     She  saw  her  standing  with  her 
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eyes  rivetted  on  the  letter,  while  her  whole  iran^^ne 
trembled  violently.  Her  respiration  qnick  ly 
changed  to  a  snecession  of  conynlsive  sighs ;  and  at 
length,  after  looking  wildly  round  her,  she  thn_  «m 
herself  into  a  chair,  and  burst  into  a  passion  of 
tears  of  such  overwhelming  violence  that  her  sii 
sprang  towards  her,  while  her  mother,  lapic 
changing  colour,  slowly  rose,  and,  grasping  the  Sxi- 
tervening  table  for  support,  extended  her  hand  &zid 
demanded  the  letter. 

"  No,  no,  no,  no ! "  cried  Cyrilla  vehemently. 

"  Give  me  the  letter,"  repeated  her  mother,    ix* 
the  voice  of  quiet  authority,  which  Cyrilla  had  »ot 

forgotten,  though  she  had  not  heard  it  for  yeam^ 

"  Give  me  the  letter :  this  is  something  whidh   I 
must and  ought  to  know."  f 

She  took  it,  crushed  and  blotted  with  tears,  frOf*^ 
her  daughter's  hand,  and  read, — 

"  Ere  this    can  possibly  reach   you,    MelsH^ 
will  have  told  you  all.      My  uncle  himself  b** 
the  consideration  to  propose  her  being  the  bea^^ 
of  the  fatal  intelligence.     You  have  heard,  tbc^» 
of  my  breach  of  faith  and  loss  of  honour.     V^^^ 
know  that  while  my  heart  and  vows  belong^ 
to  you,  I  have  in  the  most  public  manner  beoo»^*** 
the  wretched  husband  of  Margaret  von  Sonunerfi^l^ 
That  I  have  so  acted  in  order  to  save  her  life,  I  hop^ 
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70a  will  believe :  my  crime  is  great  enough  with- 
out the  imputatiQii  of  motives  of  sordid  interest 
beingadded  to  it  I  dare  not  ask  your  forgiveness ; 
Vat  venture  to  remind  you  that  jou  once  said  jou 
^wayldvxxiiyeara — a  lifaP  These  words  are  now 
my  lasty  my  only  hope. — ^2iORNDORFF." 

■ 

'^  This  is  a  hard  trial,  my  poor  child/'  said  her 
'bother,  slowly  approaching  her ;  "  but,"  she  added 

^th  apparent  difficulty  of  utterance, — "  but no 

"^•..imcommon one." 

Cyrilla  knew  the  contrary,  and  yielded  to  a  fresh 

P'^^^oxysm  of  grief.     Her  mother's  arms  were  thrown 

"^Und  her,  and  she  heard  some  unintelligible  words 

"^^Vjmured  in  her  ear,  returning  the  embrace  with 

*^  the  fervour  of  utter  despair.     It  was  some  time 

^Jbre  she  perceived  the  relaxation  of  the  grasp,  the 

^^'ooping  of  the  head,  the  gradual  sinking  of  her 

Mother  to  the  very  ground.     Her  exclamation  of 

^*^nn  made  Fernanda  look  up  from  ZomdorfF's 

^^ter,  which  she  was  reading,  and  rush  towards  her ; 

^^t  when,  between   them,  the  emaciated  sufferer 

^^d  been  placed  on  a  sofa,  the  still  flushed  face, 

^*i«torted  features,  and  slightly  protruding  tongue, 

^*^»de  them  instantly  aware  that  it  was  no  common 

fainting-fit.     As  Cyrilla  began  to   apply  all  the 

*^inple  remedies  within  her  reach,  Fernanda,  more 

^«med  than  she  had  ever  been  in  all  her  life, 
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sought  Justine,  and  having  given  her  aftiw  hrni 
directions,  ran  towards  the  porter's  apartmeaty ; 
was  endeavouring  bzeathlesslj  to  make  the  jM 
matic,  deaf  old  man  comprehend  the  necessit] 
going  instantly  for  their  physician,  when  Coh 
Glaneck  joined  her,  and  in  a  moment  nnderst 
what  had  happened :  requesting  her  to  trust 
commission  to  him,  he  momited  his  horse  and  i 
impetuously  down  the  street 

Short  as  was  the  time  which  intervened  befon 
returned — ^to  Fernanda  and  CyriUa  it  appet 
an  eternity.  The  slight  indications  which  ^t 
mother  had  given  of  returning  oonscioosness 
altogether  ceased ;  a  rigid  placidity  seemed  to  a 
over  her  features,  as  by  degrees  they  regai 
their  usual  position.  Unremittingly  and  i 
unwearied  care,  every  remedy,  rendered  familial 
long  practice,  was  tried;  nor  were  they  all 
hausted  when  the  well-known  voice  of  Dr  I 
changed  the  undefined  fears  into  hopes  equ 
undefined,  but  buoyant — ^irrepressible  as  hopei 
such  cases  always  are. 

During  the  half-hour  of  anxious  expecta 
that  ensued,  Colonel  Glaneck,  deeply  intereste 
all  he  had  seen  and  heard,  and  hoping  he  m 
again  in  some  way  make  himself  useful,  walkec 
and  down  the  little  ante-room,  usually  oocu 
by  Justine,  wondering  a  good  deal  at  the  unbro 
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denoe  that  prerailed  in  the  adjoining  apartments. 

At  length  he  heard  the  sound  of  a  carriage  entering 

the  nsoallj  quiet  street — a  £Eunt  distant  blast  of  a 

toMr-accelerated  motion — a  rumbling — clattering 

— ^then  the  heavy  entrance-gates  grated  on  their 

Ungesy  and,  with  a  noise  that  seemed  to  cause 

^bration  in  the  house  itself,  the  Countess  Falken- 

stein's  carriage  rolled  under  the  archway.    A  large 

bell,  close  to  Colonel  Glaneck,  was  violently  rung, 

<^xid,  before  he  had  time  to  open  the  door,  Melanie 

*^l*eady  stood  before  it.    With  a  precipitation  most 

^urosoal  to  her,  she  hurried  forward,  and  was  about 

*o  puss  on  without  a  glance  or  word  of  inquiry, 

'^hen  it  occurred  to  him  that  he  ought  to  prepare 

^ei  in  some  way  for  what  she  was  likely  to  witness 

*^Ei  her  stepmother's  apartments.     He  stopped  her, 

*>id  began  an  explanation ;  but  no  sooner  had  he 

P^nanounced  the  word  "  letter  "  than  she  interrupted 

tum,  exclaiming— 

"  What  letter  ?— from  whom  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  the  most  remote  idea  :  I  supposed 

m 

^^  was  from  you,  and  that  you  had  communicated 
the  death  of  some  friend  or  relation." 

"  Too  late  1  too  late  !  Oh  that  I  had  arrived  an 
hoar  earlier ! "  she  cried,  rushing  past  him  into  the 
house. 

Dr  Paur  had  just  turned  away  from  the  bed  of 
^^th  (for  such  it  proved  to  be)  as  Melanie  entered. 
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^*I  have  tried  ereiyfhingy  in  order  to  Bttisfy'  i 
mhid,^'  lie  said  to  Fenumda ;  ^but  life  was  p 
ablj  extinct  eron  before  yon  oonld  have  seat  for 
I  always  feared  her  death  would  be  sodden 
generally  is  in  cases  like  hers." 
Melanie  sank  on  a  chair  in  speecUess  honor* 
«  She  has  been  spared  much  miifering,''  c 
tinned  Dr  Panr ;  **  and  knowing,  as  we  do,  I 
well  prepared  she  was  to  die,  snch  a  death  maj 
called  a'blessing.  To  the  snrviTing  femily  il 
indeed,  a  hard  trial/'  he  added,  looking  com] 
sionately  towards  the  youthful  orphans,  who  v 
endeavouring  to  stifle  their  sobs  in  the  pillows  i 
supported  their  mother's  remains. 

Melanie's  presence  and  sympathy  proved  an 
calculable  consolation  to  her  sist^B.    She  mour 
with  them,  that  of  all  remedies  the  most  eflieaci 
in  cases  of  bereavement,  and  authorized  by 
highest  example ;  but  while  Fernanda  slowly 
peared  to  become  partially  resigned  to  the  IO01 
the  being  she  had  loved  best  on  earth,  Cyt 
seemed  to  sink  into  a  state  of  complete  desp 
dency.    The  shock  of  her  mother's  sudden  de 
had  blunted  the  keenness  of  her  perception 
Zomdorflfs  perfidy,  as  the  pain  of  a  greater  woi 
causes  a  lesser  (even  if  more  dangerous)  to  be 
a  time  unheeded.     A  few  distracting  words 
explanation,  however,  attempted  by  Melanie,  h 
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M^  like  a  probei  and  renewed  all  her  angoish. 

Then  it  became  evident  that  their  consternation 

was  onlj  equalled  by  their  helplessness.     Melanie 

telked  wildly  of  separations  and  divorces ;   and 

Gorilla  tried  to  understand^  but  at  last^  complain- 

^^g  of  confusion  of  ideas,  she  had  given  her  Zom- 

doiff'g  letter.  Baying,  that  she  would  speak  about 

• 

^t  and  him  as  soon  as  she  was  able  to  think  calmly 
^i^d  with  less  difficulty.  That  time  was  fisurther 
distant  than  she  supposed.  The  day  of  the  inter- 
'"^^nt,  she  was  unable  to  leave  her  bed,  though,  to 
-Fernanda's  great  uneasiness,  she  frequently  sat  up, 
^^d,  with  a  flushed  countenance,  talked  in  an  in- 
^^kerent  manner;  but  what  one  sister  imagined 
'ioliriiim  was  to  the  other  but  too  intelligible,  when 
^^vrilla  tightly  clasped  Melanie's  hand  and  ex- 
claimed :  "  Oh  tell  me  that  I  am  not  bound  to  him 
^i  life !  Say  that  it  was  a  dream, — ^that  dreadful 
^7 at  Spa!" 

Melanie  bent  over  her  and  whispered :  "  Dearest 

^^ve,  you  are  betraying  yourself  and  me  in  a  most 

^^Jinecessary  manner." 

"  But  she  says  I  never  was  at  Spa,"  cried  Oyrilla, 

pointing  impatiently  to  Fernanda,  who  stood  anx- 

^^^ly  watching  her.     "  She  says  1  only  went  to 

Aix with  you!" 

"  Most   probably,"   whispered    Melanie,  "  you 

*^^e  never  to  her  spoken  of  Spa." 
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"  Do  not  answer  her,"  said  Fernanda,  in  a  k 
voice  ;  "  it  is  quite  evident  she  does  not  know  wb 
she  is  saying." 

"  You  think  me  delirious,"  cried  Cyrilla,  sta 
ing  up  eageriy :  "  I  am  not ;  I  am  only  a  little 
a  very  little  confused.  Is  he,"  she  continued,  tu-z 
ing  abruptly  to  Melanie,  "  is  he  my  husband, — 
— or  that  other  woman's? " 

"  We  will  talk  about  that  when  you  are  na. 
composed,  Cyrilla." 

"  But  you  know  we  were  married you 

member  the  day  in  Spa  ?  " 

"  Yes,  yes don't  talk  about  it  now." 

"  And  you  saw  the  letter  he  wrote  me  ?    It  '^ 

that  letter,  Melanie,  that  killed  my  mother C 

I  be  the  wife  of  her  murderer  ?  " 

"  No,  dear,"  said  Fernanda,  soothingly ;  "  ti 
letter  has  made  you  free  again,  and  you  have  no 
only  to  forget." 

"  Only  to  forget !  "  repeated  Cyrilla ;  "  but  I  te 
you,"  she  added  passionately,  "  that  I  canno 
forget — and  were  I  to  try,  this  ring — this  odioni 

ring  would  remind  me  of  him of  Spa aad 

and  the  man  with  the  long  scar  on  liis  fcce* 

Look !    I  see  him  quite  distinctly  now — standing 
near  the  window  in  his  long  surplice !  " 

"Who?  where?"  cried  Melanie,  turning  very 
j)ale. 
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Thcpel No! it  is  some  one  else,  now 

it  is  Edonaid but  he  is  looking  at  you, 

sndnotat  me Speak  to  him,  Melanie speak 

to  him " 

'*  This  is  too  dreadful !  "  cried  Melanie,  releas- 
Mig  her  hand,     "  Fernanda,  I  cannot  stay  with  her 

rf  she  talk  in  this  way there  is  something  un- 

^•rthly  in  the  room — I  feel  it,  though  the  sight  is 
denied  me." 
*'  It  is  my  mother,"  murmured  Cyrilla,  as  slie  fell 

**^k  on  her  pillows ;  "  it  is  my  mother but  she 

^^is  young .just  like  Fernanda." 

/'This  is  fever,"   said  Fernanda,  sorrowfully. 
Surely,  Melanie,  you  cannot  attach  any  import- 
*^<ie  to  such  ravings  ?  " 

*^  I  cannot  help  it — I  am  sure  she  has  seen  some- 
^^ ;  and  that  this  house  is  haunted,  I  have  not 
^e  least  doubt.  So  unceasing  and  unearthly  were 
^^  noises  in  my  room  last  night,  that,  instead  of 
^'^ping,  I  was  obliged  to  sit  up,  and  leave  the 
'•^  lamp  burning ! " 

"The  ftuniture  is  new,  and  made  of  unseasoned 
^ood,"  replied  Fernanda ;  "  and,  when  it  splits, 
4e  unexpected  noise  in  the  silence  of  the  night  is 
dttagreeable,  as  I  know  from  experience.     I  wish 

ftf  Paur  were  come  1     I  sent   for  him  an  hour 
•go!" 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Cyrilla's  illness  was  long  and  dangerous ;  thr^ 
weeks  of  unconsciousness  were  followed  by  as  xdbMM-J 
of  passive  weakness ;  and  even  when  her  mind  b^" 
gan  to  regain  its  activity,  she  remained  for  hoii^^ 
silent,  abstracted,  and  apparently  unconscious  ottt^ 
presence  of  her  sisters,  even  when  on  the  subjected; 
religion  their  conversation  approached  the  verge  <^^ 
argument.      Fernanda,   strong  in  her  orthodoiyj^ 
could  not  endure  any  attempt  to  explain  the  m] 
teries  of  Christianity;   she  contended  that  sinoe 
Providence  ordained  there  should  be  mysteries,  the 
endeavour  of  the  unlearned  to  solve  them  was  in- 
compatible with  true  piety  or  common  sense,  tad 
the  same  efforts  on  the  part  of  the  learned  only  kd 
to  confusion  of  ideas  or  unsatisfactoiy  hypotheaea. 
Melanie,  whose  religion  strongly  partook  of  the 
visionary  bias  of  her  mind,  could  not  induce  bar 
sister  to  tolerate,  even  for  a  moment,  the  mental 
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^sccursiona  to  other  planets  in  which  she  herself  so 
frequenfly  indulged,  or  to  listen  with  patience  to 
*^^r  various  dissertations  on  the  religion  of  the 
*^8yptians,  whose  doctrines  of  the  transmigration 
^*  souls  and  tutelar  geniuses  had  irresistible  attrac- 
*ioii  for  her  exuberant  fantasy. 

Their  discussions  werp  frequently  interrupted  by 
'^^lonel  Glaneck's  visits.    He  came  regularly  every 
***y;  sometimes  saw  Melanie,  at  others  Fernanda, 
^'^d  though  he  spoke  little,  and  remained  but  a 
^ort  time,  they  were  always  glad  to  see  him,  and 
6**tefid  for  the  interest  he  seemed  to  take  in  Cyril- 
***8  welfare.  From  the  time  she  had  been  pronounced 
'^t  of  danger,  he  supplied  her  with  the  most  beau- 
^"ul  flowers  that  were  to  be  procured  in  the  neigh- 
^*<>Brhood,  each  day  imperceptibly  prolonging  his 
^t,  and  becoming  more  intimate.      Their  aunt 
^"^ never  saw  at  all;  she  had  requested  him  to  ex- 
P«in  at  some  length  her  fear  of  fever  and  uncon- 
*P*rable  dread  of  infection  in  general ;  and  he  had 
1^  assured  by  Melanie,  that  such  excuses  were 
?'tite  unnecessary,  and  that  they  had  not  expected  to 
*8eher.   One  morning  as  he  alighted  from  his  horse, 
wd  extended  his  hand  to  his  groom  for  the  care- 
fiilly  carried  bouquet,  a  stranger,  who  had  entered 
ih»  hoose  at  the  same  time,  asked  in  a  hurried  man- 
ner, if  he  could  tell  him  where  the  Countess  Fal- 
ienstein  resided  ? 
"  Here,"  answered  Colonel  Glaneck,  turning  to- 
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wards  the  now  well-known  door,  wliich  wi 
sooner  opened  than^  with  a  smile  of  welcom 
was  admitted,  his  inqniiies  circamstantiaQj 
sweredy  and  then  nnceremonionslj  allowed  to 
on.  When  Justine  tamed  to  the  person  wh< 
entered  with  him,  she  looked  intently  at  a  fit 
strongly  resembling  a  miniatnie  which  CyriUi 
shown  her,  that  she  scarcelj  required  to  hea 
name  of  Zomdorff.  She  had  heard  of  Cyrilla' 
gagement  to  him ;  was  ignorant  of  the  purpc 
his  last  letter,  for  Cyrilla  could  not,  and  Fern 
would  not,  speak  of  it ;  and  she  had  therefore 
in  daUy  expectation  of  his  arrival  from  the  tin., 
he  had  ceased  to  write,  and  now  told  him  so  wi' 
the  freedom  of  an  old  and  valued  servant,  to  v 
time  had  given  a  right  to  consider  herself  a  i 
ber  of  the  family  of  which  she  had  so  long  fi) 
a  part  concomitant  Feeling  no  desire  to  ex] 
Zomdorff  would  probably  have  entered  the  ad 
ing  room,  had  he  not  for  so  many  reasons  dis 
the  idea  of  meeting  Melanie  before  witnesses 
therefore  sat  down,  and  requesting  Justine  to  i 
to  him  every  thing  that  had  occurred  since  ( 
la's  return  home,  listened  with  an  interest  of 
absorbing  description  that  unconsciously  in* 
the  relater  to  be  diffiise,  and  prevented  him 
obtaining  half  the  information  he  desired  1 
Colonel  Glaneck  again  appeared,  and,  p 
through  the  ante-room,  disturbed  with  a  few  i 
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words  and  a  half  suppressed  smile  the  incongruous 

Without  waiting  to  be  announced,  Zorndorff  en- 
tered the  drawing-room,  and  found  himself  in  the 
presence  of  Melanie. 

A  stifled  exclamation  of  surprise  was  followed  by 
*o  assumption  of  such  frigid  dignity  that  he  stoj)- 
pedfor  a  moment  irresolute,  looked  round  the  room 
*3  if  to  assure  himself  that  they  were  alone,  and 
4en  advancing  quickly  towards  her,  said,  "  Do 
^t  refiise  me  your  assistance  in  this  most  critical 
Dioment  of  my  life,  Melanie — I  have  erred,  but  my 
pHiishment  is  already  greater  than  even  you  can 
iinagine!" 

"Why  are  you  here  ?"  she  asked  almost  sternly. 

"They  told  me  Cyrilla  was dying." 

"  Who  spoke  to  you  of  her  ?  " 

"  The  Lindesmars." 

"  If" — said  Melanie,  "  if  they  had  said  she 
^hed  to  die,  they  would  have  been  nearer  the 
^th ;  but  all  immediate  danger  is  over  now,  and 
^6  We  hopes  of  her  recovery." 

"I  know  it can  I  see  her? 

"  You  !  Impossible — the  slightest  agitation 
^ht  cause  a  relapse." 

"  Then  my  only  hope  is  now,  as  ever,  in  your 
niediation." 

''Mediation !  oh  never  expect  it  again  ;  you  have 
Wed  it  to  bring  disgrace  and  sorrow  on  us  both." 
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ZomdorfF  threw  himself  into  a  chair,  and  leaning  g 
his  arm  on  the  nearest  table  let  his  head  sink  on  ^t, 
while  she  continned :     "  Had  yon  been  satisfi. 
with  a  simple  engagement,  mj  unhappy 
might  have  considered  her  case  a  common  one, 
the  grief  and  bitter  mortification  to  which 
would  have  subjected  her  might  in  time  have 
forgiven,  if  not  forgotten.    Young  as  she  is,... 
clouded  morning  of  her  life  might  graduaUy 
been  changed  into  a  cheerful  noon  by  her  uttio» 
with " 

"  Eupert  ? — he  being  the  sun  destined  to  disl>^l 

the  clouds" — cried  Zomdorfi^,  looking  up  fiercely-- 

"  Listen  to  me,  Melanie ;  it  was  the  fear  or  rath-^ 
the  certainty  of  having  him  for  a  rival  that  dro-^« 
me  to  extremities — ^my  peace  of  mind — ^my  jealo"*^ 

love  required the  security  I  have  ol 

Love  such  as  mine " 

"  Love  ! "  cried  Melanie,  interrupting  him 

grily,  "  and  do  you  call  such  selfishness  love  ? 

Well  may  Cyrilla  say  that  mutual  personal  adi**^" 
ration  was  all  that  ever  existed  between  yon." 

Zomdorff  started  up. — "  Do  you  mean  me  to  iU^" 
derstand  that  she  has  ceased  to  care  for  me  ?"  !•* 
asked  with  suppressed  vehemence. 

"  Your  letter  was  the  immediate  cause  of  h^^ 
mother's  death..."  began  Melanie. 

"  It  would  not  have  been  had  you  arrived  is  I 
supposed  you  would  a  day  earlier — not  ersn  on 
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'^ taoocMQn  could  you  lay  aside  jonr  dilatoiy 
^Ib!    It  is  inexcQBable  I " 

'^  Troie  I"  said  Melanie,  who  felt  all  the  justness 
^  ike  remark,  "  too  true  I — ^Throughout  this  un- 
^^rtuuUe  affidr,   I  have  erred  unceasingly;  yet^ 
Heaven  knows,  I  meant  well,  and  thought,  in  pro- 
naoting  your  wishes,  I  was  securing  for  Cyrilla  a 
^ppineas  denied  to  myself.    I  hoped — but  let  us 
^^o^;  instead  of  reproaching  each  other,  endeavour 
^  K^Mor  the  grievous  injury  we  have  done  her." 
^'  In  what  way  ?"  asked  ZomdorflF  hastily. 
"  By  procuring  a  divorce." 
''From  Margaret?' 
''  No,  from  Cyrilla. ' 
''Never!" 

"  She  can  demand  it — insist  on  it." 
"  She  can — ^but  will  she  obtain  it  ?  ' 
"  I  am  totally  ignorant  of  all  such  matters — " 
^gan  Melanie. 

"  Fortimately  I  am  not,"  said  Zomdorff,  quietly  ; 
*  know  perfectly  well  what  I  have  done," 
"  But,"  she  rejoined,  with  evident  irritation, 
"Ut  it  is  not  necessary  to  study  law  to  know  that 
*  iHan  may  not  have  two  wives  !  Cyrilla  has  a  right 
^  sue  for  a  divorce." 

**lto8t  undoubtedly.     It  is  true,  the  necessary 
^al  proceedings  and  investigations  will  not  be 

P^rticolarly  agreeable  to  her but  she  will  have 

4e  satisfaction  of  branding  me  with  infamy,  and 
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depriving  me  of  inj  liberty  for  some  of  the  best  yd 
of  my  life." 

^^  How  so  ?"  cried  Melaniey  alarmed. 

^^  The  penalty  of  bigamy  ia  imprisonment  ii 
house  of  correction." 

^^  Grood  heayensy  we  never  thought  of  that., 
how  could  you  venture  to  run  such  a  risk?" 

'^  I  was  worried — ^tortured  into  it periu 

also^  I  hoped  that  Cyrilla  would  be meicifii 

...but  at  all  events/'  added  Zomdorff,  with  provi 
ing  calmness,  ^^  she  would  find  it  difficult  with 
my  assistance  to  prove  her  marriage,  and  that  is  i 
first  step  necessary  for  her  to  take.  You  forget  tli 
the  important  papers  are  all  in  my  possession." 

"  0,  how  implicitly  we  trusted  you ! "  exdainu 
Melanie,  bitterly. 

"  You  need  not  regret  it ;  they  shall  be  placed 
her  disposition  whenever  she  chooses  to  ask  me  i 
them ;  but  the  application  must  be  personal." 

"  My  poor  Cyrilla,  what  trials  are  before  you 
cried  Melanie,  vainly  endeavouring  to  repress  1 
tears,  ^^  and  for  me  too ;  for  now,  indeed,  I  see  tl 
there  is  no  alternative,  and  I  must  apply  to  W 
helm  for  advice." 

"  Apply  to  my  uncle  I  Beware  of  that,  if  you 
not  for  yourself  desire  the  next  thing  to  a  divoi 
Your  confession  that  you  have  been  accessory  t 
marriage  which,  if  known,  must  now  bring  disgr: 
on  us  all — ^will  destroy  the  remains  of  your  domes 
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peace,  and  make  a  separation  from  him  inevit- 
able." 

''And  this  I  must  hear  from  you ;  and  said  so 

crfmlj so  coldly  r 

"It  is  your  own  faidt,  Melanie ;  why  do  you  so  un- 
generously threaten,  instead  of,  as  I  expected, 
'^^^^Jdng  common  cause  with  me  ?  I  know  that  my 
^tc  is  in  your  hands ;  but  I  know  also  that  yours 
*^  80  entangled  in  it,  that  if  I  may  not  hope,  I  shall 
*t  least  have  little  to  fear  from  you." 

Melanie  was  so  evidently  intimidated,  that  he 
•dded,  ahnost  authoritatively :    "  Your  influence 
^tii  Cyrilla  is  unbounded ;  endeavour  to  appease 
her  just  resentment ;  induce  her  to  preserve  our 
secret  for  a  year  or  two,  and  all  will  end  well ;  and, 
^thout  any  painful  explanations  or  scandalous  in- 
vestigations, we  can  spend  the  rest  of  our  lives  to- 
Pfter,  surrounded  by  all  the  comforts  and  luxuries 
^Mcli  none  but  fools  pretend  to  despise." 

"But but  this  Margaret "  said  Melanie, 

l^tating. 

"  In  a  few  months  her  miserable  existence  will 
probably  terminate — unhealthy  from  her  birth,  and 
4e  last  three  years  more  belonging  to  another  world 
than  this,  there  is  not  the  slightest  chance  of  her 
recovery." 

''This  may  be  true,"  said  Melanie;  "but  the 
Mea  of  waiting  for,  and  rejoicing  in,  the  death  of 

c2 
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any  htunan  beings  is  80  repugnant  to  all  one'a 

ter  feelings,  that " 

^^  That  you  would  rather  not  hare  it  plaoedL 
fact  before  you  in  common  words/'  said  Zofrndoxtf, 
scoffingly. 

Boused  to  anger,  Melanie  stood  up,  and  thoxi^ 
her  voice  faltered,  her  brows  contracted  over  Her 
dark  eyes,  as  she  answered :  "  Your  words  shall  ^ 
repeated  to  Cyrilla  as  soon  as  she  is  well  enough  *<> 
bear  them ;  but  I  can  no  longer  conceal  from  yo^ 
that  you  have  forfeited  her  esteem,  and  with  it  hex 
affection.  Whether  or  not  the  millions  which  yon 
will  inherit  from  this  other  unfortunate  woman  wil* 
enable  you  to  regain  her  heart,  I  leave  you  to  judg'^S 
you  know  best  if  it  be  purchasable." 

"  Stay,"  cried  Zomdorff,  as  she  was  about    ^ 

leave  him  ;  "  stay,  and  recall  those  words I  csrf^ 

not  believe  them ;  if  there  be  truth  in  woman,  C^* 
rilla  loves  me  ! " 
"  She  did." 

"She    does and  women    can    forgive     ^ 

much ! " 

"  Some,  but  not  all,"  said  Melanie,  endeavourit»S 
to  speak  calmly,  "  The  Adlerkrons  are  proud,  ar»* 
a  greater  insult,  a  more  unpardonable  wrong,  h^ 
seldom  been  offered  to  any  woman." 

"  But  time time  will  enable  me  to  repair  i* 

I  knew  that  when  I  yielded  to  temptation ^ 
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I  iMa  to  say  the  ooDunandB  of  my  £Bither,  and  a 

-•••..no  matter  what procnre  me  time,  dear  Me* 

'^feDie,  and  my  fatore  life  shall  be  a  series  of  amends 
W  this  one  great  offence.  Shonld  CyriUa,  how- 
'^cr,  be  inexorable,  as  you  seem  to  think,"  he 
^dided,  moodily,  ^^  you  may  tell  her  that  she  has  no 
vplXMBition  to  fear  from  me.     I  shall  have  but  one 

^Iject  of  regret that  the  walls  of  a  prison  will 

^  bug  separate  her  from  her  convict  husband ! " 

''Edouard,  Edouard,  this  is  too  dreadfrd ;  how 
^■aiyou  speak  so?" 

^It  does  not  sound  well,  I  confess,  and  the  affair 
•in  be  talked  of  as  a  proof  of  the  depravity  of  the 

*ppcr  classes.     There  is but  one  way of 

Hairing  Cyrilla  free,  and perhaps  I  ought  to 

'^Uit  to  you an  expedient  in  every  way  befitting 

^'ttiank,  and  which  might  be  managed  without  the 
***^plea8ant  fiujts  ever  becoming  public." 

"Oh  name  it,  name  it,  Edouard ;  why  did  you 
^otspeak  of  it  sooner?" 

"You  have  only  to  consult  Rupert,  and  your 
^^fficalties  are  at  an  end." 

"What  can  he  do?" 

'*  Persuade  a  friend  to  load  one  of  those  pistols 
^  Cyrilla  used  to  admire  so  much  at  Freilands  ; 
^  ounce  of  lead  from  so  unerring  a  hand  would 
^^t  you  both  from  all  farther  embarrassments." 

"  Edouard,  if  you  had  ever  in  the  least  cared  for 
^)  or  even  believed  in  my  regard  for  you,  you 


f  Iff 

■■■  ■  I! 


Not  so,  ^rdanie  ;  not  so,  my  clearcf^t 
cried  Zoriidorff,  beseechingly.  "  We  have 
and  must  continue,  allies.  The  satisfactory 
nation  of  this  unhappy  affair  is  now  nearl 
much  consequence  to  you  as  to  me.  As  I  said 
my  uncle  would  never  pardon  the  part  yo 
acted  in  it,  so  there  is  nothing  left  for  you 
overcome  your  repugnance,  and  listen  to  rea 

Melanie  sat  down  again,  and  listened  with  i 
head,  while  he  continued :  "  My  engagem 
Cyrilla,  had  we  entered  into  one,  would  have 
two  or  three  years  at  least.  Now,  the  Somm< 
physician  told  me  that  Margaret  could  not  p 
live  longer  than  that  time,  though  both  she  s 
father  were  fully  convinced  that  I  could  effi 
restoration  to  health,  as  I  possessed  the  po 
putting  her,  in  a  few  minutes,  into  a  state  o 
meric  sleep-waking." 

'^  A  somnambulist  I"  died  Melanie,  tumi 


i 
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PUBiOBfttelj ;  '^  alinoet  all  somnainbulists  do,  more 

V  iesB but,  oh  Edooard,  they  Bometimes  live 

^MigyYBiy  long the  somnambulist  of  Prevorst, 

yottknow " 

'^I  know I  know,"  he  cried,  impatiently; 

''  but  Margaret's  case  is  quite  difieient,  though  she 

• 

uiu^gines  there  is  great  similarity.  I  endeavour  to 
^bmit  with  patience  to  all  the  fjancies  of  a  person 
^  whom  death  has  already  laid  his  hand ;  but  I 
l^ve  declined  the  office  of  mesmerizer,  and  have  re- 
^ig^JLcd  her  to  the  care  of  a  young  man  in  Exfort, 
who  has  written  a  book  on  Magnetic  Phenomena, 
though  I  do  not  think  he  knows  much  about  the 
'Witter.  However,  he  talks  to  her  of  neurology  and 
'^^tirotics,  listens  attentively  to  her  dreams,  allows 
"^1^  to  prescribe  for  herself,  and  so  amuses  her,  and 
Partially  emancipates  me.  There  is  also  a  homoe- 
opath at  Exfort." 

''  But  surely  she  does  not  try  two  modes  of 
^^'Catment  at  the  same  time?" 

*^  I  believe  she  would  try  twenty  if  she  could  : 
^e  has  no  other  thought,  no  other  occupation,  than 
^fe  recovery  of  her  health," 

**  I  am  surprised  she  did  not  wish  to  remain  in 
^^Im  in  order  to  have  better  advice." 

**  She  may  have  wished  it ;  but,  as  I  have  not 
«ie  least  idea  of  giving  up  my  profession,  my  return 
^o  Exfort  was  inevitable." 

"lam  sorry  to  hear  it,"  said  Molanie,  "  as  it 
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will  compel  me  to  give  up  my  plan  of  taking  Cyrilla 
back  with  me," 

'^  Why  so  ?    I  shall  carefully  avoid  embarrsks^ 
ing  her,  and  we  are  not  likely  to  meet  often." 

"Poor  thing!"  said  Melanie,  in  a  low  vomc^ 
"  she  will  feel  her  mother's  loss  and  your  cruel 
sertion  doubly  if  obliged  to  remain  here  with 
cold-hearted,  miserly,  selfish  aunt !" 

"  Then  why  not  persuade  her  to  return  to 
fort  ?    I  will  promise  never  to  enter  your  house — 
never  to  speak  to  her." 

"  But  what  chance  would  there  be  of  her  rosin- 
ing her  health  and  peace  of  mind  under  such  ci^ 
cumstances?"  said  Melanie  sorrowfully.  "  Liri**? 
at  Exfort,  and  associating  with  the  same  people 
how  could  you  avoid  meeting — ^how  avoid  speafctx^S 
without  giving  subject  to  unpleasant  remark^  ^ 
and  then  what  danger  for  CyriUa,  who  natoraWy 
still  thinks  she  has  a  better  right  to  your  affectio" 
than  your  acknowledged  wife !" 

"  I  thought  you  said  that  I  had  forfeited  her  ^^ 
gard,"  said  Zomdorff,  vainly  endeavouring  to  s^^P" 
press  a  smile  of  exultation. 

"  She  has  said  so— repeatedly — ^but  can  one  ^^^ 
lieve  her?" 

"  I  can  rwe,"  answered  ZomdorflF;  "  and  it  "^^ 
this  certainty  which  gave  me  courage  to  accept  **** 
gifts  that  fortune  seemed  so  determined  to  0^^ 
on  me  with  Margaret  Sommerfeld, — gifts  wb'^ 


I 

i 


all  vill  end  well  for  her,  for  you,  and  for 


afraid  that  it  is  the  only  course  left  for 
Melanie,  with  a  deep  sigli,  "  Cyrilla 
.  victim  to  my  fears  and  your  avarice,  and 
J  to  make  her  resigned  to  her  fate." 
rff  felt  that  this  was  all  he  could  demand 
,  «itd  alowly  and  reluctantly  took  leave, 
roawoold  write  to  me,"  he  said  earnestly. 
1  eauly  iroi^:iBe  what  a  relief  to  my  mind  a 
from  you  wonld  be,  after  you  have  spoken 
IL  Jnst  now  I  am  supposed  to  be  in 
ispecting  some  property  \  but  in  less  than 
shidl  return  to  Exfort,  so  you  may  direct 
At  the  door  he  stopped,  looked  rotind,  and 
!!yrilla's  recovery  will  be  slow  in  this 
bode.  Stay  with  her,  Melanie,  as  long  as 
and  apeak  of  me  incessantly  until  you 
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hended  perfectly  Melanie's  fears  of  h 

anger^  and  shared  tliem ;  she  perceive 

Btroyingher  sister's  domestic  peace  she  i? 

to  promote  her  own ;  and,  although  al 

calculating  selfishness  had  become  evi 

she  shuddered  equally  at  the  idea  of  hi 

demned  to  a  disgraceful  punishment, 

misery  which  the  acknowledgment  o 

would  bring  on  a  woman  who  had  bee 

basely  deceived  by  him.     As  she  lay  f 

weak  to  move  or  speak,  all  these  ci 

were  justly  weighed  and  considered ;  an 

lanie,  with  agitated  eloquence,  dwelt  on 

ances  to  which  the  legal  formalities  i 

procure  a  divorce  would  subject  her,  C] 

to  hesitate,  and  promised  patience  and 

She  stopped  her  sister's  thanks  by  obs< 

though  her  afiliction  was  great,  she  had 

for  having  joined  in  a  system  of  duplic 

the  President,  consented  to  a  marriage 

knew  would  be  displeasing  to  Zomdoi 

and  being,  though  through  the  mediimi 

the  immediate  cause  of  her  mother's  dea 

was  but  one  condition  on  which  she  ii 

that  was  a  written  promise  from  Zornd< 

would  not  only,  as  he  had  said  to  Melanic 

marriage  henceforward  in  the  light  of  j 

ment,  but  as  one  that  had  been  broken 

and  consequently,  even  if  eventually  at 
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iroold  consider  that  he  had  forfeited  all  right  to 
daim  her  as  his  wife,  or  eyen  in  any  way  to  dictate 
to  let  or  control  her  actions. 

Ifelanie  wrote,  and  the  returning  post  brought 
*lic  desired  promise,  without  a  word  more  or  less 
^Jum  was  necessary,  and  Cyrilla  wept  over  it  for 
hours  as  if  her  heart  were  breaking.  This  appa- 
*^iit  inconsistency  surprised  Melanie,  and  she  in- 
judiciously confided  her  observations  on  the  subject 
*o  Zomdorff,  intending  by  that  means  to  make  him 
*nore  sensible  of  the  atrocity  of  his  conduct,  but 
^^x^Qonsciously  encouraging  him  in  all  his  hopes  and 
plana  for  the  future. 

At  length  Cyrilla  was  pronomiced  convalescent, 
^^d  arrangements  for  her  and  her  sister's  removal 
^  their  aunt's  commenced.     Greatly  they  wished 
to  remain  where  they  were  with  Justine,  but  even 
Melanie  seemed  to  think  them  too  young  for  so  in- 
dependent a  life.     She  stipulated,  however,  before 
Ac  retumcd  to  Exfort,  that  Justine  was  to  be  left 
^  <imet  possession  of  the  apartments,  and  that  they 
^ere  to  be  at  liberty  to  spend  as  much  time  in  them 
^^  day  as  they  pleased. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

The  Baroness  Adlerkron  laid  aside  her  monnung 
at  the  end  of  a  few  weeks,  observing  in  a  playW 
manner  to  Colonel  Glaneck,  "  That  it  was  TinpttP" 
donable  people  dying  at  a  time  of  year  when  their 
relations  wished  to  enjoy  a  little  gaiety ;  that  for 
her  part  she  despised  all  outward  form  of  woe,  vA 
so  particularly  disliked  black,  which  she  knew  wi» 
unbecoming  to  her,  that  she  never  wore  it  a  d»y 
longer  than  was  absolutely  necessary."  Tliew 
words  served  as  an  excuse  for  a  continuation  of  tl* 
insipid  round  of  dissipation  that  she  denominate^ 
pleasure,  and  for  leaving  her  nieces  to  pass  thcff 
time  in  that  quiet  monotony  which  allows  grief  to 
exhaust  itself.  Fernanda  regained  by  degi«fl* 
her  habitual  cheerfulness,  and  attempted  a  renewd 
of  her  former  occupations,  but  she  soon  discovearrf 
that  her  time  was  no  longer  at  her  own  disposw* 
If  she  wished  to  read,  her  aunt  required  her  to  try 


woner  did  it  become  evident  that  sue  was  a 
r  expert  tapestry -worker,  tlian  she  was  con- 
to  stitch  all  the  garlands  and  bouquets neces- 
rumish  a  whole  room  !  Women  who  have 
male  friends  can  sometimes  manage  to  cover 
airs  and  solas  in  a  suiprisingly  short  time 
ibation ;  and  the  Baroness,  all  tmcoaaciouB 
tiendless  position,  made  varions  efforts  to 

asaiatatice  for  her  niece,  but  in  vun. 
Bockenheim'a  daughter  alone,  after  having 

a  few  bints,  and  some  nods  and  ezpressire 
>m  him,  undertook  a  sofa  coahion,  on  which 
sa  to  be  a  shepherdess,  apparently  rather 
with  the  small-pox,  snrrotinded  by  lambs 
;h  noses  and  square  eyes,  the  Baroness  her- 
ing  declared  her  intention  of  working  the 
d,  with  pink  shorts,  flageolet,  and  dog,  to 

terer  natural  impatience    Fernanda    may 


were  deeliiK'd  in  a  mtinner  not  particular] 
ii,-;  and  Cjrilla,  dui-vived  of  tin'  t'arc 
«lie  had  been  accustomed  from  infancy  i 
when  she  mo»t  required  it,  depressed  l>y  ■ 
formality  of  Iier  aunt's  house  and  ha' 
shocked  by  her  sister's  silent  unceasing  i 
began  to  pine  away,  and  grew  so  thin  ; 
that  at  length  change  of  air  and  scene  woi 
torily  ordered  by  Dr  Faur. 

It  was  too  early  in  the  season  for  the 
to  be  expected  to  go  to  the  country,  but  sh 
Cyrilla  to  remove  with  Justine  to  her  i 
Hellbmnn,  and  there,  cheered  by  the  beai 
scenery,  and  relieved  from  all  restraint,  si 
ally  began  to  regain  faeal^  and  streugtl 
still  greatly  depressed  in  spirits;  but  ^ 
clung  to  Justine,  and  seemed  more  conscic 
grateful  for  her  kind  attention  than  she 
been  before,  her  humHe  friend  would  mu 
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BntCyriDa  neither  laughed  nor  sang:  she  would 
sit  for  hours  silently  gazing  at  the  clouds  passing 
wer  the  mountains^  or  languidly  watching  the 
increase  of  vegetation  that  made  the  winter  green 
of  the  pine  and  fir  trees  look  dim  and  dark,  as  the 
sunounding  chestnuts  burst  forth  in  succulent 
nuuses,  or  the  light  maple  and  graceful  beech 
waved  their  delicate  foliage  in  their  vicinity. 

Jostine  was  a  shrewd,  sensible  woman,  fond  to 
^cesa  of  power,  and  whose  love  of  governing  had 
«*  the  last  twenty  years  been  exercised  in  the 
Diinuti«  of  every-day  life  in  the  Adlerkron  family. 
Something  very  nearly  resembling  friendship  had 
'utterly  subsisted  between  her  and  the  Baroness 
^I,  and  her  affection  for  Cyrilla  and  Fernanda 
waaKttle  inferior  to  that  of  a  mother.  She  submit- 
W  patiently  as  a  parent  would  have  done,  to  see- 
^g  her  little  gifts  of  fruit,  flowers,  bon  bons,  and 
•^j  treated  with  neglect,  but  Cyrilla's  silence 
^t  Zomdorflf  mortified  her  beyond  measure. 
*^e  knew  that  he  had  ceased  to  write,  that  his 
^e,  or  any  reference  to  him,  caused  annoyance, 
"Hot  actual  pain;  and  at  length  one  day,  when 
Cyrilla  had  wept  until  she  had  given  herself  a 
*^^*dache,  and  worried  herself  into  a  fit  of  imusual 
^^^ppession,  Justine  took  advantage  of  the  open 
^ting-desk  and  well-known  packet  of  letters,  to 
^mand  the  explanation  she  had  vainly  hoped 
Would  have  been  ofiered  her.     It  was  given  in  very 


Bui;ji  a  umiiiicr  a^ptait 
tin^^  ho  numstrDu;*,  that  slie  cmild  tliiuk  a 
nothing  else  for  several  days;  and  as  no 
personal  regard  hampered  her  judgment, 
implacable  severity. 

The  TmreBerved  animadversions,  whic 
knew  were  bnt  too  well  merited,  producec 
of  the  abhorrence  that  she  had  at  first  ex] 
and,  while  iinder  its  infinenee,  she  sent  Z 
picture  and  letters  to  Melajiie,  begged  her 
obtain  hers  in  return,  and  then  never 
him  to  her  again,  as  she  neither  wished 
minded  of  the  cruel  bondage  to  which  circD 
compelled  her  to  submit,  nor  of  the  auti 
JuBtine,  observing  the  irritation  produce 
frequent  discussions  of  the  disagreeable  top 
all  reference  to  it,  and  Cyiilla  slowly  rega 
equanimify;  time  and  her  coastitntiooal  I 
of  temperament  at  length  prevailed,  and 
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w»  deroted  to  excmsionB  in  the  neighbourhood^ 
ndqpent  altogether  in  the  open  air.     This  mode 
of  life  80  pecoliar  to  southern  climateS;  this  reading, 
tiUdog,  eating^  and  drinking  in  public,  so  repug- 
Dttt  to  English  habits,  was  twenty  years  ago  even 
noie  univerBal  than  now,  and  was  common  to  the 
Ughest  as  well  as  the  lowest  classes.  A  cloudless  sky 
^m,  a  cloudless  Sunday  sky  never,  flailed  to  fill 
d  the  beautifully  situated  gardens  in  the  neigh- 
Whood  of  Salzburg.    While  the  unsociable  inha- 
uitants  of  Britain  seek  the  most  secluded  spots  for 
«eir  pio-nics,  or,  preceded    by  their    servants, 
*^y  the  half-aired  dining-room  of  some  uninha- 
bited castle,  house,  or  cottage,  as  the  case  may  be, 
^  Germans,   more  gregarious,  assemble    round 
^Ues  in  the  gardens  of  the  never-failing  inns,  move 
*wut  from  one  friendly  group  to  the  other,  renew 
*uua:ease  their  acquaintances,  and  have  all  the 
t^c^wue  of  society  on  the  easiest  terms  imaginable. 
*^  is  much  to  be  regretted  that  the  upper  classes 
•^  beginning  to  disdain  these  simple  enjoyments, 
^  more  so  as  their  example  may  influence  those 
^«o  are  not  likely  to  find  anything  to  replace  them. 
^  gnawing  sickly  kind  of  ambition  that  causes 
^  insatiable  desire  to  associate  with  and  imitate 
^M8e  placed  by  birth   and  fortune   in  a  liigher 
SAere,  has  long  been  felt  by  the  class  termed 
i'Qieaacratists,  and  has  in  no  way  tended  to  increase 
^ir  happiness;  but  the  love  of  pleasure  still  most 
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freqnentlj  piepondorates,  and,  half  — li^wi^ 
their  condesoeiiBion,  half  dispoaed  to  be  hq 
they  may  still  be  seen  occupying  tablea  and  bem 
somewhat  apart  £rom  the  jojouBi  noisy,  and  < 
hungiy  citizens. 

With  the  exception  of  a  few  fiunilies  who  noi 
days  merely  walk  through  the  gardens,  casi 
supercilious  glances  around  them,  the  bureauowl 
and  burghers  seem  to  be  much  the  same  as  t 
were  a  score  of  years  ago.  The  rising  genera 
are  perhaps  rather  more  open  in  the  ezpiesBkx 
annoyance  at'  the  voluminous  white  cravat  t 
brown  coat  of  grandpapa,  or  the  old-fashiot 
bonnet  and  monstrous  reticule  of  grandnuuDi 
while  even  papa's  own  wig,  and  mamma's  poi 
dimensions,  form  not  unfiequently  a  subject 
open  ridicule.  But  though  the  sons,  when  am 
at  the  age  of  cigars,  emancipate  themselves,  i 
wander  about  bestowing  casual  bows  and  words 
their  acquaintances,  the  daughters  still  follow  d 
mothers,  or,  sitting  demurely  beside  them,  with 
affectation  of  industry  more  amusing  than  offienfl 
produce  pieces  of  portable  crochet  work,  ezcit 
astonishment,  and  greatly  promoting  converstti 
by  showing  the  marvellous  variety  of  things  iA 
they  contrive  to  make  in  this  manner — as, 
instance,  various  imitations  of  lace,  then  cfl 
collars,  and  children's  caps,  formless  jackets,  i 
square  or  octagonal  morsels  of  a  coarser  pattf 
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tta,  yrbea  sewn  together,  produce  a  quilt  of  a 
leny  dinging  description^  which  nothing  would 
teaqrt  any  one  to  endure,  but  the  conviction  that  a 
Wof  kind  intentions  had  propelled  the  dear  hands 
tlat  worked  it  for  them.    At  all  events,  this  crochet 
^k  is  infinitely  preferable  to  its  predecessor,  the 
Vg  stocking  of  twenty  years   ago;    this  most 
J^wessaiy  article  of  clothing  now  seldom  makes  its 
*{l)eaiance  as  ornamental  work,  excepting  in  the 
JWst  diminutive  forms,  and  generally  for  infant- 
*kooI  Christmas  presents. 

The  gay  groups  of  people  who  every  Sunday 

*id  holiday  passed  the  Baroness's  villa  on  their 

^y  to  Hellbrunn  presented  a  picture  of  life  in  its 

Shyest  aspect:  fathers,  mothers,  sons,  and  daugh- 

^  all  in  their  best  attire;   neighbours'  families, 

•^ted  for  the  afternoon,  walking  in  an  ever-chang- 

^  procession;  carriages  of  all  descriptions,  from 

^  large  family  barouche  stuffed  with  children,  to 

^  Styrian  toagerl,  with  its  handsome  saucy  pea- 

^  proprietor,  who  has  a  word  and  a  wink  for 

^  passer  by;  light  fantastic  vehicles  of  every 

^i  filled  with  lolling  smoking  officers;   eques- 

^'i^ns  on  horses  becoming  interestingly  restive  at 

^  sight  of  a  flowing  robe  of  white  or  blue,  and 

l^rfonning  the  most  perfect  caprioles  when  witliin 

*  few  yards  of  any  or  every  bonnet  with  pendent 

phmes. 

One  fine  f§te  day  towards  the  middle  of  sum- 

VOL.  ir.  D 
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mer,  jxust  as  the  Adlerkions  were  about  to  join  ik 
motley  crowds  a  travelling  caniage,  wbichiin  qpite  < 
the  incessant  cracking  of  the  pofitilions'  whipsy  hi 
latterly  made  its  way  but  slowly,  turned  sodden! 
into  the  short  approach  leading  to  their  house. 

'^  Who  can  this  be?"  cried  the  BaionesS|  in  3 
pleased  tone  of  voice ;  '^  post  horses  and  postilia 
in  blue  and  white  1  I  hate  the  sight  of  t 
Bavarian  liveries,  as  they  always  bring  me  virita 
for  the  whole  day.  This  is  of  course  some  a 
who  will  stay  to  dinner,  and " 

^'  It  is  Bupert  I "  cried  Cyrilla,  almost  joyous 
as  she  endeavoured  to  pass  her  aont. 

^^  Stop/'  said  the  Baroness,  ^'  something  t€ 
important  must  have  occurred,  or  he  would  i 
have  come  in  this  unexpected  manner.  Let  i 
speak  to  him — alone."  She  walked  hastily  ii 
the  adjoining  room,  and  met  her  nephew  at  i 
glass  door. 

"  How  d'  you  do  ?  Where  are  my  cousiii 
Where  is  Cyrilla?"  asked  Bupert,  quickly. 

^'  I  thought,  perhaps,  you  would  wish  to  6p0 
to  me  before  you  saw  them.    I  am  prepared  i 
your  intelligence — ^tell  me  the  name  at  onoOi 
know  nothing  else  would  have  induced  you  to  oo0 
here." 

"  Name !  what  name  ?"  asked  Bupert 

"  The  name  of  your  intended  wife." 

"  Pshaw ! "  cried  Bupert,  with  a  gesture  of  i» 
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pttdenee.  ^Let  me  see  my  cousins,  and  don't 
name  the  word  teifiy  if  jou  do  not  wish  me  to  order 
beah  horses  and  see  me  go  off  to  spend  my  leave 
of  absence  elsewhere." 

"  And  are  yon  really  come  of  your  own  accord 
to  stay  with  me?" 

"Yes;  and  to  quarrel  with  you  if  necessary. 
How  is  CyriUa?  is  she  quite  strong  again  ?" 

"Why,  yes — ^but  she  has  grown  too  quiet,  in 
ict  rather  dull  of  late — she  seems  to  suffer  so 
n»ttch  from  her  hopeless  attachment  that " 

"Ha — indeed" — said  Rupert,  with  an  expres- 
^  of  anxiety  that  induced  his  aunt  to  continue 
®  the  same  strain. 

"  I  never  saw  any  one  so  changed  in  so  short 
'time.  She  has  grown  indifferent  to  everybody 
*d  everything  in  the  world,  and  says  if  there 
^Te  Protestant  nunneries  she  would,  without  hesi- 
Won,  enter  one,  take  the  veil,  and  devote  herself 
^^wligious  duties  for  the  rest  of  her  life." 

"  Poor  dear,"  said  Rupert,  compassionately. 

"I  am  glad  to  perceive  you  are  not  so  in- 
•^1)16  as  I  expected,"  said  his  aunt,  with  evident 
"tisfiiction.  "  Perhaps,  after  all,  you  may  relent 
'^^d  marry  her." 

"Who?  I?  You  seem  to  be  labouring  under  some 
*^ge  mistake,"  began  Rupert;  then  he  paused, 
^ught  for  a  moment,  and  added  :  "  It  appears  to 
^  that  the  loss  of  her  mother  and  a  long  and 
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dangerous  illness  acoonnt  veiy  natimllj  bt  tin 
change  70a  describe." 

^^  For  a  change,  bat  not  siichachaiigey"iei<riiies 
his  aunt 

Rupert  began  to  pluck  the  flowers  in  his  vicimi 
with  a  diligence  that  greatly  displeased  her* 

^'  Instead  of  tearing  my  flowers  to  pieoes,  Bupos 
you  had  better  go  to  your  cousins;  they  are  in  ^ 
next  room,  and/'  she  added,  opening  the  do« 
^'I  can  answer  for  Cyrilla's  being  glad  to  e 
youl" 

'^  0,  80  glad/'  cried  Cyrillai  advancing  eaged> 

His  aunt  could  detect  no  difierence  in  his  mm 
ner  of  meeting  his  cousins ;  it  was  so  cordial^ 
afiectionate  to  both,  as  Fernanda  thanked  lai 
warmly  for  a  letter  which  he  had  written  to  th< 
after  their  mother's  death.  The  Baroness  inti 
posed. 

"  What  letter  ?  I  never  heard  of  any  letter." 

"  We  were  not  with  you  when  it  reached  xH 
said  Fernanda,  quietly. 

^^  Rather  a  fortunate  circumstance,"  cried  Rup£ 
''  that  is,  if  you  must  show  my  aunt  all  your  lettev^ 

"  You  could  scarcely  object  to  her  showing  * 
yours  ?"  said  the  Baroness. 

"  Not  I ! "  replied  Rupert,  laughing ;  "  it  wool 
only  add  another  to  our  subjects  of  dispute, 
consider  that  my  cousins  now  belong  as  much  ti 
me  as  to  you ;  so  I  told  them  when  they  got  tiiM 
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of  living  with  you  they  might  come  to  me — ^that's 

"You  did!  did  you?"  she  exclaimed,  with  an 
Appeaianoe  of  anger  that  surprised  her  nieces  con- 
Biderably,  as  she  had  abeady  not  unfrequently 
given  them  to  understand  that  having  them  to  re- 
ride  with  her  vs^as  a  duty  imposed  on  her  by  their 
^^ttur  relationship,  and  the  necessity  of  keeping  up 
appearances.     "  I  suppose,  then,"  she  added  with 
•dight  sneer,  "  I  suppose  you  intend  them  to  fol- 
W  you  about  to  your  different  garrisons  ?    What 
•n  acquisition  to  the  regiment,  especially  when  in 
^wmtry  quarters ! " 

"Too  much  honour  for  me— or  my  regiment," 
•'^wered  Rupert,  amused  at  her  irritation  ;  "  fortu- 
ity, however,  I  can  give  them  the  choice  of 
"^^eral  residences,  and  as  I  have  just  acquired  a 
*^0U8e  in  Berlin,  perhaps  they  may  prefer  it  to  any 
other;^ 

Rupert — ^I — I  take  it  for  granted — I  am  sure 
J^^  are  not  aware  that  you  are  acting  in  direct 
^ition  to  your  uncle's  will." 

''How  so?" 

^  He  recommended  your  cousins  to — to  my  pro- 
ton," replied  the  Baroness,  turning  to  a  servant 
^ojust  then  entered  the  room. 

"  Your  protection !  and  nothing  else  ?  " 

She  did  not  hear  him,  and  added  testily  a 
OHmient  afterwards :  "  Why,  Rupert,  they  tell  me 
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you  want  stabling  for  eight  horses !  Do  70a  &ii 
that  this  house  is  a  Windhorst  or  Freilands?  D 
you  forget  that  I  had  horses  here  too  ?" 

^^  Tell  them  to  find  out  some  place  for  mine 
the  neighbourhood,"  said  Eupert,  carelessly. 

"  And  four  grooms,"  continued  his  aunt,  "  anc 
britchzka  and  phaeton — what  can  we  do  with 
these  in  a  small  place  of  this  kind?" 

"  I'm  sure  I  don't  know — ^but  we  had  beti 
leave  all  that  to  Ehrhardt,"  said  Bupert,  tnnii: 
again  to  CyriUa,  who  could  not  help  smiling 
her  aunt's  dismay;  while  Fernanda,  half  alarms 
stood  forward  and  seemed  disposed  to  underts 
the  part  of  mediatrix. 

During  the  discussion  which  ensued,  the  autb 
of  the  commotion  leaned  quietly  against  the  side 
an  open  window,  and  in  a  low  voice  addressed  1 
cousin :  "  At  Freilands,  Cyrilla,  I  said  that  "^ 
should  not  meet  again  for  years  imless  sometbii 
quite  unforeseen  should  occur,  but  this  having  be- 
the  case  I " 

"  O,  Eupert,"  she  cried,  interrupting  him  hastilj 
"  do  not  speak  of  anything  that  occurred  at  Frc 
lands." 

"  I  have  no  intention — I  referred  to  your  moth» ' 
death,  and  your,  I  fear,  uncomfortable  position  h0^ 
and  have  come  expressly  to  consult  you  and  FcT" 
nanda  about  your  plans  for  the  fixture." 

"-Thank  you,  Eupert,"  said  Cyrilla,  hurriedly; 
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yw  tie  very  kind.  Our  prospects  are  not 
Wliaiit^it  is  trne,  nor  are  we  as — ^happy  as  we 
^  to  be ;  bat,  after  all,  we  have  no  right  to 
^plain ;  and,  to  be  candid  with  you,  both  Fer- 
"*nda  and  I  agree  in  thinking  that  we  cannot, 
«nder  any  cbciimstances,  go  to  you  until — ^until — 
7^  are  married." 

fiopert  turned  to  his  aunt,  and  begged  her 
^  give  h^self  no  farther  trouble ;  it  was  very 
P«)bable  he  would  remain  but  a  few  days  with  her. 

"But  everything  is  arranged,  Rupert.  I  was 
^yJQst  at  first  a  little  puzzled  about  so  many 
'^waeg ;  and  you  know  there  is  nothing  I  dislike 
*  much  as  having  other  people's  servants  in  my 
^nae,  especially  yours,  who  are  so  spoiled  and 
Papered :  however,  there  is  no  use  in  talking  to 
yoa  about  that,  so  if  you  have  no  objections  we 
^  now  all  go  to  Hellbnmn  together." 

Their  entrance  into  the  garden  at  Hellbrunn 
^^>8ed  a  degree  of  commotion  which  was  particu- 
**riy  gratifying  to  the  Baroness.  The  tables  were 
•*!  occupied,  but  one  was  immediately  procured 
^  the  house,  and  in  a  few  minutes  she  and  her 
'^i^ces  were  the  "  observed  of  all  observers,"  and 
••ttounded  by  officers  of  every  rank  and  age. 

Bnpert  became  acquainted  with  them  all  in  an 
••tonishingly  short  time ;  and  then,  looking  round 
•od  perceiving  his  friends  of  the  year  before,  he 
▼at  to  diem,  and  not  only  appeared  but  was  glad 
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to  see  them,  from  Colonel  Bockenheiiii  «ad  krj 
daughter,  to  the  BomBtedts  who  lodged  on  1U 
second  floor  of  his  annt's  hoose.  After  lumng  oV 
tained  a  few  words  and  a  great  many  bfauhes  firanv 
the  youthful  daughter  of  the  latter,  he  pioposi 
acoompanymg  them  to  see  the  water-works,  on 
dition  that  Mademoiselle  Josephine  woold 
to  walk  beside  him,  and  tell  him  how  to  avoid 
usual  shower-baths  bestowed  on  strangen  fer 
amusement  of  the  public.  Willingly  she  promift^ 
and  it  would  be  hard  to  say  whether  the  Boan 
stedts'  exultation  or  his  aunt's  annoyance  was  ti 
greater  as  he  walked  off  with  them. 

f^  Was  there  ever  any  one  so  tiresome  as  Ro' 
pert  ?  "  cried  the  Baroness,  looking  after  him ;  '^  Ac 
always  chooses  to  bestow  his  attentions  on  thereiy 
people  I  wish  him  to  avoid  1 " 

^^  He  is  bestowing  them  on  one  of  the  prettioi^ 
girls  in  Salzburg/'  answered  an  officer,  laog^iiiV* 

^^  It  is  a  great  pity  we  are  to  lose  her  so  soon 

You  have  of  course  heard  of  the  silent  wooing  9tii 
sudden  betrothal?" 

No ;  they  knew  nothing  about  the  matter. 

"  In  fact,"  said  the  officer,  "  it  is  our  new«i^ 
news ;  for  it  was  only  last  Sunday,  in  this  rfff 
garden,  that  the  Bomstedt  family  assembled  roQBa 
cue  of  those  tables  to  eat  cakes  and  drink  coflfee  is 
the  usual  quantities,  and  at  a  neighbouring  taUft* 
solitaiy  stranger  sat,  and  ate  and  drank  also ;  M 
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irhile  doing  so,  he  amused  himself  watching  the 
Bomstedts,  and  taking  a  very  serious  kind  of  fimcj 
to  the  charming  little  person  of  the  fair  Josephine. 
When  thej  rose  to  return  home,  he  rose  too,  fol- 
lowed them,  and  as  they  were  about  to  enter  their 
house,  he  suddenly  addressed  the  young  lady's  fa- 
ther, and,  having  taken  him  aside,  told  him  who 

•nd  what  he  was,  and demanded  his  daughter's 

luoid  in  marriage !  Herr  Bomstedt  stared  a  little, 
Wed  very  politely,  requested  he  would  have  the 
tindness  to  call  for  an  answer  in  a  couple  of  days, 
od  then,  walking  up  stairs,  informed  his  family 
^thout  circumlocution  of  all  that  had  been  said." 

"And and,"  said  Fernanda,  "  what  was  her 

•08wer  ?" — "  Her  answer  was  an  unanswerable 
?^,  consisting  of  but  two  words,"  replied  the 
'Officer,  laughing.  "  She  merely  said,  '  Why  not  ? ' 
■^  ag  no  one  could  say  why  not,  she  is  to  be  mar- 
'^^some  time  next  month."* 

An  exceedingly  moderate  degree  of  surprise  was 
**^«Jiife8ted,  a  few  questions  followed,  a  jest  or  two 
*"Out  the  unusually  handsome  face  and  figure  of 
^  silent  adorer  not  having  been  unobserved  by 
^  young  lady  even  in  the  garden,  some  remarks, 
^  worth  recording,  of  love  at  first  sight ;  and  then 
y^iilla  leaned  back  in  her  chair,  heedless  of  all  the 
•Mentions  lavished  on  her,  or  receiving  them  with  a 
'tttlessness  which  many  supposed  affectation,  while 

•Fact. 

d2 
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Fernanda  poured  ont  the  coffee,  diflcuBsed  its  mei 
in  a  very  satisfactory  manner,  explained  the  way 
which  the  Hellbnmn  Jerapfin  (cakes)  were 
and  how  they  should  be  torn  asunder  instead  of 
ing  cut,  and  received  the  laughing  congratolatios 
of  Colonel  Bockenheim  and  his  daughter  on  1&< 
progress  in  German  cookery  with  a  very  go^ 
grace. 

Eupert  was  long  absent;  and  as  he  at  last  saiu- 
tered  towards  his  aunt's  table,  she  turned  rooJCMl, 
and  said  ironically,  ^^  I  hope  you  have  been  as  sm^ 
prised  and  delighted  with  the  water-works  as  y^oo 
expected?" 

"  If  I  were  not,  some  Tyrolese  peasants  were,"  i^ 
answered,  laughing.  ^^  Not  all  Mademoiselle  3o0^ 
phine's  warnings  could  keep  me  out  of  the  perfldioW 
grotto,  so  irresistible  were  the  wondering  upturn^ 
faces  and  open  mouths  just  when  the  secret  spriiiCF 
was  touched  and  the  water  gushed  from  hundreds 
of  concealed  apertures  upon  them." 

"  I  think  the  whole  concern  tiresome  and  chiM- 
ish,"  said  the  Baroness ;  "  it  does  not  in  the  lea^t 
amuse  me  seeing  half-a-dozen  peasants  pursued  h/ 
water-spouts ! " 

"  Yet  it  amused  me  to  see  their  efforts  to  escape 
from  them,"  said  Eupert.  "  I  wish  they  wooM 
engage  me  as  showman  for  a  week  or  two." 

^^  What  a  droll  idea!"  exclaimed  Mademoiflcllft 
de  Bockenheim,  who  was  standing  behind  Fe^ 
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.'g  ekBOTf  endeaTouring  to  appear  very  intimate 
witblier. 

H  think  the  MIb  of  water  over  the  bouquets  of 
fed  flowers  very  pretty,"  said  Cyrilla ;  "  they  look 
^  giaas  that  had  become  alive." 

^  If  you  had  ever  seen  any  really  handsome  foun- 
*BD8,"  said  her  aunt,  "  or  water-works  on  a  grand 
**le,  you  would  not  think  anything  here  worth 
Jookingat" 

*' Excuse  me,"  said  Rupert,  "but  I  must  say 
^t  would  altogether  depend  upon  the  constitution 
^  ber  mind.     I  have  seen  fountains  and  water- 
^oiks  enough,  you  will  allow;   but,  being  blest 
^th  what  Melanie  calls  an  elastic  imagination,  that 
®^tracts  or  extends  itself  according  to  circumstan- 
^^,  I  confess,  without  hesitation,  that  all  I  have 
f^t  seen  has  both  pleased  and  amused  me,  even  to 
^^  two  little  tortoises  that  keep  perpetually  spitting 
^t  each  other!" 
*^  Rupert!" 

*'  I  am  quite  serious,  I  assure  you.  Pleasure  is  in 
'^'Jiselves,  and  not  in  the  things  around  us.  When 
^  is  disposed  to  mirth,  the  most  trifling  object 
'^ords  amusement ;  when  in  a  happy  temper,  there 
^  few  things  that  fail  to  give  pleasure.  I  avoid 
•D  mental  comparisons  that  interfere  with  present 
Salification,  whether  they  concern  beauties  of  na- 
tec  or  art.  When  at  Versailles,  I  did  not  think 
rfthe  scenery  and  mountains  here ;  nor,  when  here. 


60  CTRILLA. 

will  I  think  of  the  water-works  and  fountaiiiB  of 
Versailles." 

"  In  short/'  said  Count  Glaneck,  "  you  are  dfr- 
termined  to  enjoy  everything  without  alloy." 

"  Precisely ;  and  those  who  do  otherwise  loie 
much  pleasure,  I  suspect.  I  pity  people  who  tnm 
away  fix)m  a  really  well  composed,  well  painted 
modem  picture,  because  it  is  not  equal  to  some 
Correggio  or  Rembrandt  they  had  seen  somewhere 
else.  Now,  a  picture  must  be  veiy  indifferent  in- 
deed not  to  afford  me  some  sort  of  gratification;  and 
as  to  music,  though  perhaps  I  can  appreciate  it 
better  than  anything  else,  a  hurdy-gurdy,  provided 
it  be  in  order  and  played  by  a  picturesque-looking 
Savoyard  boy,  can  give  me  very  sincere  satis&c- 
tion." 

"  I  like  this  idea,"  said  Fernanda,  "  and  sball 
endeavour  to  act  on  it  in  future ;  but  how  few 
people  have  these  enviably  elastic  minds ! " 

"  More  than  choose  to  acknowledge  it,"  answered 
Rupei-t.  "  People  will  not  avow  their  gratification 
at  mediocrity,  because  they  feel  it  might  be  sup- 
posed they  were  ignorant  that  something  better 
was  attainable." 

"  An  absurd  weakness,"  said  Fernanda. 

"  Rather  say  vanity,"  rejoined  Rupert;  ^^^ 
after  all,  one  of  the  most  harmless  of  vanities.  The 
worst  kind  is  perhaps  that  which  produces  a  craTiBg 
for  things  beyond  our  reach — a  discontent  th«t 
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ittMDs  or  altogether  spoils  the  enjoyments  of  life 

but  from  a  portion  of  this  yanity  not  one  in  a 

thousand  is  ever  wholly  emancipated." 

'^  What  nonsense !  "  exclaimed  the  Baroness  ; 
••  if  vanity  had  anything  to  do  with  admiring  or 
I      W)t  admiring  insignificant  water-works ! " 

"  I  don't  think  you  quite  understand  Bupert " 

*^gin  Fernanda. 

'^  I  don't  want  to  understand  him.  I  hate  moral- 
**iiig  in  a  place  of  this  kind." 

^^And  yet/'  said  Bupert,  assuming  an  air  of 
^*H>ck  gravity  as  he  looked  round  him,  "  and  yet, 
J^>Bt  in  such  places,  in  summer  assemblies  of  this 
^Uid,  the  temptation  to  do  so  is  great ;  especially 
^U  vanity,  which  presents  itself  here  in  so  many  dif- 
^^^^rtat  forms." 

*^  Perhaps  so ;  but  you  might  just  as  well  talk  in 
'*U8  way  in  a  ball-room  as  here." 

**  I  have  not  time  at  a  ball,"  said  Kupert.  "  Either 
^  am  too  busy  dancing,  or  too  much  occupied  with 
*^y  own  vanities  to  observe  others." 

*^  Is  it  possible,"  cried  Mademoiselle  de  Bocken- 

*^^im,  with  a  silly  simper,  "  is  it  possible  that  men 

^^  vain  in  ball-rooms  ?     I  thought  it  was  only 

^omen  who  were  young  or  handsome  who  had  a 

^t  to  be  vain ! " 

"I  am  inclined  to  dispute  the  right  of  either  man 
^  woman,"  answered  Eupert ;  "  but  I  believe  the 
lutlity  itself  is  very  equally  divided  between  them." 
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'^  And  do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  care  about 
— about  people  admiring— or— or  liking  yourHyad 
wishing  to  dance  with  you^  and  all  that  I  " 

'^  Most  certainly — and  you  cannot  he  more 
flattered  at  receiving  our  attentions,  than  we  vt 
in  perceiving  their  effects,  of  which  we  can  judge 
wiih  surprising  nicety." 

"  I  tliink,  Adlerkron,  you  are  making  very  un- 
necessary confessions,"  observed  Count  Glmeck; 
smiling.  • 

^^  Mademoiselle  de  Bockenheim  has  taken  ad- 
vantage of  my  simplicity,"  said  Rupert,  "but the 
rest  shall  be  made  to  my  cousins,  who,  I  rathfir 
expect,  will  accompany  me  to  the  Monat-schloes 
(Month  Castle),  which  they  tell  me  is  so  called 
from  havmg  been  built  by  an  eccentric  Englishman 
in  exactly  thirty  days." 

He  looked  at  Cyrilla,  but  she  did  not  move  until 
desired  to  do  so  by  the  Baroness.  Notwithstand- 
ing his  explanation,  she  had  discovered  the  InA- 
ing  hope  that  had  induced  him  voluntarily  f> 
become  an  inmate  of  his  aunt's  house ;  knew  there 
was  but  one  line  of  conduct  henceforth  for  her,  and 
resolved  to  pursue  it  steadily.  She  accompanied 
her  cousin,  but  so  conscientiously  avoided  any 
renewal  of  their  former  unreserved  intercourse,  that 
Rupert,  piqued  and  irritated,  tinned  completely  to 
Fernanda,  not  only  for  the  remainder  of  that  day> 
but  also  the  succeeding  ones;  and  Cyrilla  soon  found 
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iiQBdf  in  the  isdated  position  that  she  liad  endeav- 
^'^  to  obtain,  but  which,  to  an  affectionate  dis- 
P^tkm  Boch  as  hers,  was  infinitely  painful. 

All  Fernanda's  spare  time  was  thenceforward 
^"^^oted  to  Bupert :  she  sang  with  him,  talked  to 
'^,  and  walked  with  him  more  than  Cyrilla  her- 
self had  done  at  Freilands.     She  seemed  to  delight 
^  ki«  gaiety,  entered  into  all  his  plans  of  amuse- 
^*^t,  and  received  grateftdly,  and  without  hesita- 
^^,  not  only  all  the  attentions  and  presents  he 
^^  disposed  to  bestow  on  her,  but  also  those 
'^^ch  Cyrilla  thought  it   her   duty  to  decline; 
^^  at  length  the  latter,  with  a  mixture  of  feel- 
"^  which  she  found  it  impossible  to  understand, 
"^an  to  contemplate  Rupert  as  the  future  husband 
^*  uer  sister.     All  the  advantages  of  so  desirable  a 
^^^^exion    rose    distinctly  before    her ;    all    his 
^^able  qualities  became  evident;  all  she  had 
^  heard  in  his  praise  recurred  to  her  memory, 
^ker  sister's  happiness  she  felt  perfectly  assured, 
md  yet — ^her  satisfaction  was  not  as  unalloyed  as 
«*  thought  it  ought  to  be.     She  endeavoured 
?ttietly,  and  as  she  supposed  imperceptibly,   to 
absent  herself  from  the  drawing-room  ;  but  though 
Ac  merely   took    her    work,   book,   or    drawing 
materials  into  the  adjoining  apartment,  in  which 
icr  aunt  and  Count  Glaneck  were  sitting,  and  that 
the  doors  of  communication  still  continued  open, 
the  change  was  disagreeable  to  Rupert,  and  he 
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soon  began  to  ride  into  Salzburg  and  make  engage- 
ments there,  not  nnfirequentlj  dining  with  the 
officers,  or  joining  them  in  hunting  excursions, 
which  prolonged  his  absence  to  several  days. 
His  aunt  was  first  surprised,  then  offended ;  said 
that  he  made  a  hotel  of  her  house,  leaving  her  his 
grooms  and  horses;  going  off  and  coming  back  just 

as  suited  his  convenience — all  very  well  if but 

she  would  have  an  explanation  with  him  the  very 
next  time  they  met. 
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CHAPTEE  V. 

The  projected  explanation  did  not  take  place, 
althongh  the  day  on  which  Rupert  returned,  after 
a  long  absence  in  the  Tjrol,  was  of  that  description 
generally  chosen  by  the  Baroness  for  "  explana- 
tions," especially  with  her  nieces,  lawyer,  steward, 
or  housekeeper.  It  was  one  of  those  days  on  which 
the  barometer  falls  suddenly  to  wind  and  rain,  and 
no  tapping  of  impatient  fingers  will  raise  the  quick- 
silTcr  even  to  the  convex  form  that  admits  of  hope. 
The  air  was  perceptibly  warm,  the  sky  blue,  the 
ran  shining  brightly — no  one  but  a  weather-wise 
inhabitant  of  Salzburg  could  have  watched  with 
an  eye  of  suspicion  the  small  white  cloud  that 
hung  so  lightly  over  the  Bavarian  mountains  in 
the  west,  and  which,  like  the  first  thought  of  evil, 
seemed  to  the  careless  unworthy  of  consideration  ; 
but  while  windless  sunshine  glowed  around  the 
rillai  the  atmosphere  in  which  the  cloud  hovered 


of  liciivy  tliicMtfiiiii;,^  clouds  rose,  and  slow' 
aloiiif  tint  sky.  Uinii'rt,  who  was  in  an  oj. 
riagc  oil  tlic  road  beneath,  with  some  frien 
laughed  at  tlteir  predictions  of  storm,  ra 
hail ;  hnt  no  sooner  perceived  the  sun  cove 
the  gloom  momentarily  increasing,  than  he 
as  willing  as  the  others  to  hvny  forwai 
drove  at  a  forious  rate  into  Salzburg,  ret 
before  the  Btonn  commenced ;  but  snch  is 
Terseness  of  human  nature  when  in  the 
young  and  daring  men,  that  Hupert,  delighl 
the  excitement,  after  having  left  his  compa 
the  gate  of  the  barracks,  determined  to  go  ai 
his  aunt's.  BemoastranceB  were  vain,  he  { 
rein  to  his  half-frightened,  half-initated  hoi 
reached  the  river-side  jnst  as  the  thunder  1 
roll,  and  the  wind  swept  in  long  gusts  al 
road,  bending  the  trees  and  raising  whirh 
dust.      Unable  to  see  more  than  a  few  yi 
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to  did  Baronefls's  TiUa.  Short  as  was  the  remain- 
ing way,  he  was  oompletly  wet  through  before  he 
leidked  the  house^  and  was  obliged  at  once  to  take 
nfoge  in  his  room. 

Ag  he  was  leisnrelj  completing  an  imusually 
^Ux)rate  toilet^  and  caiefullj  endeavouring  to  erase 
Afi  tiaoes  of  some  days'  neglect  firom  his  long  mous- 
tiehe,  his  annt  sent  to  request  that  he  would  ^'  come 
to  her  without  a  moment's  delay; "  but,  accustomed 
tosoch  messages  from  her,  he  attached  no  sort  of 
'■fortance  to  it,  and  descended  half  an  hour  after- 
'■rfa  to  the  drawing-room  without  the  slightest 
P^^timent  that  the  storm  within  doors  was 
"^^rcely  inferior  to  that  without. 
I  The  Baroness  was  walking  up  and  down  the 
S'^rtincnt  waving  her  pocket-handkerchief,  and 
Silking  loudly  and  angrily.  Cyrilla  bent  over 
**Die  alpine  flowers  which  were  scattered  on  the 
^  before  her,  and  unconsciously  played  with 
*^ ;  while  her  eyes  were  anxiously  fixed  on  her 
^•ter,  who  stood  near  the  window  apparently  un- 
**oved,  her  arms  slightly  crossed,  her  head  erect, 
Sizing  at  the  falling  rain  as  intently  as  if  endeav- 
oring to  count  the  drops. 

"0,  Rupert,"  exclaimed  his  aunt  the  moment 

ie  appeared,  "  never  did  you  arrive  more  oppor- 

tnncly.    As  the  head  of  our  family,  you  have  a 

D^  to  give  an  opinion  on  occasions  of  this  kind ; 
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and  though  Fernanda  says  it  will  be  a  matter  < 
indifference  to  you  whom  she  may  many " 

"  A  matter  of  indifference  to  me ! "  cried  Bi 
pert,  turning  quickly  to  his  cousin ;  ^'  nothing  ecu 
ceming  Fernanda  can  ever  be  a  matter  of  indiffie 
ence  to  me  :  and  as  to  whom  she  may  marry," 
added  gaily,  "  I  think  there  are  so  very  few  worti 
of  her,  that  I  feel  tempted  to  refuse  my  conse 
beforehand." 

"  No  jesting,  Kupert,"  cried  his  aunt  impatiei 
ly :  "  this  is  no  jesting  matter  I  assure  you,— e^ 
Count  Glaneck,  who  was  present  when  I  recei'i 
the  letter,  seemed  quite  shocked  at  the  very  idea 
such  a  thing! " 

"  Indeed !  Then  he  is  not  the  man  we  i 
about  to  refuse?" 

"  Can  you  not  be  serious  for  five  minutes,  I 
pert  ?  One  would  really  suppose  you  might  be 
at  least,  when  one  of  your  nearest  relations  is  abc 
to  make  a  most  odious  and  unsuitable  connexion 

"  Fernanda  is  the  last  person  in  the  world  like 
to  do  anything  of  that  kind,"  said  Rupert  cod 
posedly.     "  My  confidence  in  her  is  unbounded." 

"  And  yet  she  has  just  declared  her  intention  < 
marrying  Colonel  Bockenheim !  " 

"  Colonel  Bockenheim !  "  repeated  Rupert,  amai 
ed.     "  I — I  never  thought  of  him." 

"  Nor  I,"  said  his  aunt,  "  nor  any  of  us— n 
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even  Fernanda  herself^  most  probably,  until  about 
m  Iioor  ago,  when  I  receiyed  a  letter  demanding 
lier  bandy  and  asking  wliat  I  was  disposed  to  settle 
on  her  in  the  first  instance !    First  or  last,  not  a 
Ibrin,  not  a  kreutzer ;  I  will  not  even  give  her  the 
Wgber-like   trousseau  befitting   the  station  for 
which  she  seems  to  have  so  decided  a  predilec- 
tion." 

"  The  predilection  is,  in  this  case  I  should  sup- 
pwe,  for  the  man,"  observed  Eupert,  gravely. 

"Ah,  bah!  How  can  a  girl  of  her  age  feel 
•"^ything  of  the  kind  for  an  elderly,  bald-headed, 
I*D8ioned  colonel  of  dragoons, — ^a  widower,  with- 
<^^t  title  or  connexion,  or " 

"As  to  that,"  said  Eupert,  "in  these  enlight- 
^  days  prejudices  respecting  rank  are " 

"Don't  talk  revolutionary  nonsense,"  cried  his 
^^  interrupting  him  angrily ;  "  but  remember 
^  you  are  the  head  of  an  ancient  family,  and 
^t  to  point  out  to  Fernanda  that  she  is  about  to 
'^^^ieaa  herself  and  all  of  us.  One  would  really 
'"^^gine  you  were  disposed  to  agree  with  her  in 
wimking  it  quite  a  desirable  match." 

*  By  no  means,"  cried  Eupert,  hastily.  "  I — I 
^^'^ot  approve — wish  I  mean  to  say — tliat  is — in 
^^  I  think,  instead  of  speaking  scofiingly  of 
Lionel  Bockenheim,  it  would  be  better  to  talk 
'^ttonably  to  Fernanda." 

Talk  to  her  in  any  way  you  please,"  said  his 
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listt'ii  tn  US  we  iirc  houud  to  listen  to  lier." 

"  Hut  it  ia  iKit  trill".  I  am  i)uitc  willin 
lier  live  with  me,  and  have  told  licr  rciK'alc* 
I  have  no  sort  of  objection  to  having  her 
house." 

"  I  dare  eay  not ;  but  the  question  is,  i 
or  not  she  choose  to  remain  in  it  Femanc 
you  forgive  my  interference — will  yon  allov 
offer  advice  ?  " 

"  She  must — she  shall,"  cried  his  aunt 
your  duty  to  interfere  on  this  occasion,  and 
on  your  doing  so." 

"  Dreadful  responsibility,"  exclaimed  1 
half  laughing  as  she  left  the  room ;  "  but 
not  going  to  act  tableaux  for  your  amuse: 
can  tell  you,"  he  added,  nodding  to  her,  ai 
quietly  and  carefully  closing  the  doors  betwi 
rooms. 

"  Now,  Fernanda,"  he  said,  seating  himsc 
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But  Fernanda  stood  immovable^  determination 
^e^lde  in  every  feature  of  her  face. 

"You  look  nncommonly  refractory,"   he  con- 
tinued :  "  will  you  not  fevour  me  with  your  confi- 
dence, and  let  me  know  the  particulars  of  this 
^ualljr  strange  and  sudden  matrimonial  project?  " 
"  All  this  may  be  very  amusing  to  you,  Kupert," 
8»id  Fernanda  petulantly,  as  she  threw  herself  into 
Ae  lieaiest  chair,   ^^  but,  imfortunately,  /  cannot 
find  it  80." 

"Nonsense!  you  don't  mean  to  say  that  you 
•ttach  any  importance  to  what  my  aunt  has  said  ?  " 
"No,  nor  to  what  you  may  say  either." 
"Why,  this  is  actual  rebellion !  "  cried  Rupert, 
'falling  his  chair  towards  hers,  so  as  to  have  a  full 
^w  of  her  face.  "  O,  you  are  in  earnest,  real 
oownright  earnest  I  perceive,  and — I — must  be- 
"^▼e  all  that  my  aunt  has  said." 

Fernanda  turned  her  head  away  from  him,  and 
'^ni^ed  silent 

"Will  you  or  will  you  not  speak  to  me?"  he 
•^^  after  a  pause. 
"I-eannot." 

"And  why?  Just  &ncy  me  your — your — 
p»nd£ather,  or  something  of  that  sort,  for  the  next 
lialf-hour." 

'^  My  grandfather !  that  would  be  a  stretch  of  the 
imagination." 
^'  Brother  I  should  have  said,  perhaps,  but  that 
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ig  too  romantic  for  me,  and  lalbar  dmgaons  ii 
the  bargain." 

"Dangeionfl?" 

^'  Yes,  make-belieye  brothers  so  often  torn  ixili 
loyers  70U  know." 

''Do  they?"  said  Fernanda  with  ill-ooneealed 
embarrassment,  as  she  played  with  a  bracelet  Afi 
Bnpert  had  given  her  the  day  after  his  anivaL 

''  In  novels  always,  at  least  as  fiu:  as  my  eipen^ 
ence  goes ;  and  novels  they  say  are,  or  ouglit  to 
be,  pictures  of  life.    I  have  often  wished  for  attamp 
that  is,  real  sisters,  and  rejoiced  that  I  had  wmo^ 
thing  so  nearly  resembling  them  as  cooains." 

''  I  should  not  have  thought  so,"  said  Fernanda" 
''  You  did  not  show  any  inclination  to  see  or  kno^ 
us  after  our  return  to  (Germany." 

She  was  surprised  at  the  impression  these  wonl^ 
made  on  him.  More  than  a  minute  elapsed  lefbrs^ 
he  said  gravely:  ''My  dilatoriness  was  seveiel^ 
punished;  it  prejudiced  Cyrilla  against  me— aoi^ 
— ^you  too  seem  not  to  have  forgotten  or  foighre^ 
it." 

Fernanda  attempted  to  deny  this,  but  she  stia< 
mered  and  became  conftised.  He  did  not  peroeiio 
it,  and  continued  quietly :  "  0,  I  know  yon  hm  - 
both  learned  to  tolerate  me, — most  people  contriva 
to  do  that  some  way  or  other;  but  you  know  I 
wished  for  something  more,  and  aspired  to  what 
yau  profess  to  feel  for  Colonel  Bockenheim." 
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^Gokmel  Bockenheim ''  repeated  Fernanda, 

W  colour  increasing,  and  her  embarrassment  so 
^^▼ident,  that  Rupert  at  last  became  aware  of  it,  and 
Mdd: 

"Excuse  my  having  doubted  the  possibility  of 

yoor  being  determined  to  many  him I  begin  to 

fciff  fluit  I  may  offend  you,  if  I  say  that  it  seems 

^  to  me  your  finding  anything  congenial or 

*ttnctiTe in  a  man so so " 

"So  very  dull  as  Colonel  Bockenheim,  you 
^d  say,"  interrupted  Fernanda.     "  It  is  true,  he 

9 

,  ^  ^  gay,  or  handsome,  or  young ;  but  I  think  I 
■wllbe  able  to  like  him  tolerably  well  before  long, 
and..     " 

"My  dear  Fernanda,  if  you  only  tolerate,  or  hope 
^ume  to  tolerate  the  man,  I  can  sincerely  join  my 

*^t  in  endeavouring  to  dissuade  you  from  a  mar- 

• 

^^  80  little  likely  to  conduce  to  your  happiness  : 
**  W  write  the  answer  to  his  letter  that  she 
wishes" 

"If  you  could  put  yourself  into  my  place,  Ru- 
P^  for  half-an-hour,  you  would  speak  differently. 
*^ember,  I  am  poor  and  plain,  and  most  uncom- 
fortably situated  here.    Cyrilla  will  probably  return 
toExfort;  Melanie  and  the  President  have  both 
fflged  her  to  do  so,  and  then  I  shall  be  alone  in  this 
home — alone  with  my  aunt,  without  any  one  to  care 
fir  me,  or  any  one  that  I  can  care  for  near  rae ;  but  yaii 

VOL.  II.  E 
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cannot  even  imagine  the  dreariness  of  sue 
istence." 

^^  I  think  I  can/'  answered  Bnpert^  n 

"  but,  a is  it  not  possible  to  find  some 

suited  to  you  than  this  Colonel  Bockenhei 

"  You  mean  in  point  of  rank  ?" 

"  I  mean  in  every  way." 

"  Perhaps  so ;  but  you  forget  that  I 
chosen.     Ugly  women  have  even  less  c 
choice  than  others  ;  and  the  sooner  they  lei 
mire  and  love,  without  expecting  a  return 
ter  for  them." 

"  The  better  for  us  all,"  said  Rupert :  ^ 
few  who  have  not  at  one  time  or  other  e: 
something  of  the  kind." 

"  You  have  not,  I  am  sure,"  said  Fer 

"  Your  doubt  would  be  very  flatterin 
not  aware  that  you  knew  the  contrar 
case." 

"  I I know  nothing I... 

"  Is  it  possible  that  Cyrilla  did  not 

Every  trace  of  colour  forsook  Femai 
as  she  looked  inquiringly  towards  tl 
room,  where  her  sister  sat.     Cyrill 
glance,  by  laying  her  head  on  the 
along  the  table  before  her,  and  as 
long  fair  ringlets  mixed  oddly  with 
scattered  upon  it. 
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A  pioBe  ensued ;  Bupert  broke  it  hj  Baying : 
'^Tkeie  is  no  use  in  talking  of  that  now ;  it  was 
^  fiist  great  disappointment  of  mj  life — ^the  second 
Imb  been  the  discovery,  that  even  the  friendship 
which  I  hoped  would  always  exist  between  us  has 
since  been  altogether  withdrawn  on  Cyrilla's  side." 

Perhaps  he  expected  this  last  assertion  to  be 
co&tiadicted ;  he  watched  eagerly  his  cousin's  mo- 
uonleas  form  for  a  few  moments,  and  then  turned 
^^pletdy  away  from  her. 

"  We  have  wandered  from  our  subject,  Fernanda ; 
•Jd,  between  my  own  concerns  and  yours,  I  now 
^1  a  little  confused.  As  well  as  I  can  imderstand, 
however,  it  seems  that  the  wish  to  leave  my  aunt's 
protection,  as  she  calls  it,  is  sufficiently  strong  to 
^"^  you  willing  to  accept  that  of  any  other  per- 
•^ then,  why  not  mine?" 

Fernanda  shook  her  head  despondingly. 

**  The  whole  excellence  of  this  plan  never  struck 
^  until  this  moment,"  he  continued,  pushing  his 
^  still  closer  to  hers. 

'^Impossible,  Rupert,  unless you  were  mar- 


ji 


*^But  don't  you  think,  just  at  first,  an  elderly  re- 
ktion  would  do  as  well  as  a  wife  ?    An  aunt  of  my 

mother's  might  be  induced  to  live  with  us with 

yoa on  certain  conditions " 

Fernanda  hesitated ;  indefinite  but  pleasant  vi- 
sions of  Bupert's  house  and  Bupert's  self  rose  before 
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heri  and  for  a  moment  her  feelings  ofeipawepcdk 
judgment  She  approached  her  msbary  and,  j^bck 
her  hand  on  her  shonlderibent  down,and  whiapeiie 

"What  do  you  think,  Cyrilla?    Can  we 

ought  we ?" 

"  /  cannot,  /  ought  not,"  answered  CyriUa,  lo(d[ 
ing  up  sorrowfully. 

"  Ask  her  if  she  choose  to  live  at  Freilands, 
said  Rupert,  "  if  I  promise  n&vesr  to  go  there  ?" 

"  No,"  said  Fernanda ;  "  she  is  right — ^it  woid 
never  answer." 

"Then,"  said  Rupert,  with  some  impatiienc 
"  you  must  now  point  out  to  me  in  what  way  I  ci 
be  of  use  to  you " 

"  You  can  do  nothing  for  us,"  said  Fernanda,  n 
gaining  her  usual  decision  of  manner ;  "  we  mu 
act  for  ourselves." 

"And,  a what  do  you  mean  to  do  aboi 

Bockenheim?" 

"  My  aunt  may  write  what  she  pleases— that  i 
in  civil  terms." 

"  O,  she  will  be  civil  enough,  I  have  no  douh 
as  she  most  probably  wishes  to  retain  him  for  hi 
winter  whist-table.  You  will  not  mind  meeti^ 
him,  I  suppose?" 

"  Not  at  all,"  answered  Fernanda,  calmly ;  "m; 
aunt  was  quite  right  when  she  said  I  had  nevf 
thought  of  him  until  about  two  hours  ago." 

"  There  is  something  in  tliis  business  that  I  i 
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not  yet  anderBtandi"  said  Rupert ;  "  you  must  have 
had  some  hidden  motive  for  pretending  to  wish  to 
nuoiy  Bockenheim ;  that  it  was  pretence  I  have  no 
longer  a  donbt !  " 

"  Not  so  much  as  you  suppose,"  said  Fernanda, 
*  Audden  flush  passing  across  her  face.  "  I  have 
'csolved  to  marry  as  soon  as  I  can,  in  order  to  leave 
this  house.  Common  sense  tells  me  that  my  choice 
'•^l  be  greatly  restricted;  I  do  not  particularly  like, 
"tit  neither  do  I  at  all  dislike,  Colonel  Bocken- 
heim  " 

**  Perhaps  you  do  particularly  like  some  one  else," 
***d  Rupert,  quickly. 
''  Perhaps  I  do." 
*^  Ah  !  "  cried  Rupert ;  "  now  I  know  where  we 

**^«    All  other  men  having  become  indifferent  to  us, 

^  ^^ot  in  any  way  bearing  a  comparison  with  our 

P^'^^gon,  we " 

"  Spare  me,  Rupert,"  cried  Fernanda,  with  ill- 

^cealed  emotion ;  "  from  you  at  least  I  never 
^Pected  scorn  or  ridicule." 

**  Nothing  was  further  from  my  thoughts,"  said 
^'^pert,  apologetically  ;  "  I  assure  you  I  have  such 
*%h  opinion  of  your  sense  and  judgment,  that 
I  *ni  convinced  whoever  you  think  worth  liking 
JBUst  be  a  capital  fellow,  and  I  quite  long  to  be  ac- 
quainted with  him.  Perhaps  I  know  him  already. 
flare  I  not  seen  him  here  ?    Just  tell  me  his  name, 

and  leave  me  to  manage  the  rest." 


78  CTBILLA. 

^^  There  is  nothing  to  manage,''  anawerod  F 
nanda,  with  forced  compoaore ;  ''  he  haa  ne 
thought  of  me^  and  I more  dum  aoapeet  ia 

tached  to  some  one  else." 

'^  You  may  be  mistaken/'  said  Bupert,  muingl 
^^  he  may  have  motives  for  silence  unknown  to  701 
and  as  to  his  never  having  thought  of  jou,  1 01 
not  believe  it." 

Fernanda  looked  up  suddenly,  watched  her  001 
sin's  thoughtful  mien  intently  for  a  few  seconds,  sn 
then  lefl  the  room. 

He  rose,  approached  Cyrilla,  and  said,  almost  i 
a  whisper :  '^  She  imagines  him  attached  to  n 
aunt ;  I  cannot  believe  anything  so  preposteroos.' 

"  Whom  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Glaneck." 

^^  0  no ;  he  does  not  care  for  any  one  particolari, 
and  comes  here  from  habit" 

^'  Others  may  have  done  so,  but  Glaneck  is  n 
a  man  likely  to  spend  day  after  day  here,  if  it  we 
not  either  on  your  account  or  Fernanda's ;  but.... 
perhaps  he  prefers  you?" 

^^  Certainly  not ;  if  he  have  a  preference  it  is  C 
her." 

*^  Then  it  must  be  as  I  have  long  supposed,  ai 
I  will  find  out  the  state  of  the  case  this  very  eva 
ing." 

"  O  no,  pray  don't ;  you  will  only  make  the  osi 
fusion  greater." 
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**  Theie  will  be  no  confusion  at  all  now." 
**  There  will,  and  of  the  most  disagreeable  kind. 
X  entreat  of  you  to  let  the  matter  rest,  and  never  to 
«peak  of  it  again." 

^'  Impossible,  Cyrilla  I  If  I  do,  Fernanda  will 
luke  some  inconsiderate  marriage  that  she  may  re* 
pent  all  the  rest  of  her  life.  Things  of  that  kind 
•re  quite  common  in  our  family,  though  none  of  us 
We  been  supposed  deficient  in  intellect.  I  could 
'^•Qie  a  dozen  Adlerkrons,  men  and  women,  who 
k»?e  married  in  a  most  inconceivably  hasty  and 
uioughtless  manner:  one  might  really  think  it 
were  hereditary ! " 

Cyrilla  began  to  have  some  misgivings  on  this 
^y^ct  herself,  but  she  did  not  attempt  to  speak 
^^1  she  saw  Rupert  at  the  door  leading  into  her 
*^t'8  drawing-room;  then  she  sprang  towards  him, 
^^  laying  her  hand  on  his  arm,  entreated  of  him 
to  Wait  a  moment — "  only  one  moment." 

**  A  whole  hour  if  you  wish  it,"  said  Rupert, 
^'^^ing  back  slowly,  and  watching  with  some  sur- 
P^^  her  varying  colour. 
**  I  don't  know  whether  or  not  I  ought  to  speak. 

Perhaps  it  is  wrong  to  betray  Fernanda 

^^  to  prevent  unpleasant  mistakes,  and — and — 

F^ote  her  happiness,  I  must  tell  you that 

I  am  sure  she did  not  mean did  not 

^kink  of  Coimt  Glaneck  just  now." 
"  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it — Polyak,  perhaps  ?" 
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"  O,  no." 

"Who  then?" 

"I  believe I  think I am  almost  sue 

it  was  yof^." 

"  What ! "  he  exclaimed,  drawing  her  towariB 
the  window,  and  looking  inquiringly  in  her  £m»— 
"  What  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  I  mean  that  Fernanda  likes  you,"  she  an- 
swered hurriedly ;  "and  oh,Rupert,if  you  could.....** 

"  N-o,  Cyrilla, .1  can-not.     I  like  FenuuA 

— like  her  as  you  like  me — do  you  understand? 

And  she I  trust,  feels  the  same  regard  forme, 

])ut  nothing  else,  I  am  convinced.  How  much 
more  probable  is  it  that  she  who  is  so  rational 
Hhould  have  attached  herself  to  Glaneck,  whom  she 
hius  known  a  whole  year,  and  seen  every  day,  and 
almost  all  day,  during  that  time,  than  to  me  an 
acquaintance  of  a  few  weeks,  of  whom  she  knows 
little  or  nothing?" 

"  But  one  becomes  so  intimate  \vith  you  in  a 
short  time,"  said  Cyrilla ;  and  she  added  with  a 
slight  blush,  "  and  you  certainly  did  at  first  pay 
her  very  marked  attention." 

"  Not  more  than  I  do  to  any  woman  who  sing* 
well  and  talks  agreeably." 

"  I  am  afraid  she  was  not  aware  of  this  habit  o^ 
yours." 

"  The  misunderstanding,  if  there  be  one,"  9Bi^ 
Rupert,  "  arose  from  her  not  knowing  my  luckte^ 
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ttachment  to  you  ;  but  I  am  still  inclined  to  sus- 

ictthat  Glaneck " 

"  I  assure  you,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  that  he  comes 
ii^re  merely  to  talk  to  my  aunt." 

"  Polyak  did  I  believe,"  rejoined  Rupert ;  "  but 

l^o  was  still  young  enough  to  admire  elderly  wo- 

i^^n.    Glaneck  is  long  past  all  that :  his  regiment 

l^iSYes  in  a  few  weeks.     Perhaps  he  wished  to  defer 

^^^  explanation  until  just  before  his  departure.     For 

*   "Variety  of  reasons  I  can  imagine  that  possible 

*-  'bonder  what  my  aunt  will  say :  she  can  scarcely 
>ject  to  so  unexceptionable  a  partis 
^' You  talk  as  if  it  were  quite  a  settled  thing  !" 
^*  I  am  greatly  mistaken  if  it  be  not  so  this  even- 
5,"  replied  Rupert,  smiling.  "  Glaneck,  I  know, 
long  been  in  search  of  a  wife,  or,  as  he  amiably 
jresses  it,  '  a  mother  for  his  children ;'  and,  if 
*^  Amanda  thought  old  Bockenheim's  proposal  worth 
^^^^iisideration,  she  is  not  likely  to  refuse  a  better 
Reserve  on  her  part  would  be  ridiculous, 
the  very  decided  declaration  of  raatrimc>nial 
"^^tentions  that  she  has  just  made ! " 

'Rupert,"  said  Cyrilla  reproachfully,  "you  are 
^^'^ghing  at  her." 

By  no  means.  She  is  as  prudent  as  I  expected 
^  «ave  found  you  a  year  ago,  when  you  proved  far 
^^'e  romantic  than  even  Melanie  herself!" 

You  are  evidently  displeased  with  us  both," 
^^  Cyrilla,  "  and  may  call  me  romantic  or  any- 

£2 
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thing  yoQ  likB ;  bat  do  not  8ft7  Feniaodft  k  pi«d 
in  atone  and  with  a  look  that  changes  the  moia 
into  worldly." 

^'Qr  wise,"  said  Rupert,  quietly.    ^^Femai 
will  never  let  her  imagination  ran  cway  with 
reason.    Her  desires  are  moderatei  theiefbie  lik 
to  be  folfilled;  and  she  has  every  chance  of  beuj 
contented  if  not  a  perfectly  happy  woman." 

At  this  moment  a  servant  i^ypeared  to  aanoa: 
dinner.    The  doors  were  widely  opened,  and 
Baroness  immediately  approached  Rupert 

^^  All  right,"  he  said,  nodding  his  head. 

<<  Do  you  mean  that  she  has  given  him  up  a 
gether?" 

'^  Yes ;  you  may  despatch  a  courier  into  Salsl 
as  soon  as  you  please." 

"  Had  you  much  difficulty  ?" 

^^  None  whatever :  she  did  not  care  about  1 
Where  is  Glaneck  ?  I  thought  I  saw  him  pass 
window  just  now.  Don't  say  anything  to  him  al 
Fernanda's  having  even  for  an  hour  intendei 
accept  this  proposal." 

^'  Of  course  not,"  said  the  Baroness.  ^' 
seemed  to  be  quite  astonished  at  Colonel  Bod 
heim's  effironteiy  in  addressing  one  of  my  niei 
Quite  annoyed  about  it,  I  assure  you  I" 

"  I  dare  say  he  was." 

^'And  though  obliged  to  return  to  Saliboi 
she  continued,  ^^  he  said  that  nothing  should  previ 
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ooming  back  to  hear  the  result  of  my  conference 

yf^Hi  her." 

'^  I  am  very  glad  the  storm  delayed  his  return 

^^xitilnow "  said  Kupert;  and  then  he  stopped^ 

It  It  the  same  moment  Count  Glaneck  and  Fer- 

entered  the  room  by  different  doors,  and  they 

went  to  dinner. 

The  thnnder-storm  had  passed  over,  and  the  door 

windows  into  a  rustic  verandah  were  open  to 

it  the  cool  air,  redolent  of  perfume  from  the 

ower  garden.     Bright  sunbeams  began  to  force 

cir  way  through  the  trellis  and  its  clinging  foliage, 

^^2-dmng  to  flutter  round  the  massive  silver  coffee- 

TOce  which  was  being  arranged  in  its  shade,  and 

^ipcrt,  as  he  rose  irom  table,  exclaimed  :  "  How 

h  and  gay  the  garden  looks  this   evening!" 

^,  having  walked  out,  and  taken  a  view  of  the 

*^^>iigyariegated  plain  before  him,  with  the  Bavarian 

^*^«untains  rising  suddenly  at  the  end  of  it,  in  all 

"^oe  distinctness  of  a  clarified  atmosphere,  he  added. 

How  magnificent  I     What  are  parks  and  plea- 

^^'^^grounds  compared  to  such  a  view  as  this? 

-^11  the  efforts  of  man  to  make  a  place  sink  into  in- 

^gJiificanoe  when  compared  with  nature  on  such  a 
«cale," 

A  splendid  domain  without  the  expense  of 
*^ing  it  in  order,"  observed  his  aunt,  with  an  ap- 
P^^'^uice  of  satisfaction.     "  I  can  suppose  it  mine, 


lullv  lutnliiiij;  his  right  hand,  "  if  vdu  w 
lo  wnir  ^1  plain  gnhl  riiij:  on  one,  <.f  lliise 

"  Eight  or  ten  years  Iience  we  will 
that,"  answered  Rupert,  composedly ;  "  e 
not  forget  your  offer,  as  I  have  never  aeet 
no  well  adapted  for  spending  a  lutie  de  « 
— no  long  wandering  corridors  and  end 
of  rooms,  where  people  lose  each  other,  1 
thing  nice,  compact,  and  small.  The  I 
moments  of  sentiment ;  this  verandah  ft 

eternal  love though  I  fear  that  the 

1x>th  is  so  grand,  so  sublime,  that  it  won 
remind  one  continually  of  the  insignificai 
self,  and  all  one's  sayingB  and  doings." 

"  I  never  found  that  the  view  remin 
any  such  thing,"  said  the  Baroness.  ' 
ingB  and  doings  are  very  oilen  of  great  i 
to  ourselves,  and  not  unfrequcntly  to  ot 
ulie  added,  dancine'  towards  Cvrilla.  wl 
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^  grail  importance  to  others  ;  and  if  I  had  known 
much  as  I  do  now^  I  would  never  have  allowed 

to  go to  Freilands." 

"I  wish,"  said  Cyrilla,   without  looking   up, 
"^bat  I  were  at  this  moment  on  the  stone  balcony 
,  and  Melanie  beside  me." 
"I  have  heard  so  much  about  that  balcony," 
:id  her  aunt,  '^  and  the  lime-tree  walk,  and  the 
that   if  I  did  not  know  something  of  the 
^imtiy  in  which  Freilands  is  situated,  I  should 
Te  supposed  the  place  a  perfect  paradise." 
"  Melanie  and  Cyrilla  contrived  to  make  it  very 
J,"  said  Rupert;   "  I   have  seldom   spent  six 
^eks  more  agreeably  than  I  did  there  last  year." 
"And  I,  never,"  said  Cyrilla. 
"  But  it  seems  you  left  all  your  gaiety  and  hap- 
T^Uieas  in  the  balcony  and  lime-tree  walk,"  said 
*^^r  aunt,  pointedly,  "  and  returned  to  us  quite  a 
blunged  being." 

"Into  the  time  that  has  since  intervened,  all 
^he  misery  of  my  whole  life  has  been  crowded," 
•^d  Cyrilla,  in  a  low  melancholy  voice,  quite  un- 
*^^*^iou8  of  the  various  constructions  put  upon  her 
^<>rfs.  Her  aunt  and  Count  Glaneck  looked 
^'^aids  Bupert,  who  they  supposed  the  principal 
^^^  of  her  imhappiness,  and  seeing  that  he  was 
*Pp8U:ently  altogether  engrossed  by  the  preparations 
^^  lighting  a  cigar,  they  both  felt  no  slight 
S^ee  of  indignation,  and  the  words,  "  Insensible 
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^  i^nd   down   the    still    wet    gravel    walks    o 
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garden. 

The  Baroness  looked  at  the  saturated  gi 
the  dripping  trees  and  shrubs,  then  at  hei 
thin  shoes,  and  hesitated  whether  or  not  she  £ 
join  them.  She  was  one  of  those  women  wh 
it  impossible  to  imagine  that  their  society  ca 
be  unacceptable — ^a  not  uncommon  error  of 
of  her  sex  who  have  been  remarkable  for  bee 
their  youth,  but  one  which  makes  them  exces 
troublesome  in  their  later  years.  On  the  p 
occasion,  fortunately  for  Eupert's  equanimit 
Baroness  heard  that  Colonel  Bockenheim  ha 
arrived,  and  requested  to  speak  to  her.  She  t 
to  Fernanda  and  observed,  ^^  Rupert  has  to 
that  you  have  decided  on  revising  this  mo 
suitable  marriage — I  shall  manage  it  in  the 
offensive  way  possible,  and  intend  to  pro] 
continuance  of  Colonel  Bockenheim's  visits, 
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Acm  die  better/'  answered  Fernanda,  as  her  aunt 
*w^t  past  her  with  an  air  of  importance. 

^'  r  hope  you  really  think  what  you  have  just 
«aid,  Fernanda/'  observed  Cyrilla,  when  they  were 
^lone,  "  as,  in  that  case,  I  need  not  fear  your  dis- 
pleasure for  my  silence  concerning  Rupert." 

"You  need  not  fear  it,  though  surprised  for  a 
oment,  and  not  agreeably,  on   consideration  I 
prove  of  it     I  think  eveiy  woman  is  bound  in 
•noinr  to  preserve  a  secret  of  that  kind,  when  a 
,  by  a  direct  appeal  to  herself,  gives  her  the 
iver  of  judging  and  answering  without  restraint. 
l)elieve — ^I  hope  I  should  have  acted  in  the  same 
ay,  had  I  been  tried.     With  a  little  more  expe- 
*^caice  in  these  matters,  I  might  have  conjectured 
tAkaX  you  were  the  attraction  that  brought  and  kept 
Rupert  here,  but  your  manner  towards  him  has 
^*®en  BO  unembarrassed,  and  so  nearly  bordering  on 
**iiifference,  that  a  more  observant  person  than  I 
**>!  might  have  been  deceived." 

"  Then  I  deceived  while  endeavouring  to  avoid 
^®ceit  My  object  was  to  prove  to  Rupert  that 
**«ttge  of  circumstances  had  produced  no  change  of 
*^Ung8." 

"  I  suppose  you  have  acted  properly,"  said  Fer- 
*^da,  "but  I  have  little  doubt  that  time  will 
P'^uce  the  change  he  so  evidently  expects." 

*'  Time,"  said  Cyrilla,  sorrowfully,  "  can  do 
'^otliing  \)ut  add  to  my  wretchedness." 
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^^  And  is  it  possible  yon  still  continue  to  caie  ibr 
tliat  worthless ZomdorfF?"  cried  Fernanda.  "Had 
I  been  in  your  place,  I  should  have  hated  him  Iob^ 
ago. 

'^  I,  too,  have  thought  at  times  that  I  almott 
liated  him,"  answered  Cyrilla,  with  a  sigh,  "eape- 
cially  lately." 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Fernanda,  bending  forwards^ 
and  vainly  endeavouring  to  catch  her  sister's  eye, 
"  perhaps  you  have  lately  begun  to  transfer  your 
regard  to  Rupert? " 

"  No,  no,  no,"  cried  Cyrilla,  quickly;  "  certainly 
not — I  never  thought  of  such  a  thing — I  would  not 
be  guilty  of  such  weakness  for  any  consideration." 

"  Guilty!  "  repeated  her  sister;  **  I  should  think 
there  was  neither  guilt  nor  weakness  in  preferring 
llupert  to  all  other  men." 

"  Oh,  of  course  not " 

"  That  is,"  said  Fernanda,  correcting  herself, 
''  until  one -is  married  to  some  one  else." 

"The  idea  of  marriage  has  strongly  taken  pos- 
session of  your  mind,"  observed  Cyrilla. 

''It  has,"  replied  Fernanda;  "and  as  we  are 
alone,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  confess  that  I  have  re- 
solved to  accept  the  next  eligible  ofler,  eveu  if  h^* 
a  second  edition  of  Colonel  Bockenheim.  Had  ©y 
mother  lived,  I  should  have  thought  and  acted 
differently;  but  as  to  spending  the  best  years  of  my 
life  in  the  capacity  of  companion  to  my  aunt,  it  ^ 
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a.  thing  to  which  I  will  not  submit  if  I  can  help  it ; 

be^^ides,"  she  added,  lowering  her  voice,  and  com- 

ixig  so  close  to  her  sister,  that  the  same  branch  of 

bonejsnckle  served  as  plaything  for  both,  "  besides, 

though  we  are  perfectly  convinced  of  the — ^actual — 

ooxrectness  of  my  aunt's  mode  of  life,  others  think 

iU^  and  speak  disrespectfully  of  her,  and  being  an 

UXYnate  of  her  house  is  decidedly  a  disadvantage  to 

t»^-    What  resource  have  we  then  but  marriage?" 

Cyrilla  did  not  attempt  to  answer,  and  Fernanda 

continued:  "  Like  you,  Cyrilla,  I  have  had  a  short 

of  first  love,  but,  more  fortunate  than  you,  I 

^'ve  wakened  from  it  quietly  and  naturally,  and 

"^c^thing  remains  but  a  faint  recollection  of  hopes, 

doubts,  and  fears,  all  the  creation  of  my  own  fancy 

-nevertheless,  it  has  made  me  more  than  ever 

*^^xi8cious  of  my  desolate  position." 

**You  are  not  more  desolate  than  I  am,"  said 
Cyrilla. 

*'I  am,"  answered  Fernanda;  "  for  I  feel  myself 
^^te  alone  in  the  world." 

^ Am  I  nobody?"  asked  Cyrilla,  forcing  a  smile; 

^  my  affection  worthless  ?  " 

'  We  can  be  of  little  use  to  each  other — the  very 

8^und  beneath  us  is  only  ours  so  long  as  our  amit 

^^'Diitg  us  to  stand  on  it,"  answered  Fernanda, 

^tterty. 

'  I  did  not  mean  that — I  only  think  that  as  long 
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as  oar  legaid  for  each  other  contiiiiies  undimiiiuhod, 
we  are  not  quite  desolate." 

^'  I  do  not  wish  to  reproach  yovLy  Cjrilla;  hit 
there  is  no  use  in  trying  to  conceal  that  your  affec- 
tion for  me  has  greatly  diminished  since  joiv  ?iait 
to  the  north  of  Germany;  but  you  have  gained 
Melanie,  and  she  has  a  home  to  offer  youl  Sbs 
has  never  proposed  my  going  to  live  with  her;  1 4> 
not  even  know  whether  or  not  I  am  named  inthoac 
long  letters  that  you  receive  firom  her  so  freqaently* 
I  only  hope  she  has  not  the  folly  to  foster  UJ 
remnant  of  interest  which  you  may  still  feel  fti 
Count  Zomdorff;  it  would  be  most  unpaidonilik) 
most  culpable!  Listen  to  the  best  advice  I  cai 
offer  you,  Cyrilla:  banish  that  &lse  avaricious  wi^ 
from  your  mind,  and  turn  to  Rupert;  in  promotiDg 
his  happiness,  you  will  secure  your  own.  Belief 
me,"  she  added,  while  tears  started  to  her  eyes,  ''I 
say  this  without  any  of  the  worldly  motives  whki 
you  invariably  attribute  to  me." 

"  I  know  it,"  answered  Cyrilla:  "  I  wish  I  Itfd 
never  been  out  of  the  reach  of  your  advice;  it  wobM 
have  saved  me  incalculable  misery." 

'^  With  some  resolution  and  constant  empk^- 
ment,"  said  Fernanda,  "  I  believe  that  any  rational 
woman  can  in  time  overcome  a  hopeless  affection; 
and  in  a  case  such  as  yours,  where  the  object  hta 
proved  so  unworthy,  I  can  scarcely  imagine  any 
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fificnltjr  whateyer.  Such  conduct  would  haye 
been  to  me  a  violent  uprooting  of  all  regard;  and 
h  best  remedy  is  then  transplanting  it  into  a 
xttersoiL" 

^  Haye  none  of  your  plants  ever  withered  and 
Bed  from  uprooting  and  transplanting?''  asked 
]^xilla|  with  a  melancholy  smile^  as  she  saw  her 
ister  walk  towards  a  collection  of  exotics^  especial 
tjects  of  her  care,  but  which,  haying  been  sunk 
B  the  earth  for  the  summer  months,  had  been 
Uiged  to  bear  the  brunt  of  the  past  storm.  Either 
kej  had  been  sufficiently  bent  and  broken  to 
Dquiie  all  her  attention,  or  she  wished  to  end  a 
onYersation  which  was  useless  and  painful.  The 
Mtion  remained  unanswered,  and  when  Cjrilla 
nr  her  little  pale  hands  wandering  busily  among 
be  wrecks  of  leaves  and  blossoms,  she  turned 
Bto  the  house  with  a  sigh  of  regret  that  her 
Qterest  in  such  inanimate  objects  had  almost 
ntirely  ceased. 

Nearly  an  hour  afterwards  Eupert  found  his 
Qvuin  still  occupied  with  her  injured  plants.  He 
tood  beside  her  for  a  few  minutes,  silently  watch- 
Bg  her ;  but,  perceiving  that  she  had  no  intention 
'  either  looking  up  or  ceasing  her  occupation,  he 
Awrved,  in  a  low  voice,  "Fernanda,  I  want  to 
1*4  to  you." 

''Speak I  can  listen  to  you  and  tie  up  these 

bdisias  at  the  same  time.     Did  you  ever  see  any- 
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thing  ao  beaotiftil  as  this  j/ufymsf  ^  Aowinin 
quite  Termilion  colomed ;  and  this  dear  fildeiii- 
crcphylh^  still  so  tiny  that  the  other  pbrats  AJU' 
it  from  the  wind,  and " 

''  I  perceive  70a  are  thinking  too  much  of  700 
fiichsias  to  attend  to  me/'  said  Bapert ;  but  hi 
bent  down  with  his  nsoal  urbanity  to  examine  Ae 
plant 

'^  Cyrilla  has  told  me  so  much  about  the  gaidfloi 
at  Freilands  that  I  naturally  concluded  70a  lilGe' 
flowers." 

^^0;  so  I  do but  just  at  present  yon  happo* 

to  interest  me  a  thousand  times  more  than  the  gtf* 
dens  at  Freilands  or  an7where  else;  and  if  70a will 
allow  me  to  continue  our  last  conversation ** 

"No,  thank  70U,  Rupert,"  cried  Femanda,ha8titf 
interrupting  him,  and  walking  towards  the  venund*) 
"  I  would  rather,  if  possible,  forget  it  altogedifff 
You  can  easity  imagine  that  the  recollection  is  w^  | 
agreeable  to  me." 

"Yet  I  cannot  help  considering  it  fartunate," 
said  Bupert,  "  that  70U  so  candidl7  told  me  7(A 
were  resolved  to  marr7  as  soon  as  an  opportumftf^ 
offered,  in  order  to  leave  m7  aunt's  house.  It  ior 
duced  me  to  seek  an  explanation  with  Glaneck  juit 
now,  which  has  ended  most  satisfactoril7.  If,  how- 
ever, 70U  do  not  feel  equal  or  inclined  to  discuss 

two  proposals  of  marriage  in  one  da7,  why I 

can  tell  him  to  come  a  little  earlier  to-monow. 


ring  jptttienily  eadved  the  altemations  of 
.  fidtr  for  so  maiij  months  with  a  phlegm 
inoonoeiyable  to  me,  a  few  hours  more  or 
ye  of  little  importance  to  him  now." 

I't nnderstand •70V  said  Fernanda, 

oond. 

eck  has  desiied  me  to  make  70a  an  offer 

nd  in  the  most  approved  form.     M7  aunt 

eljr  disapprove or  jou  either,  if  I  am 

I7  mistaken," 

art Bnpert,"  cried  Fernanda,  '^jon 

londerstood  me,  and  misled  Count  Gla- 

[,"  answered  Rupert,  "  though  I  ma7  have 
ed  matters.  He  had  long  made  up  his 
tsk  you  to  leave  Salzburg  with  him.  I 
landa,  what  will  my  aunt  say  ?  " 

I't  know I  don't  care I but, 

"ou  expect  too  much  &om  me.  I  cannot 
>  quickly ! " 

nprehensible  I "  exclaimed  Rupert.  "  You 
&bout  Glaneck,  who  has  been  sincerely 
to  you  for  several  months,  and  can  per- 
derstand  and  appreciate  you,  and  would 

jpted  Bockenheim,  who " 

leed  not  point  out  the  difference  to  me,"  said 
k,  blushing.     "  I  am  perfectly  aware  of  it" 
sure  you  are,"  said  Rupert ;  "  and  there- 
beaiti^tion  on  your  part  surprises  me." 
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^^  Can  you  not  make  allowance  fior  Bome  ti^' 
willingness  to  accept  two  men  in  one  day?"  mi^ 
Fernanda,  tiying  to  langh,  but  with  difficnllj  te^ 
'  straining  her  tears. 

^^  Pshaw !  forget  Bockenheim  altogether/'  cried 
Rupert.  ^^  You  will  have  enough  to  think  about, 
I  suspect ;  for  Glaneck  insists  that  opposition  from 
my  aunt  is  inevitable,  no  matter  whom  yon  may 
choose,  as  she  determined,  eyen  before  your  mo- 
ther's death,  that  you  should  live  with  her  as  com- 
panion. In  fact,  she  plainly  told  him  so  about  the 
time  he  was  beginning  to  think  you  would  exacdj* 
suit  him  in  the  same  capacity." 

Fernanda  sat  down,  and  seemed  for  a  few  Tnin^t^ 
to  think  profoundly. 

"  He  is  waiting  for  your  answer,"  said  Bnpeit; 
after  a  pause. 

"I  suppose,"  she  said,  without  looking  up,  "I 

ought  to  confess  to  him or  does  he  already 

know ?" 

"  He  knows  nothing,"  replied  Rupert ;  '*  but  I 
recommend  you  to  be  perfectly  explicit  with  him. 
Concealments  on  such  occasions  only  lead  to  futme 
embarrassments  and  annoyances.  He  is  not  mi* 
reasonable  in  his  expectations,  and  I  am  sure  wiD 
find  in  you  exactly  what  he  says  he  desiies,— -an 
excellent  mother  for  his  children,  and  an  agreeaUe 
companion  for  himself." 

"  I  hope  so,"  said  Fernanda,  with  a  decision  of 
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^  that  perfectly  satisfied  Rupert^  and  induced 

lam  to  make  a  sign  to  his  £riend,  who  was  not  &,t 

^stanty  to  approach.   When  Fernanda  again  looked 

op;  Coimt  Glaneck  stood  before  her ;  and  Eupert, 

with  an  exaggerated  pretence  of  silence  and  pre- 

eaationy  sprang  lightly  round  the  comer  of  the 

housC;  and  disappeared. 
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CHAPTER  VL 

'^  That  was  a  scene ! "  cried  Bupert  the 
morning,  as  soon  as  he  found  himself  akm 
his  cousins.     '^  Only  prepared  for    an  otdSam^ry 
storm,  we  were  overwhehned  hjr  a  hurricane.  Often 
as  I  have  seen  my  aunt  irritated  or  angiy, 
thing  like  what  took  place  last  night  I  never 
nessed.    My  uncle  had  a  hahit  of  teasing  kerwkfli' 
they  were  alone,  which  sometimes  led  to  rente" 
rather  amusing  to  me  when  I  was  a  boy.    I  faM 
heard,  too,  of  her  having  had  various  encoimM' 
with  her  maid  of  a  description  bordering  on  Aft^ 
marvellous.    I  can  imagine  them  possiUe*— en 
believe  anything  now  I "  ■ 

'^  My  uncle's  patience  must  often  have  been  pit 
to  the  proof,"  observed  Fernanda. 

"  Not  at  all,  I  assure  you.  To  him  she  was  by 
no  means  disagreeable, — sometimes  even  more  at- 
tentive than  he  liked ;  and  she  always  called  him 
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H7  Gottfried.'  He  was  attached  to  her  in  his  own 
cjTuct  way,  too ;  but  her  irritability  provoked  him 
to  amuse  himself  at  the  expense  of  her  temper.  It 
^^  a  bad  habit  that,  with  all  the  aptitude  of  a 
schoolboy,  I  learned  from  him ;  and  so  he  uncon* 
scioiigly  destroyed  any  feeling  of  respect  which,  as 
*diilcl,  I  might  have  acquired  for  her." 

"It  would  not  have  outlived  your  childhood,  at 
•fl  events,"  said  Fernanda.     "  It  is  precisely  the 
"Besses  of  her  character  that  make  her  so  in- 
,  Werably  unamiable." 

"Just  so,"  said  Rupert ;  "  for,  excepting  the  oc- 
^^fimaBl  outbursts  of  wrath,  it  is  hard  to  say  in  what 
I  ^  diaagreeableness  actually  consists." 

"It  is  difficult  to  define,  even  by  those  who  have 
•'feed  from  it,"  rejoined  Fernanda ;  "  but  as  it  is 
^  that  trifles  make  the  sum  of  human  happiness, 
I  tat  inclined  to  think  they  may  also  make  the  sum 
rf  hnman  wretchedness.  Living  with  her,  one 
•^feg  mentally  what  the  inhabitants  of  the  tropics 
life  personally  from  the  stings  and  bites  of  innu- 
nemble  insects." 

"  Not  a  bad  idea ;  and  now  that  we  have  abused 
ber  to  our  hearts'  content,  let  us  decide  upon  what 
I  next  to  be  done.  That  she  refused  to  let  you 
lany  Bockenheim  was  all  fair ;  that  she  objects 
►  Olaneck  appears  so  outrageously  capricious  that 
can't  help  trying  to  discover  some  motive  stronger 
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than  ihe  oBteotmible  one  of  oonmdeoniig  bsEidf  lE 
used  or  deceived.  You  must  tell  me  all  yoa  kaor 
about  my  mide's  will,  as  fiur  as  yoa  aie  eonoaiw 
I  was  in  Italy  when  he  died,  and  never  saw  i 
though  I  remember  hearing  fiom  his  executor  c 
the  subject." 

^'But  yon  know,  I  suppose,"  said  Femand 
'^that  my  aunt  was  so  angiy  «t  having  to  gi 
my  mother  the  five  thousand  Friedxichs  d'or  I 
queathed  to  her,  that  for  many  years  she  Mr 
wrote  or  took  the  least  notice  of  us.  It  was  i 
uncle's  executor  who  informed  us  that  we  ir 
to  receive  the  same  sum  each,  if  we  manned  wm 
her  consent" 

"  With  her  consent,"  repeated  Bupert  *' 
then,  it  is  now  quite  evident  why  she  will  i 
give  it         , 

<<  The  will  was  oddly  worded,"  said  Fenoaa^ 
^'  I  suppose  I  had  better  tell  you  all  about  it" 

«  Of  course." 

She  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  then  said,  ^X 
case  of  your  choosing  to  many  either  GTiilli  ^ 

or  me my  aunt  is  also  released  fion  A* 

necessity  of  paying  the  five  thousand  Friediicbi 
d'or, — a  sum  of  that  kind  being  considered  of  Q* 
consequence  to  you,  and  there  being  so  little  dcaP' 
that  you  will  eventually  inherit  everything.  ^ 
clause  was  certainly  made  by  my  uncle,  in  <V>^ 
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0  indooe  her  to  promote  your  marriage  with  Cy* 
iUi." 

^  Tour  mother  of  course  considered  all  this  when 
be  consented  to  remove  to  Salzburg  ?" 
*'  Undoubtedly." 

^' And  you  knew  it and  Cyrilla " 

*'  Cyrilla  was  purposely  kept  in  ignorance " 

**Like  the  youngest  in  every  £amily/'  said  Cy- 
rilla, quietly,  "  I  was  considered  a  child  long  after 

1  liad  ceased  to  be  one ;  but  I  think  I  ought  to 
hiive  been  told  everything  before  I  went  to  Ex- 
fort" 

**  It  would  have  made  no  difference,"  said  Ru- 
pert, thoughtfully.  "  However,"  he  added,  quick- 
ly, "let  us  not  think  of  what  is  past we  have 

^  long  future  before  us." 

"My  future  will  be  a  continuation  of  my  pre- 
sent life,  without  chance  of  change  for  some  years," 

**id  Cyrilla;  "and  then perhaps a  return 

to Melanie." 

'^  Or  a  removal  to  me  as  soon  as  I  become  sta- 
*>on«iy,"  said  Fernanda. 

"  You  had  better  consult  Count  Glaneck  before 
y>u  give  invitations,"  replied  Cyrilla,  with  a  faint 


"  Let  ufl  rather  consult  him  about  this  provok- 

* 

^  will  of  my  uncle's,"  said  Rupert. 

And  they  did  consult  him  ;  and  after  waiting  a 
^  days,  and  finding  the  Baroness   inexorable, 


iff^'lr-.^f'  tioTi  to  all  the  iicifihboiirliood.     Great 

'    '■  have  oftrii  lireii  maiU-  fur  iqjiR'arancc' 

Rupert  80  continually  referred  to  it — bo 
insisted  on  Fernanda's  refusing  the  Bai 
try  presents,  and  receiving  her  trouBseai 
trom  him,  that  a  feeling  of  discomfoi 
sufficient  to  make  them  all  concur  in  h 
ward  the  preparations  as  much  as  po 
one  did  so  more  willingly  than  Justine, 
and  tyrannical,  who,  without  a  word  ol 
the  part  of  Count  Glaneck,  waa  to  accoi 
nanda  to  Italy. 

During  the  three  succeeding  weeks 
good  deal  of  hony  and  agitation  in 
manner,  but  she  openly  and  constantly 
her  satisEaction  at  the  prospect  of  leavinj 
and  attended  to  the  minuteat  details  of 
sean  and  toilet  in  a  manner  that  Knpert 
exemplary. 
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ixi^  for  them  in  the  breakfast-room,  the  recollection 
o£  Spa — ^her  own  marriage  and  subsequent  misery, 
nearly  overpowered  her.  Fernanda  was  perfectly 
calm.  She  took  leave  of  her  aunt  with  cold  com- 
posure, whispered  hopes  of  reunion  to  Cyrilla;  but, 
«fcs  Itupert  accompanied  her  down  stairs,  her  forti- 
tude suddenly  forsook  her,  and  tears,  as  plentiful  as 
ever  were  shed  by  parting  bride,  fell  from  her  eyes 
"'^bilc  vainly  endeavouring  to  articulate  a  few  words 
^f  thanks ;  he  answered,  laughingly,  considering  it 
^^ite  natural,  proper,  and  a  matter  of  course,  that 
*^er  handkerchief  should  be  in  requisition  until  the 
^rriage  had  turned  the  comer  of  the  street. 

^0  sooner  had  her  sister  driven  from  the  door 
^han  a  feeling  of  utter  loneliness  and  dismay  took 
P^^saession  of  Cyrilla;  and  when  Rupert  approached 
^  take  leave,  she  yielded  to  a  violent  burst  of  grief, 
^hat  surprised  as  much  as  it  affected  him.  Endeav- 
^^^^ring  to  console  her  in  what  he  considered  the 
^^t  judicious  manner,  he  assured  her  that  Glaneck 
^  the  best  feUow  in  the  world ;  that  Fernanda 
^^d  lead  quite  a  jolly  sort  of  life  for  the  next  few 
y^^ts,  and  even  if  they  did  get  into  bad  quarters, 
^^y  had  interest  and  money  enough  to  effect  an 
Exchange  into  another  regiment,  &c.  &c,  &c.,  and 

^he  kissed  her  forehead  and  left  her as  un- 

^^'^ons  as  she  herself  that  more  than  half  the 
**tter  tears  for  which  he  felt  so  much  compassion 
^^t  have  been  placed  to  his  own  account — but  so 
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it  was.     II  is  boundless  generosity  to  her  sister — 
his  unwearied  kindness  to  licrself,  and  good-hu- 
moured patience  with  her  reserve  —  his  cheerful- 
ness and  merry  laughter,  so  strongly  contrasting 
with  the  growing  gloom  and  ill-temper  of  her  aunt, , 
had  not  failed  to  make  a  lasting  impression  on  her^ 
The  very  restraint  which  she  had  considered 
sary  to  impose  on  herself  in  her  intercourae  witlff^ 
him,  had  given  an  importance  not  only  to  his  m< 
trifling  words  and  actions,  but  also  to  her  own 
far  as  they  concerned  him,  and  he  had  thus 
urally  become  a  prominent  object — a  subject  of  ir: 
cessant  thought  and  speculation. 

His  absence  caused  a  dreary  blank  in  her  ezis 
ence,  which,  however,  she  attributed  wholly  to 
loss  of  her  sister,  and  persisted  in  her  self-decepL-JHOo 
so  far  as  to  ascribe  the  greater  portion  of  her 
easiness  to  the  unselfish  fear  that  Fernanda 
entertain  recollections  of  Rupert  that  would  i 
fere  with  her  happiness ;  and  she  received  m^hsij 
letters  from  her  sister  before  she  allowed  herself  to 
be  convinced  that  further  anxiety  on  her  aocoUB^ 
would  be  absurd. 

Then  it  was  that  she  began  to  expect  a  returu  w 
at  least  that  degree  of  peace  of  mind  or  resignatKJO 
which  she  had  acquired  before  Rupert's  visit — ^ 
stead  of  it,  she  felt  herself  daily  becoming  mof 
and  more  impatient  of  the  bonds  that  bound  b^ 
It  was  in  vain  she  sought  to  dispel  her  cares  in  t 
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society  of  their  now  constant  visiter^  Mademoiselle 
Sockenheim.     The  young  lady  was  of  the  very 
oommonest  description  of  garrison  town  belle,  and 
Cyrilla  was  soon  tired  of  hearing  of  the  officers, 
their  sayings  and  doings,  speculations  as  to  who 
could  or  would  marry,  and  wild  definitions  of  the 
passion  or  sentiment  of  love,  remarkable  for  noth- 
mg  but  their  endless  variety.    At  length,  iq  a  fit  of 
^unconquerable  despondency,  she  wrote  to  Melanie 
requesting  her  to  enter  into  negotiations  with  Zom- 
^rff,  and  to  use  all  her  influence  to  find  out  from 
"im,  if  it  were  not  possible,  privately,  to  annul  a 
^^Wttriage  so  privately  contracted. 

The  answer  was,  that  he  declined  speaking  on 
^^  subject  to  any  one  excepting  Cyrilla  herself, 
*^  fix)m  Melanie  a  pressing  invitation  to  return  to 
Exfort.     To  this  she  would  not  consent  without 
**Dcie  explicit  declaration  from  ZomdorfF — and  this 
"ft  avoided ;  while  his  messages  were  of  an  am- 
wguity  calculated  to  keep  alive  her  hopes,  and  in- 
^^>ce  her  to  continue  a  correspondence  which  he 
•*dently  desired,  as  the  only  attainable  means  of 
attaining  even  indirect  communication  with  her, 
*^  in  the  hope  of  preserving  the  interest  which  he 
^^fiver  for  a  moment  doubted  she  still  felt  in  every- 
^g  that  concerned  him. 
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Ctrilla's  life  for  more  than  a  year  and  a  Iialf 
of  the  most  monotonous  description  that  can         ^ 
well  imagined, — ^not  the  respectable  and  satisfiMt^^|7 
monotony  of  a  succession  of  domestic  duties  in 
fulfilment  of  which,  while  promoting  her  own 
piness,  she  could  essentially  conduce  to  that       ^ 
others, — ^but  in  the  insipid  pleasures  and  vainp^*^ 
suits  of  the  world.     To  her  aunt  a  constant  lOV-^ 
of  luxurious  dissipation,  a  continual  pursuit     J* 
amusement,  had  become  second  nature ;  and  as 
winter  approached,  Cyrilla  was  slowly  and  un' 
lingly  drawn  into  the  same  mode  of  life  that 
had  formerly  found  so  fascinating,  but  whidi    '^ 
longer  possessed  for  her  a  single  charm, — ^not  ^ 
the  attention  and  adulation  now  offered  her  cotf^ 
for  a  moment  make  her  forget  her  blighted  hop^ 
or  cheerless  future, — they  served,  however,  to  itS^ 
her  in  the  estimation  of  her  aunt,  who  enjoyed    ^ 
a  certain  degree  the  reflection  of  her  populari*^' 
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was  propoitionably  contented  and  free  from  hei 
blI  doadiness  of  aspect 

'he  succeeding  summer  wore  away  in  painful 
llections  and  useless  regrets;  the  winter  fol- 
sd, — andy  without  one  friend  or  companion  whose 
ety  could  save  her  from  the  apathy  which  had 
on  to  pervade  both  mind  and  body,  she  was 
n  preparing  to  commence  another  tiresome 
dval,  when  once  more  Rupert  surprised  them 
I  a  visit.  No  magic  wand  ever  produced  a 
e  complete  change  than  his  presence  caused  in 

gloomy  house :  the  inhabitants  seemed  sud- 
iy  enlivened,  the  Baroness  became  almost  hos* 
ble,  the  old  walls  echoed  to  the  sound  of 
tlry,  the  mirrors  reflected  masks  and  pageants, 
ilia's  eyes  brightened  and  the  colour  returned  to 
cheek,  again  she  danced  without  complaining 
atigue,  no  day  was  too  cold  for  sledging,  no 
k  too  long,  if  Rupert  were  of  the  party;  there 
I  an  alacrity  about  the  servants,  a  visible  wish 
be  employed,  though  ever  so  remotely,  in  his 
rice,  the  veiy  dogs  snarled  less,  and  the  parrot 
8  loquacious  from  sympathy,  and  without  the 
lal  bon  bon  bribes. 

It  was  remarkable  that  though  Rupert  still  pro- 
wed  to  think  the  Austrian  officers  the  pleasantest 
""^panions  imaginable,  he  seldom  or  never  sought 
**  society ;  but,  after  having  gravely  informed 
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his  aunt  that  his  habits  had  become  siagiikd^ 
domestic  of  late,   he,  to  her  infinite  satia&ctiaiMr 
spent  the  greater  part  of  each  moniing  eitber  i 
her  drawing-room,  or  in  a  little  apartment  with 
single  window  and    northern  aspect,  which 
cousin  had  converted  into  a  studio.   CTrilla's  pi 
Bme  on  seeing  him  had  been  too  great  for 
ment     So  long  without  friend  or  companion,  w 
could  be  more  natural  than  that  she  should 
insensibly  drawn  into  firequent  and  intereating    _ 
versations ;  and,  excepting  on  one  subject,  whsj«j 
was  never  approached  by  him,  they  could  sp^^ 
without  the  slightest  reserve.     He  sat  beside  I^e 
when  she  worked,  near  her  when  she  painted ;  ax^d 
while  trying  to  persuade  herself  that  he  had 
to  think  of  her  otherwise  than  as  a  cousin, 
supposed  it  unnecessary  to  avoid  his  society,  as  ^be 
had  done  during  his  former  visit,  and  Bupert   ^^ 
quired   a  very   short  time  to  discover  that,    if 
degrees,  he  might  claim  her  time  and  attentio0 
altogether.     Quietly  and  imperceptibly  he  assoioed 
the  place  assigned  him  by  his  aunt,  ceded  to  him 
by  others,  and  as  in  such  cases  is  usual.     It  was 
nearly  the  same  thing  whether  they  were  at  hoDtt 
or   abroad,   inclination   and  the  considerate  non- 
interference of  all  their  acquaintance  alike  £BM:ili- 
tated  their  intercouse,  and  induced  them  to  become 
almost  exclusively  occupied  with  each  other.     It 
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m  eontidered  a  settled  affidr,  to  which  no  one 
hii  my  right  to  object,  and  soon  even  ceased  to  be 
•  sobject  of  discussion. 

At  length,  Rupert's  leave  of  absence  drew  to  a 
doee;  and  he  announced  his  intention  of  returning 
to  £xfint,  where  his  regiment  had  already  been 
-me  time  in  garrison. 

"  Tou  will,  of  course,  have  some  explanation 
with  Cyrilla  before  you  leave,"  said  his  aunt. 

''Yes;  I  think  I  shall  advise  her  to  return  to 
Exfint  as  soon  as  possible.  She  said  the  other  day 
that  she  wished  to  do  so." 

"With  you,  perhaps?" 

"  I  did  not  exactly  mean  that ;  but  if  you  have 
»  objection,  I'm  sure  I  have  none.  I  thought,  for 
Jw^riety's  sake,  we  should  have  required  some 
»e,'  like  old  Justine,  with  us ;  in  case,  however, 
htX  jou  consider  Ursula  an  eligible  travelling 
^panion,  tee  shall  make  no  difficulties  whatever. 
I  haye  even  little  doubt  of  being  able  to  persuade 
3yriMa  to  leave  to-morrow  1 " 

"But,  Rupert,  you  misunderstand  me — com- 
>fetely, — and,  what  is  worse — poor  Cyrilla  too. 
Jurely  you  cannot  any  longer  be  blind  to  her  at- 
•chment?" 

"  Our  relationship  is  so  near,  that  it  is  difficult 
D  ascertain  what  degree  of  regard  she  may  have 
estowed  on  me " 
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<<  This  is  a  iMise  stibterfbg^  wiiiftfAf^  idt  Jdb 
lerkzon ! "  exclaimed  his  simt.         .    :        ,.  j   -  -i.i; 

"  Strong langaage/'BaidBvp6rt|kii(^ii]ig'«  ^T«« 
will  compel  me  to  ran  the  ohaaoe  of  beiiig  Mfased^ 

'^  She  dare  not  refuse  I "  cried  his  aimt|  gcnngt^ 
wards  the  door ;  ^^  she  mnst  not  even  demur 

'^  Stay !  "  cried  Rupert ;  ^'  I  will  harro  no  con= 
pulsion  on  either  side.  Just  leare  me  to 
my  own  aflhirs,  will  you,"  he  added,  as  he 
her,  and  walked  slowly  and  thoughtfully  throufc 
the  suite  of  rooms  at  the  end  of  which  was  CyriUMs 
little  studio.  Having  found  that  ofl-painting,  wE~ 
its  absorbing  interests,  was  the  moat  uOtUi^ 
means  of  banishing  her  painful  reminisoences,  ^ 
had  latterly  spent  hours  at  her  easeL  The 
jects  of  her  paintings  were  chiefly  views  of  the 
rounding  coimtry,  which,  contrary  to  her 
habits,  she  finished  carefully,  as  they  were 
to  serve  as  contributions  to  the  difierent  charittf 
in  the  neighbourhood ;  and  she  felt  a  sort  of 
faction  in  the  idea  that  her  time  was  not  altogel 
misspent,  for  the  paintings  soon  found  puichas^^ 
and  the  sums  obtained  for  them  were  by  no  mi 
inconsiderable.  Accustomed  to  Rupert's  visifs, 
did  not  even  look  up  as  he  entered.  A  niee 
server  might  have  perceived  a  slight  flush 
across  her  face  as  she  bent  over  her  palette : 
herself  was  conscious  that  her  hand  had  lost 
steadiness ;  and,  while  Rupert  sat  down  silently 
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tlier  oid-frshimied  sofa^  Ae  lose^  threw  aside  her 
paintrng-wrapper,  and,  without  looking  at  him, 
a^ied  his  opinion  of  her  ^^  cloud  on  mountain." 

"  Very  pretty—extremely  natural." 

^'  You  are  not  looking  at  it,  and  I  rather  ex- 
pect you  to  say  s(»nething  civil  about  the  smoke 
of  my  burning  weeds  close  to  the  lake.  I  wish 
ycKi  had  been  with  us  last  summer  when  I  made 
the  sketch ;  I  dare  say  the  Hinter  lake  would 
bave  appeared  quite  different  had  I  seen  it  with 

you!" 

*^  Indeed  ?  And  what  difference  would  my  pre- 
*C(noe  have  made  ?" 

**  You  would  have  lent  me  your  bright  coloured 
Slaa^es  to  look  through." 

**  Literally  or  metaphorically?"  asked  Rupert. 

**  Both,"  replied  Cyrilla,  smiling;  "  I  intend  you 
^  give  me  those  coloured  glasses  when  you  are 
*^iit  to  leave  Salzburg." 

**Then  they  will  be  yours  to-night — for  I  re- 
*^*in  to  Exfort  to-morrow." 

**I  thought  you  said you   had applied 

*^  prolonged  leave  of  absence?" 

**  Staufien  has  written  to  request  me  to  return 

^thout  delay,  as  he  wishes  to  go  to  his  father  who 
U  ill" 

**  I  do  wish  you  would  leave  the  army,  Rupert ; 
^^  aeemg  such  an  unnecessary  constraint  that  you 
P**  ^n  your  actions." 
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^  PeiliapB  80 ;  bat  ab  it  u,  afctibe  mhb  timi^  ar 
piofeflsioiiy  oocapatkm,  and,  at  pmenti  my  cUa 
subject  of  intezeat,  you  rnnat  oSer  to  gm  me.a 
equiyalent  if  I  giye  it.up.  I  am,  however^  qnL 
ready  to  capitulate " 

'^  I  don't  underatand  yon." 

^^  You  wish  me  to  leave  the  anny — I  will  « 
so  on  certun  conditions — the  fixat  1%  that  yon  im 
turn  forthwith  to  Exfort" 

^^  O)  most  willingly,  most  gladly,*'  ahe  ^ 
daimed|  eagerly,  '^  it  would  be  dieadful  to  xem^ 
here  now  without  you;  and  as  Mdanie  will  pibB 
bly  spend  the  greater  part  of  the  summer  at  Fi=: 

lands,  Exfort  has  lost  half  its  terrors  for  me .^ 

but  do  you  think  my  aunt  will  consent?" 

^^  She  will,  if  you  agree  to  my  second  stipes 
tion,  which  will  save  her  precisely  the  sum. 
five  thousand  Friedrichs  d'or!    I  believe  tlia:^ 
what  my  uncle  decreed  that  you  or  Fernanda  Axf^ 
pay  for  me  ?" 

^^Ohy  Buperty  say  any  thing  but  that,"  c^^ 
Cyrilla,  interrupting  him  hastily ;  ^^  it  camiot  1 
I  dare  not  listen  to  you«" 

^'  Surely  you  are  jesting,  Cyrilla.  You  can^ 
all  this  time  have  been  amusmg  yourself  at  ^ 
expense?"  he  paused  for  an  answer,  waited 
look,  a  gesture,  in  vain.  Cyrilla,  pale  as 
stood  silently  beside  the  sofa,  her  eyes  fixed  on  ^ 
ground  with  an  expression  of  the  deepest  an| 
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^  Now,  thfln,''  he  continaed,  slightly  frowning^ 
'^yoii  muii  luiten  to  me.     When  two  years  ago 
joa  answered  as  you  have  done  now,  I  felt  pained 
ttid  sorry,  but  not  angry  with  yau^  though  a  little 
with  myself,  for  having  mistaken  this  same  liking, 
«s  you  call  it,  for  love.     I  had  also,  by  my  foolish 
ramarks  about  relationship,   prevented  you   &om 
thinking  of  me ;  but  this  is  no  longer  the  case.     If 
you  indeed  merely  like  me,  I  must  say  you  have 
lately  acted  with  unparalleled  coquetry.     If  your 
BKrtive  for  inducing  me  to  remain  here  has  been 
w^ere  vanity,  or  a  selfish  desire  to  be  relieved  from 
*^»  tedium  of  my  aunt's  society,  it  is  quite  unpar- 
donable ;  for  you  have  been  at  the  same  time  trifling 
^th  my  happiness,  acting  with  the  greatest  dupli- 
^•ty^ — acting^  that  is  the  word,  you  have  acted — 
PUyed  a  part — pretended  to  love.     I  am  ashamed," 
^  added  vehemently,  "  ashamed  to  think  of  the 
^*mier  in  which  I  have  wasted  my   time  here, 
^^tching  for  such  worthless  looks  and  smiles,  and 
*j«tening  to  such  heartless  assurances  of  esteem  !" 

**0h,  Kupert spare  me I  did  not  mean 

^^ I I  cannot  help  liking  you so  much 

oh,  so  very  much  1 " 

**  Hang  your  liking,"  he  cried  impetuously,  starti- 
ng fix)m  his  seat,  "  it  is  love  and  not  liking  that  I 
want" 

*  But  if  I  say  love — ^you  will  expect  me  to— to 
many  pu." 
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^^Most  nndonbtedlj/'  he  answeiedi  with  ^1m{^ 
ened  colour,  a  look  of  unoertab^i  ancl  thai  a  tat 
den  smile,  as  he  once  more  placed  himsetf  Inw 
her. 

^^  I  camiot I  dare  not the  irery  thoapC 

is  wrong/'  cried  Cyrilla,  anxionslj. 

^^  What  on  earth  do  jon  mean?"  asked  Bnp^l 
and  then  he  added  slowly,  ^'  If  Zomdoiff  were  mD, 
unmarried,  I  could  suspect — ^I  might  imagifiA  thft 
you  had  some  engagement  with  him." 

Cyrilla  turned  away  her  head  and  remained  s*, 
lent.  .,  j 

^'  So/'  continued  Rupert  reproachfully,  ^'thoop, ! 
he  has  notoriously  bartered  his  handsome  penoif; 
for  money — though  he  forgot  the  vows  I  have  i» 
doubt  he  made  you — ^though  he  is  the  husband  of 
another  woman — ^you  love  him  still  I " 

"  Oh  no,  no,  no,"  cried  Cyrilla,  in  great  agi**" 
tion. 

'^  Then  you  have  chosen  some  one  else,  and  b^^^ 

been  using  me  as  a  blind this  is  perfectly  ^ 

sufferable ! " 

"  No,  Rupert,  no.  I  am  not  so  worthless  as  ^^ 
suppose.  I  have  been  weak  but  not  wicked.  «•*" 
Oh,  be  still  my  dear  kind  cousin ;  have  pati^^ 
with  me,  and  pardon  me  if  you  can." 

"  When  I  feel  less  than  I  do  just  now,"  he  ^^ 
swered  bitterly,  "  I  may  perhaps  be  able  to  do  ^ 
for  the  present  you  must  aUow  me  to  decline    '^ 
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ce  of  an  intiinacjr  that  can  bring  me  no- 
mortification  and  disappointment.  Yon 
lite  snre/'  he  added,  bestowing  an  angry 
her  pale  cheek  and  quivering  lip,  ^^  that 
Dceforward  avoid  meeting  jou  nntil  I  can 
ith  the  indifference — ^you  deserve." 
strode  qnickly  through  the  doorway,  Cy- 
.  up,  pressed  her  hands  tightly  together, 
violently  with  her  grief,  untU  she  sup- 
1  out  of  hearing,  and  then  burying  her 
le  cushion  of  the  sofa,  wept  as  she  had 
once  before  in  her  life ;  her  suppressed 
;:  her  whole  frame,  and  it  was  some  time 
s  became  conscious  that  an  arm  was 
)imd  her,  which  gently  endeavoured  to 
from  her  wretchedness.  "Cyrilla,  dar- 
spered  Rupert,  "  forgive  me;  I  have  been 
s — unkind — ^I  ought  not  to  have  thought 

of  what  consequence  is  my  happi- 

ared  to  yours  I " 

lupert,"  cried  Cyrilla  passionately,  "do 

me if  you  forsake  me  I  shall  be  ut- 

iless." 

ke  you dear  love,  I  never  thought  of 

ing !  Shall  I  write  to  Stauffen  and  tell 
ist  wait  a  few  weeks  longer  ?  or  will  you 
^e  know  that  she  may  come  herself  or 

DU?" 

ke  me  away  from  this  place,"  cried  Cy- 
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riUa^  u  willi  rtilL  streaming  eym^^waA  iaMmiJf^ 
hand,  ahe  drew  a  letter  from  her  pooket  ^fsl 
me  again  aee  looks  of  afiection,  and  hear  miadbaf 
kindness;  take  me  toMelanie.,..„Thia  kttBn"A> 
oontinned,  with  a  alight  blush, ''  is  ficom  her,  mi 
veiy  long.  I  shonid  rather  not  read  it  to  joif 
but  here  are  a  few  lines  endoeed  fiom  the  PlMir 
dent,  containing  a  most  kind  and  pressing  inrilii* 
tion.  I  did  not  think  he  could  feel  so  wazmlf  to- 
wards any  one." 

<<Ton  don't  know  him,"  said  Rupeatt,  ^teir 
could  yon? — ^his  own  wife  is  scarcely  acquaiiilal 
with  him." 

^^  She  is  afiraid  of  him,"  rejoined  C^rrilla;  ^'  in  &e^ 
so  am  I,  and  so  is  everyone  in  his  house;  butlivwU 
rather  live  with  him  than  with  my  aont  His  k*- 
ter  has  convinced  me  that  he  likes  me,  and  triibB* 
my  retom ;  and,  though  he  is  a  severe  mao^  b  ■ 

not  ill-tempered  or  tiresome  about  trifles W 

why  should  I  not  tell  the  truth,  and  say  at  cM* 
wish  for  Melanie's  society,  and  a  continuanoe  df^ 
afiection." 

"  You  shall  have  it,"  cried  Bupert,  warmly; "  •■' 
without  any  selfish  alloy  in  future :  never  willlfi^ 
get  that  I  am  your  cousin,  and  onfy  your  ooii*i 
never  again  shall  you  hear  a  word  which  mi^ti** 
ply  that  I  ever  had  wished  it  otherwise." 

Cyrilla  blushed  so  deeply,  that  she  tozned  (pik 
away  from  him. 
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^  Bttfty"  oontiniied  Bupert,  ^^  you  too  must  change 
jov  manneri  or  we  shall  never  get  on.  I  am  not 
niaer  than  other  men,  I  believe,  but  I  am  neither 
istock  nor  a  stone ;  and  if  jou  blush  or  grow  pale 
may  time  I  speak  to  jou,  as  you  have  done  lately, 

^ I  cannot  help  thinking  that,  after  all,  yon 

io  like  me  better  than  people  generally  like  their 
Wins." 

"And  if  I  did,  it  would  be  of  little  avail,  bound 
ttlam... 


11 


"Bound !  "  exclaimed  Rupert ;  "  how  so ? 

"  In  a  way  that  I  cannot  explain,  though  I  think 
it  my  duty  to  tell  you  of  it." 

"But  not  to  ZomdorflF. surely  not  to  Zom- 

ittff?"  cried  Rupert,  anxiously. 

"  Unfortunately,  yes  ;  and  by  vows  from  which 
"done  can  make  me  free." 

"  His  marriage  must  have  released  you  from  any 
l*Wmse  you  may  have  made  him,"  said  Rupert, 

Cyrilla  shook  her  head. 

"  He  has  evidently  taken  some  ungenerous  ad- 
^tage  of  your  inexperience,"  continued  Rupert ; 

but  I  will  go  to  him,  insist  on  an  explanation, 
«id " 

"  Stay,"  cried  Cyrilla,  interrupting  him  ;  "  if  you 
tpeak  in  this  way,  you  will  make  me  deeply  regret 
By  partial  confession,  and  prevent  me  frx)m  ever 
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speaking  to  you  again  about  this  deplorable  and  silk 
impediment  to  our  union." 

"  Sole  impediment !"  he  repeated,  joyfully. 

"  No,  no  ;  I  did  not  mean  to  say  that I " 

"  Do  not  retract,"  said  Rupert,  smiling;  "  but  let 
me  suppose  that  some  religious  or  moral  scruple  is 
all  that  separates  us  in  future." 

"  Would  that  it  were  only  a  scruple,"  answered 
Cyrilla,  with  a  sigh.  "  Melanie  writes  in  this  let- 
ter, that  Count  ZomdorfF  seems  of  late  more  disposed 
to  relent,  and  she  thinks  he  might  be  induced  to  re- 
lease me  were  I,  as  he  requires,  to  apply  personal^ 
to  him.  This  is  a  refinement  of  cruelty  of  which! 
did  not  think  him  capable." 

^^  I  might  have  guessed  that  something  of  this 
kind  had  occurred,"  cried  Rupert,  bitterly.  "I 
might  have  known  that  no  woman  could  interest 
him,  without  suffering  in  some  way  or  other !  Will 
you  not  allow  me  to  insist  on  his  releasing  youfrofl 
this  promise,  which  most  probably  would  only  b 
considered  binding  by  a  person  of  extraordinar 
probity?" 

"  No,  Rupert,  you  must  leave  all  that  to  me ;  ii 
terference  on  your  part  can  only  serve  to  increa 
my  difficulties." 

"  But,"  began  Rupert,  "  it  may  be  my  duty, 
your  nearest  relation,  to " 

^^  It  will  never  be  your  duty,  for  you  can  on 
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jm  me.    Promise  to  preserve  my  secret,  let  what 

iOlu^ypenyOr Inevercan never  dare  speak 

700  about  him  again." 

Rupert  hesitated. 

"Promise,"  cried  Cyrilla,  beseechingly,  "pro- 

ise,  or  you  compel  me  to  remain  here,  and  resign 

J  last  chance  of  happiness." 

Bapert  promised,  most  unwillingly,  and,  after  a 

Mc,  said  slowly :  "  You  are  aware,  Cyrilla,  that 

fluniage  is  sufficient  to  annul  all  previous  engage- 

snts." 

"I  know  it  does  in  most  cases,  though  not  in 

ne.    Do  not  ask  me  any  questions,  but  get 

f  aunt  to  consent  to  my  return  to  Exfort  with- 

tdeky." 

"I  can  promise  her  joyful  acquiescence  if  you 

U  consent  to  an  engagement  with  me." 

"But "   began  Cyrilla,   turning    deadly 

k 

"Don't  look  so  terrified,  you  inexplicable  girl," 
d  Eupert,  laughing ;  "  I  understand  perfectly 
rt  for  the  present  it  is  merely  conditional.  I  do 
i  intend  even  to  speak  of  it  to  you  for  three 
nths,  or  ask  your  final  decision  for  six  I  Can 
'  thing  be  more  liberal  than  that  ?" 
^No,  certainly,"  murmured  Cyrilla ;  "  but  sup- 

8  he  should  refuse  after  all  to " 

He  cannot  refuse,"  cried  Rupert,  indignantly, 
at  is,  if  he  have  human  feelings,  and  hitherto  I 
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''I  suspect  Melanie  tied  the  bandage  over  your 
fljtt,"  obeerved  Bupert 

"Not  flo,"  replied  Cyrilla;  "but  she  has  since 
eDdeayoored  to  keep  it  there." 

"Then  it  is  better  you  should  hear  the  whole 
troth  from  me,  and  on  your  account  I  was  suffi- 
ciently interested  in  this  affair  to  make  minute 
mquiries.  From  the  time  that  old  Sommerfeld 
ntbed  from  his  bank,  he  and  his  family  were  sel- 
i/m  in  Berlin.  People  said  that  his  daughter  was 
ioclmed  to  somnambulism,  sleepwaking,  nervous 
•ttBcks,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing ;  there  was  a 
good  deal  of  mystery  about  her  altogether,  and  she 
WIS  long  very  dangerously  ill.  When  Zomdorff 
nanied  her,  he  certainly  did  not  expect  her  to  live 
IB  she  is  now  likely  to  do." 
CTrilla  shuddered. 

"  He  ought  to  have  told  you  the  true  state  of  the 
cue,*'  continued  Bupert ;  "  and  though  it  would 
liife  been  bad  enough  breaking  off  an  engagement 
cf  80  many  years'  standing,  still  that  monstrous  in- 
oette  of  fortune  was  a  genitlemanly  sort  of  excuse 
dttt  I  can  understand ;  and  as  they  say  he  never 
cued  for  her,  and  had  been  from  the  first  wholly 
Htoated  by  motives  of  interest,  I  cannot  imagine 
W  being  so  weak  as  to  insist  on  a  marriage,  if  he 
bid  told  her  honestly  that  he  liked  some  one  else 
ktler.  I  have  reason,  however,  to  believe  that  he 
Catered  into  no  explanation  whatever ;  but  satisfied 
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his  ocmscieiioe  or  his  incliintiiimi  bjr  tmliiig 'hai 
with  sach  lemarkable  neglect  and  ooUbeiBi  thrtii 
almost  became  evident  he  wiahed  to  provobi 
quarrel — ^instead  of  which,  she  bore  his  ill  vfl^ 
with  exemplary  patienoe,  and  never  complanMd 
thongh  it  is  said  she  had  a  return  of  sleeping  fill 
or  fiunting  fits,  in  consequence." 

<<  I  heard  also,"  said  Cyrilla,  <<  that  he  had  son 
terrible  scenes  with  his  &ther." 

'^  Why  yes ;  the  G-eneral  got  into  a  rage,  ni 
said,  if  he  were  not  his  son,  he  should  oonsideri 
his  duty  to  shoot  him.  But  it  was  not  that,  or  A 
fear  of  being  shot  by  any  one,  that  moved  Zon 
dorff ;  it  was  old  Sommerfeld's  consenting  to  set 
tie  his  whole  fortune  in  reversion  on  him,  io  gm 
his  daughter  should  die  childless;  add  to  this  dM 
apparently  dying  state  of  the  daughter,  and  Zon- 
dorff 's  inordinate  longing  for  wealth,  and  you  wifl 
comprehend  that  he  sold  himself  less  unwilliii(|^ 
than  Melanie  has  thought  proper  to  let  you  knoir* 

^^  And  you  call  this  gentlemanlike  viUanj?*^ 
said  Cyrilla  in  a  low  voice. 

^^  It  is,  at  least,  the  sort  of  villany  most  ooft* 
monly  practised  by  those  denominated  noUem^ 
and  gentlemen ;  they  often  sell  themselves,  p0^ 
haps  a  little  less  notoriously  than  Zomdorff ;  lO^ 
as  to  engagements,  one  sees  the  most  publidy 
contracted  broken  off.  Now,  you  must  remembtf 
that  yours  with  him  was  not  public,  not  known  at 
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kf  dMNtgh  it  may  have  been  suspected  by 
[--• — Boppose  I  may  take  it  for  gnnted 
haTe  altogether  ceased  to  care  for  him?" 
may/'  replied  Cyrilla,  with  a  fimmesB 
B  Bnpert  suspect  some  other  feeling  had 
khe  affection  that  had  caused  her  so  much 

were  so  very  young,"  said  Rupert,  "  that 
ircely  to  be  expected  the  impression  made 
)  sufficiently  strong  to  bear,  not  only 
but  fiiithlessness ;  that  Zomdorff  thought 
mdent,  or  he  would  never  have  exacted 
from  you,  which  seems  to  have  been  of 
ly  solemn  description." 
did  not  speak — she  could  not,  and  Bupert 
:  "  I  have  now  little  doubt  that  he  hoped 
>u  by  a  religious  vow  or  moral  obligation, 
0  constrain  you  to  await  his  wife's  death, 
submit  to  a  continuance  of  such  a  posi- 
Se  paused,  Cyrilla  still  remained  silent, 
dded,  ^^  My  aunt  is  waiting  to  hear  the 
our  conference — ^you  must  allow  me  to 
marriage  in  perspective,  if  you  wish  to 
ably  from  her." 

-but — ^remember  we  have  no  engagement 
—never  forget  that,  Rupert — I  cannot — 

-dare  not " 

understand — ^we  understand  each  other  at 
pc.  Leave  everything  to  me  now,  and 
I.  o 
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don't  attempt  any  kind  of  explanation  widi  n 
aunt" 

As  he  Boon  after  entered  the  diawing-roomii^ 
unusual  gravity,  the  Baroness  looked  up  imp 
tiently,  and  called  out,  "  Well? — you  have  be 
BO  long  absent  that  I  really  began  to  imagine  d 
foolish  girl  had  dared  to  make  difficulties." 

'^  She  makes  none  about  going  to  Exfort" 

^^  But  about  your  marriage?" 

^^  O,  pray  don't  trouble  yourself/'  said  Biqic 
with  affected  carelessness ;  ^^  there  is  no  neoeaa 
for  being  in  a  hurry— CyriUa  and  I  agree  perfisfl 
on  that  point — ^we  think  that,  no  unforeseen  obstac 
occurring,  in  about  a  year  or  so  it  may  come  o£ 

"Come  off?" 

"  Yes — ^and  be  got  up  with  all  imaginable  spk 
dour." 

The  Baroness  rose  with  unusual  impetoosti 
and  in  a  harsh  voice,  which  echoed  through  ti 
long  suite  of  apartments,  called  CyriUa.  She  cm 
slowly  and  unwillingly,  cast  an  anxious  gin 
towards  Bupert,  who,  leaning  back  in  a  diii 
answered  it  by  a  look  of  intelligence  that  grest 
reassured  her.  "  I  hope,"  said  her  aunt,  frowni^ 
"  I  hope  you  are  not  the  cause  of  this  absurd  ti 
most  unnecessary  delay?" 

"  It  is  neither  absurd  nor  unnecessary,"  into 
posed  Rupert.  "  I  do  not  choose  to  be  hurried  c 
so  very  important  an  occasion ;  and  as  you  a 
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90  nngmteful  for  my  recent  obedience  to  your 
commands^  I  retract  the  promise  which  I  was  dis- 
posed to  make  to  Cyrilla  half  an  hour  ago,  and 
together  decline  being  bound  by  any  sort  of  en- 
gagement!" 

"Rupert!"  cried  his  aunt,  reproachfully,  "if 
you  only  knew  how  much  your  uncle  desired  this 
connexion?" 

"  You  ought  to  have  told  me  that  two  years  ago,' ' 
kc  answered,  "  and  of  his  queer  will  too — he  might 
pwt  as  well  never  have  named  my  cousins,  as  to 
Jttve  left  them  so  completely  in  your  power ! " 

"How  you  harp  on  that  detestable  subject, 
Rupert!" 

"  The  manner  in  which  poor  dear  Fernanda  has 
W  done  out  of  her  little  fortune  for  so  many 
years  is  perfectly  scandalous  ! " 

"  She  deserved  it,  for  carrying  on  a  system  of 
option  in  my  house  for  nearly  ten  months,"  said 
^  Baroness,  who,  with  the  facility  possessed  by 
^^KWt  people,  had  discovered  a  plausible  mode  of 
Jtttification,not  only  to  others  but  to  herself, — "  that 
^  scandalous ! " 

"But  I  have  told  you  twenty  times  she  never 
"^OQght  of  Glaneck  until  the  evening  you  were  in- 
*'Miaed  of  it.  Surely  the  affair  with  Bockenheim 
Biust  make  it  evident  to  you  ?" 

"No,"  said  his  aimt,  "  nothing  will  ever  make 
^  evident  to  me ;  so  let  us  say  no  more  about  the 
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matter.  As  to  Cyrilla,  she  shall  not  lea 
house  or  protectioi/wTth^ut  being  engaged  1 
SO  if  you  wish  to  see  her  at  Exfort,  you  ha( 

put  this  ring  on  her  finger,  and "     Sh 

one  from  hers  as  she  spoke. 

"  By  no  means,"  said  Eupert,  waving  hif 
^'  I  should  be  ashamed  to  ofier  her  such  a  1 
paltry  thing  as  that — give  me  the  diamonc 
shall  have  no  objection  to  bestow  it  on  her ; 
better  represent  the  five  thousand  Friedric 
which  she  must  lose  one  way  or  other  it  see: 

"  I  cannot  give  you  this  ring,"  said  the  Ba 
"  it  was  your  uncle's  first  present  to  me." 

"  Then  Cyrilla  must  wait  until  I  can  find 
thing  fit  for  me  to  ofier  and  for  her  to  accepi 
will  wait,  Cyrilla — ^won't  you  ?" 
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CHAPTER  Vm. 

opened  that  the  evening  Cyrilla  arrived  at 
here  was  a  ball  at  the  President's.  The 
light  and  warm  air  on  the  staircase  cheered 
her  sister's  enthusiastic  and  the  Presi- 
rdial  welcome  so  raised  her  spirits,  that  at 
jst  of  the  latter  she  gave  up,  without  much 
r  intention  of  remaining  in  her  own  room, 
T  having  ascertained  that  a  meeting  with 
F  would  be  the  consequence, 
act,"  said  Melanie,  "  the  sooner  you  get 
s  first  dreaded  interview  the  better ;  to 
m  altogether  is  impossible,  for  he  is  often 
i  I  dare  not  make  any  objection,  you  know ; 
las  too  much  tact  to  annoy  or  embarrass 
any  way,  and  you  may  be  sure  whatever 
induct  he  may  adopt  will  be  correct." 
I't  you  think  I  may  at  least  avoid  speaking 
u  the  first  instance  ?" 


l^^ 


to  ivrilati'  Kilmuml  just  now,  when  his 
p;iruiiny  to  recover  litir  health,  and  the? 
some  prospect  of  his  repairing  his  iiijtist 
as  far  aa  he  can ;  but  I  am  inclined  to 
will  find  it  difficult  to  have  any  com 
with  him,  even  if  yoa  desire  it,  as,  whe 
actually  engaged  in  his  office,  Margar 
ever  allows  him  out  df  her  sight.  1 
greatly  annoyed  lately  by  her  having  ha 
sturcsee  made  firom  her  rooms  to  hia  sti 
he  says  she-lies  on  the'so&for  hours  witi 
ing  or  reqiuring  him  to  speak  to  her,  bu 
all  his  movements  in  the  meet  diatractij 
with  her  nnearthly  eyes ! " 

"  But  he  likes  her  now,"  interpose 
"  and  she  is  yonng  and  handsome — ^yoa 
in  one  of  your  letters  that  she  was  consi 
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iinnj  and  enjoying  to  the  fiillest  extent  the  priyi- 
kges  of  a  confirmed  invalid ;  latterly,  however,  she 
luis  been  more  inclined  to  exert  herself,  goes  out 
oocasionally,  and  people  here  begin  to  say  that 
*fter  ail  she  is  merely  hypochondriacal ! " 

"  And  yon,  what  do  you  think  ?  "  asked  Cyrilla 
eagerly. 

"I — don't — ^know  exactly,"  answered  Melanie, 
"for  I  have  been  on  too  bad  terms  with  Edouard 
to  have  seen  enough  of  her  to  be  able  to  judge ; 
^  she  interests  me  greatly,  as,  from  all  I  have 
heud,  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  she  belongs  to 
4©  highest  class  of  sensitives,  and  is  little  inferior 
^  lumteness  to  the  true  somnambulists,  though  she 
•B^nirea  mesmeric  passes  to  produce  sleepwaking. 
«d(mard  is  extremely  guarded  when  speaking  of 
«^,  and  I  have  only  latterly  occasionally  been 
P^nt  while  she  was  being  mesmerized." 

"The  next  time  you  see  him  alone "  began 

CyriUa. 

"That,"  said  Melanie,  "  is  an  event  of  rare  oc- 
^^^''Wnce  now.  I  cannot  send  for  him  as  in  former 
^es;  and  it  was  only  the  day  I  last  wrote  to 
y^  that,  after  nearly  two  years  of  estrangement, 
*  came  voluntarily  to  see  me,  asked  to  renew  our 
'^noer  intimacy,  spoke  of  you,  and  seemed  so 
•hocked  at  the  account  I  gave  him  of  your  joyless 
^  in  Salzburg." 
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'^  And  you  have  seen  him  again,  I  ho{ 
CyriUa. 

"  Yes,  but  without  having  had  an  opp 
speaking  to  him  alone.  I  intend,  howev" 
to  visit  Margaret  regularly  every  day,  an 
cannot  always  be  absent  or  engaged  \ 
there." 

A  message  from  the  President  recall 
to  the  drawing-room,  where  Cyrilla,  wh 
vainly  endeavoured  to  summon  up  the 
courage  to  follow  her.  Fruitless  we 
efforts  to  reason  herself  out  of  the  agita 
seemed  every  moment  to  increase ;  and, 
of  an  hour,  she  was  still  walking  imeas 
down  the  apartment  when  her  sister  aga 
it,  drew  her  arm  within  hers,  and  silem 
towards  the  rooms,  whence  the  sound  of 
the  murmur  of  voices  had  long  reached  h 
ear. 

"  But  one  word,  Melanie,"  cried  Cy 
ping  just  as  the  servants,  on  seeing  then 
prepared  to  throw  open  the  doors  :  "  but 
Tell  me,  as  exactly  as  you  can  remembe 
said  about  me ;  let  me  know  the  very  w 
can  scarcely  imagine  their  terrible  imp 
me  now.'* 

"  He  said  that  some  circumstances  hi 
his  knowledge  which  might,  in  the  courj 
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enable  him  to  repair  his  injustice  without  the 
publicity  we  had  so  much  reason  to  dread." 

^^  That  is  quite  enough  to  make  me  avoid  doing 
w  Baying  anything  likely  to  irritate  him,"  said 
Cyiilla  taking  a  long  breath.  "  I  could  even  for- 
pTe  him  all  the  suffering  he  has  caused  me  if  he 
TOild  only  make  me  free,  as  I  was  when  I  first 
^tered  thig  house."  She  moved  on  a  few  steps — 
ksitated — and  then  added,  with  some  embarrass- 

nicnt,  "Just  tell  me,  Melanie is  he  near  the 

door must  I  be  close  to  him  all  at  once?" 

"No,  dear,  he  is  in  the  ball-room:  I  waited 
^til  he  had  gone  there  before  I  came  for  you.  Be 
courageous,  and  do  not  let  Wilhelm  or  any  one 
pcwieive  a  shadow  of  change  in  your  manner,"  she 
^kispered,  as  they  entered  the  drawing-room,  where 
yyrilla  was  immediately  surrounded  by  all  her 
'^nner  acquaintances.  The  Bellegardes  declared 
^  was  enormously  improved,  d^une  heauti  rams- 
*^:  they  thought  her  hair  had  grown  darker, 
*^d  they  could  almost  fancy  her  considerably  taller 
^^  she  had  been  two  or  three  yet*rs  ago ! 

"I'm  sure  Cyrilla  ought  to  be  extremely  flat- 
*^  at  your  remembering  her  height  so  accurate- 
V) '  said  Melanie ;  "  and  in  fact  you  are  quite 
right; — for  during  the  long  and  dangerous  illness 
•'ter  her  mother's  death,  she  grew  in  a  very  re- 
^»«rkable  manner." 

"  I  really  had  no  idea  she  was  so  very  youthful," 

02 
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cried  Julie  de  LindeBmar,  laughing }  ^Iml  pogp 
dear  Cyrilla,  remain  jpst  as  you  an  noir,  aa  mc 
change  must  be  finr  the  wone.  Ton  camrat  ima 
gine  how  enchanted  we  are  to  have  youheve  ague 
or  how  much  pleasure  we  anticipate  when  yon  an 
Melanie  are  again  at  Freilands.  Biq»erthasltt 
the  theatre  there  finished ;  and  we  intend  to  get  n 
tableaoz^comediesi  perhaps  even  an  opera!  Yiigiiia 
is  coming  to  us  for  the  summer  with  her  little  hog 
You  heard  of  poor  de  Subignj's  untimely  dea& 
I  told  Melanie  to  write  to  you  about  it — w 
shocking,  wasn't  it?  But,  after  all,  there  neva 
were  two  people  so  little  suited  to  each  other!" 

^'  I  am  surprised  that  Virginie  did  not  letoa 
home  immediately,"  said  Cyrilla. 

**  She  could  not, — ^her  child  was  iU,  and  thtf 
were  some  unpleasant  debts ;  but  I  can  explain  m 
that  some  other  time, — let  us  think  of  nothing  ba 
gaiety  at  present, — ^Rupert  has  promised  ua  m 
sorts  of  festivities," 

^^  I  hope,"  observed  Madame  de  Belkgardj 
^^  that  the  ^  genial  south'  has  not  made  yon  inca^ 
able  of  enjoying  our  less  attractive  world  here?  " 

^^  O,  not  at  all ;  you  have  no  idea  how  I  longer 
to  return  to  Exfort." 

^'  Indeed !  Then  it  is  not  true  that  the  south  C 
Germany  is  so  much  more  beautiful,  and  the  peopl 
80  much  gayer,  than  in  the  north  ?  " 

"  The  country  is  very  magnificent,"  answered 
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OfBDay^and  tlie  mass  of  the  people  are^  I  believe, 
vim  inclmed  to  mirth  and  lead  a  gajer  life  than 
Inr;  but  I  believe  in  our  class  there  is  a  great 
ttmibri^  all  over  Europe ;  and,  for  mj  own  part, 
nj  happiness  so  completely  depends  on  iiie  persons 
lixmt  me,  that  places  interest  me  exactly  in  pro- 
portion to  the  pleasurable  associations  thej  pro- 
iice.  The  rose-colonred  room,  lime-tree  walk,  and 
Ucony  at  Freilands,  are  dearer  to  me  than  all  the 
^^iDas,  mountains,  lakes,  and  waterfalls  in  the 
^^igkbourhood  of  Salzburg." 

^  Is  it  possible !  "  exclaimed  Melanie ;  ^^  and  I, 
fittle  as  I  know  of  mountain  scenery,  can  never 
*^t  the  impression  it  made  on  me." 

"  I  can  easily  imagine  that,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  and 
•IJow  that  I  prefer  such  scenery  to  all  others ;  but 
I^nrful  experience  has  taught  me  to  admire  a 
°^tiftd  country  as  I  do  beautiful  people, — I  like 
^  sketch  or  paint  them,  but  would  willingly  dis- 
I*^  with  either  or  both  to  obtain  a  moderate  por- 
^  of  domestic  happiness." 

Good  gracious,  how  wise  she  has  grown !  " 
^ed  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  raising  her  lorgnette 
^  QUmine  Cyrilla's  dress. 

She  is  right,"  observed  the  President,  who  was 
****^g  near  them,  and  seemed  to  listen  to  Cy- 
^'s  words  and  watch  her  movements  with  pe- 
^liar  interest ;  "  quite  right.     Domestic  happiness 


^'?' 
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\\\^  as  at  an  early  liour  in  the  morning,  an( 
ll  Cyrilla  enjoys  them,  I  know."     He  tm^ned 

peal  to  lier  for  a  corroboration  of  his  rcmar 
to  remind  her  of  her  matutinal  walks  at  Fre 
when  he  observed  Rupert  approach,  and,  v 
speaking,  lead  her  towards  the  ball-room. 
President  followed :  he  wished  to  witness  hei 
ing  with  Zomdorff,  who  stood  with  his  wii 
the  entrance ;  he  saw  his  nephew's  furtive  [ 
and  then  averted  head,  while  CyriUa,  hi] 
on  with  the  crowd,  passed  him^  apparent 
moved. 

It  is  a  fine  thing  that  fear  of  the  ^^  world's 
laugh."  More  often  than  is  suspected  has  i1 
the  cowardly  man  strength  to  conceal  his  wet 
Still  more  frequently  has  it  enabled  a  timid  i 
to  hide  her  wounded  feelings  and  suffocatin 
pitation  under  an  appearance  of  unconcenu 
eves  besides  the  President's  were  fixed  curioi 
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eagerness  might  be  from  a  wish  to  dance ;  that  she 
•'^JXDke  rather  confusedly,  and  looked  round  her  a 
Jittle  Tsildly  for  a  few  minutes,  might  be  in  conse- 
quence of  the  numerous  well-known  faces  that 
Nodded  and  made  other  familiar  signs  of  recogni- 
^OB  from  every  part  of  the  room.     But  even  that 
*ooii  ceased,  and  she  talked  to  him  with  all  her 
'^^Ual  self-possession,  quietly  requesting  him   to 
*void  naming  Zomdorff  to  her  for  a  day  or  two, 
**^d  to  remember  his  promise  not  to  ask  any  fur- 
**^^r  explanation  during  the  next  three  months. 
^^Hhen  assuring  her  that  he  had  not  forgotten  their 
•S^tement,  he  laughingly  requested  permission  to 
'^^^  his  eyes  and  ears  in  case  an  opportunity  should 
^^^^curfor  obtaining  information;  and  then  looked 
^"^ards  Zomdorff,  and  observed  that  his  eyes  had 
*^Uowed  Cyrilla  with  an  expression  of  deep  interest, 
^"liile  she  altogether  avoided  looking  near  the  part 
^^  the  room  where  she  knew  he  was  standing ;  but 
^'^'hen  the  music  ceased,  and  they  once  again  were 
^*ose  to  each  other,  Zomdorff's  eyes  sought   the 
S*t>imd,  and  remained  fixed  there  with  what  Rupert 
*^*^agmed  an  instinctive  feeling  that  this  time  Cy- 
'^Ua  must  see  him,  and  that  he  dared  not  meet  her 
KWce.    Without  directly  looking  at  him,  she  had 
^  both  occasions  seen  him ;  and,  finding  herself 
^cxpectedly  detained  by  the  crowd  in  his  neigh- 
"^>tiriiood,  she  took  refuge  in  a  chair  just  behind  the 
4oor-way  where  he  stood,  and  as  Rupert  leaned 
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against  the  wall  beside  her,  they  heajrd  the  fi 
ing  dialogue : — 

^^  So  she  is  our  aunt  Melanie's  sister !    An 
is  the  Cyrilla  who  reads  and  sings  so  beauti 
Is  she  not  a  sort  of  relation  of  ours  ?  " 
"  None  whatever." 

"  Connexion,  1  ought  perhaps  to  say." 
"  It  scarcely  deserves  the  name." 
"  Whether  or  not,  I  must  know  her,  an( 
shall  make  us  acquainted  with  each  other." 
"  Excuse  me,  Margaret ;  I  would  rather  nc 
"  And  why  so  ?    We  shall  see  her  here,  an 
will  be  invited  to  our  house  as  a  matter  of  c< 

I  must  know  her.     I I  wish  to  know  her 

than  any  one  I  ever  saw." 

"  You  will  not  suit  each  other  in  the  least" 
"  There  you  are  mistaken,  Edouard.     I 
seen  a  face  like  hers  in  dream  or  vision,  and  h 
too.   There  is  affinity — elective  attraction — ^bet 
us!" 

"  There  is  none  on  her  side,  I  can  assure 
You  will  soon  perceive  that  she  has  no  wish  ? 
ever  to  know  you." 

"  I  shall  perceive  no  such  thing.  Why  sli 
she  refuse  to  be  my  friend,  if  I  entreat  her  to  I 
compassion  on  my  suffering  nerves  !  I  know 
the  emanations  from  a  being  so  yoimg,  so  j 


so 


"  For  heaven's  sake,  Margaret,  don't  get  excil 
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lUeaoiBalle  d'Adlerkron  is  not  at  all  likely  to 
fed  the  interest  yon  suppose^  and  yon  will  only  be 
ttno^  and  disappointed." 

'^  Yet  she  looked  at  me  as  she  passed almost 

as  if  she already  knew  me.    She  has  heard 

of  me,  Edouard,  I  am  convinced." 

No  answer. 

''There  was  meaning  in  her  glance and  in 

^ne,  too,  perhaps for  she  turned  away." 

This  was  true.  The  eager  flashing  of  her  eyes 
W  made  a  disagreeable  impression  on  Cyrilla. 

"Dr  Hurtig  says,"  she  continued,  "  that  the  so- 
*^  of  the  young  and  healthy  is  necessary  to  my 
^dlbeing,  and  where  can  I  find  these  qualities  in 
^  attractive  a  form  ?  Bring  us  together,  Edouard, 
^i-  let  me  imbibe  from  her  those  salutary  emana- 
"Ons  which  are  lost  on  others,  but  might  confer 
^'^th  and  happiness  on  me ! " 

"  If  you  talk  to  her  in  this  way,  she  will  think 
you  mad." 

PyriUa  rose,  and  as  she  walked  away  with  Ru- 
P^)  whispered,  "  Is  she  mad  ?  " 

No,  I  believe  she  is  only  nervous  or  hypochon- 
^•''acal;  though  some  people  say  she  is  a  demi- 
'^^'^wmmbulist.  At  all  events,  she  furnishes  constant 
''"(joct  of  conversation  here ;  and  Melanie  finds  her 
^  DiyBtcriously  interesting  that  I  am  surprised  she 
'^^not  write  to  you  about  her." 

I  did  not  feel  any  curiosity I  mean  to 
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QSLjy  I  did  not  choose  to  hear  aajthing  oolioeniiog 
her." 

'^You  will  Bcarcelj  be  able  to  avoid  seeSngor 
hearing  of  her  eveiy  daj  now/'  obsenred  Siqport 

'^  I  am  sure/'  cried  Madame  de  BeUegazdeidmr- 
ing  CTrilla  towards  a  causeuaSj  ''  I  am  quite  sun 
you  two  are  talking  of  Margaret  Zomdorf^  Ae 
greatest  acquisition  that  our  neighbourhood  lias  n- 
ceived  for  many  years  I " 

^^  Indeed !  I  should  scarcely  have  supposed  80> 
She  talks  oddly;  and,  though  very  handsomei ii 
the  most  unearthly-looking  woman  I  ever  saw.'' 

^'  Welly  ma  chirey  that  is  just  what  I  men* 
Earthly  people  are  to  be  found  every  day,  hot  • 
woman  who  walks  about  in  a  waking  dream,  ^ 
sees  people's  souls  in  their  right  eyes,  their  bodflf 
diseases  in  their  left " 

"  Nonsense,  Adrienne  I  " 

^^  Fact,  I  assure  you and  little  blue  flamtf  n^ 

the  eyes  of  animals,  which  she  says  are  their  sook 
No,  I  am  wrong ;  we  women  have  the  blue  soob^ 
flames,  I  mean." 

^^  Then,  after  all,  she  is  a  little  crazy,"  said  Qf* 
rilla,  too  much  grieved  at  what  she  had  heaxdtff 
join  in  her  companion's  senseless  laughter. 

"  Crazy !  not  at  alL  I  have  heard  her,  irk» 
induced  by  her  husband  to  forget  herself  and  to 
nerves,  talk  as  rationally  as  either  you  or  I  oooU 
do." 
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^'I  wonder  he  does  not  tiy  to  make  her  always 

cbao." 

''So  he  does;  and  is  sometimes  dreadfolly  an- 
wyed  with  ns  when  we  encourage  her  in  her  ab- 
nudities.  I  assure  you  he  has  grown  intolerably 
lereie,  will  not  understand  the  slightest  badinage^ 
md  only  the  other  day  said  so  much  to  me  about 
1^7  heardiessness  that  I  have  not  had  courage  to 
W  her  out  ever  since." 

"That  is  praiseworthy  on  his  part." 

"0,  his  conduct  is  altogether  very  praiseworthy 
%  say,  though  I  suspect  at  home  his  patience  is 
Krt  quite  so  exemplary.  But  how  could  any  one 
*pect  him  to  endure  her  never  letting  him  out  of 
^  sight  for  a  moment !  Even  in  society  she  may 
s^erally  be  seen  hanging  on  his  arm,  watching  his 
"Ooks,  and  listening  to  every  word  he  speaks.  The 
^  idea,  you  know,  of  such  a  man  as  ZomdorfF 
"^g  led  about  by  any  woman  is  preposterous  ! " 

"  I  hoped  to  have  heard  that  they  lived  happily," 
^  Cyrilla,  sincerely. 

"  I  am  surprised  at  your  caring  about  the  mat- 
^)^  rejoined  Madame  de  Bellegarde ;  "  but  as  it 
^terests  you,  I  must  explain  that  they  never  have 
^J  vulgar  quarrels,  or  even  disagreements — ^he  is 
■^  too  sublime  for  anything  of  that  kind.  That 
C  tries  in  every  way  to  induce  her  to  stay  at 
Mne,  is  natural ;  but  she  is  recovering  her  health 
pidly,  and  will  no  longer  do  so.    I  believe,  how- 
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ever,  that  her  strongest  motrre  for' gomg  lont'Ii} 
that,  when  from  home,  he  follows  her  about  fib  t 
shadow,  and  while  she  imagines  him  aetoatoi 
altogether  by  admiration  and  aflfection^  we  all  knot 
that  he  dreads  her  being  enticed  into  a  quiet  e(f- 
ner  by  one  of  ns,  and  encouraged  to  make  a  fid 
of  herself.  He  is  more  afiraid  of  mj  sister  Jvfe 
than  ainj  one,  and  certainly,  by  an  alfectatioatf 
credulity,  she  does  contrive  to  make  her  say  Ac 
most  extraordinary  things !" 

"  That  is  not  right  of  Julie,"  said  Cyrilla,  iri4 
some  warmth. 

^^  Ha  1  ha !  ha ! — just  what  Melanie  says ;  W 
she  likes  hearing  the  odd  speeches,  and  wiitoi 
them  in  her  note-book  nevertheless.-  If  it  had  w 
been  for  the  Zomdorfis,  Exfort  would  have  lee* 
intolerably  dull  last  year — ^their  house  is  beautiH 
and  exquisitely  furnished.  I  must  say  Count  ZoB* 
dorff  has  the  most  extraordinary  taste  for  evtff* 
thing  of  that  kind — ^his  establishment  is  peift^ 
and  they  are  extremely  hospitable." 

"  And,  in  return  for  their  hospitality,  you  hflg^ 
at  them,"  said  Cyrilla. 

^^  Laugh  at  him  !  oh,  no.  I  should  like  to  ko^t 
who  would  dare  to  do  that !  but  she  is  inesiBtibk 
In  Paris,  Berlin,  or  Vienna  she  might  pcikif^ 
have  escaped  observation;  but  here  she  isast* 
of  the  first  magnitude,  a  treasure,  a  never-fbiioC 
fund  of  amusement !     There  she  is  now,  gtsfef 
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s  Hdaaiew  Did  70a  ever  see  any  liying 
opale?" 

Ua  looked,  and  saw  a  small  and  very  delicately 
woman,  with  her  hands  clasped  round  one  of 
rff^s  aims.  Her  features  were  what  are  gen- 
urmed  oriental — fine  and  sharply  marked;  her 
rge  and  black,  appeared  still  more  remark- 
>m  the  unusually  long  eyelashes,  the  dark 
ins  below,  and  thick  arched  eyebrows  above 
A  dress  of  black  velvet  contrasted  well 
er  neck  and  shoulders,  which  were  of  a 
ke  opaque  white;  and  the  tastefully-arranged 

in  her  raven  glossy  hair  were  intended 
isly  enough  to  enliven  and  supply  colour  to 
30  wan  th^t  even  the  lips  were  of  a  gray 
dowy  hue,  scarcely  approaching  the  palest 
3he  spoke  for  a  short  time  rather  languidly 
J  people  near  her,  then  withdrew  her  arm 
.mdorff's,  and,  whispering  a  few  words  to 
I,   walked   with   her  across   the    room    to 

and,  sinking  into  the  nearest  chair,  mur- 
something  about  wishing  to  be  acquainted 
!r,  while  Melanie  went  through  the  usual 
th  very  evident  trepidation. 
ia,  though  in  a  most  trying  position,  be- 
Qo  embarrassment.  Her  colour  increased, 
•  heart  beat  quickly,  but  she  spoke  calmly 
the  purpose,  and  the  sound  of  her  gentle 
on  reassured  her  nervous  companion,  whose 


140  CTRILLA. 

hands  jerked  oddly,  as  she  apparently  played  wi6i 
her  pocket-handkerchief.  Leaning  back  in  ber 
chair,  she  listened  to  Cjrilla^s  and  Madame  de 
Bellegarde's  conversation,  withont  making  tk 
slightest  effort  to  join  in  it.  The  latter  discuBsed 
aU  the  baUs,  masquerades,  marriages,  and  other 
social  events  that  had  taken  place  at  Exfoit  during 
the  last  two  years,  with  extraordinaiy  flippanqr; 
but  all  Cyrilla's  endeavours  to  draw  her  neur 
acquaintance  into  the  discussion,  by  an  occasioml 
appeal  to  her  for  an  opinion,  only  produced  at  list 
the  observation :  ^^  That  her  health  had  never  il* 
lowed  her  to  live  in  what  is  called  the  world  unfl 
she  had  come  to  Exfort;  but  she  believed,  if  ft 
continued  to  improve  as  it  had  lately  done,  flte 
should  rather  enjoy  society  than  otherwise." 

"  I  heard,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  bend- 
ing forward,  "  that  Dr  Hurtig  had  discovered  some 
new  mode  of  mesmerizing,  which  you  had  fo©d 
unusually  beneficial." 

"  His  mode  of  treatment  is  but  little  changed, 
replied  the  Countess  Zomdoirff.     "  If  I  could  per- 
suade Edouard  to  mesmerize  me  as  he  did  in  fonner 
times,  I " 

"  What !  "  cried  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  "  is^ 
possible  that  Count  Zomdorff  can  mesmerize  ?  Do 
you  mean  that  he  makes  all  those  queer  movements, 
and  can  put  people  to  sleep,  and  force  them  to  read 
closed  letters,  as  I  once  saw  a  man  do  at  Freilands? 
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Hhj  this  is  quite  delicious — ^positively  he  shall 
mesmerize  me  to-morrow." 

As  she  walked  towards  Zomdorff^  an  expression 
of  uneasiness  passed  over  the  conntenance  of  his 
vifi^— she  began  to  murmur^  in  a  low  hurried 
luumer:  '^  He  told  me  never  to  speak  to  her  about 

TL that  she  onlj  laughed  at  me he  will  say 

I  have  made  him  a  subject  of  ridicule  as  well  as 

myself. he  will  tell  me  that  I  am  wearing  out 

Ws  regard " 

Cyrilla's  eyes  followed  Madame  de  Bellegarde, 
«»d  she  perceived  that  ZomdorfF  listened  to  her 
Wintering  speech  with  a  supercilious  smile^  and 
•nswered  it  with  a  few  words,  which,  quietly  as 
4ey  seemed  to  be  spoken,  must  have  been  of  a 
peculiarly  disagreeable  or  scoffing  description,  for 
•he  turned  from  him  angrily,  saying,  that  since  his 
luuriage  he  had  become  a  perfect  bear. 

Cyrilla  felt  a  small  light  hand  touch  her's,  and 
ooking  round,  met  the  fixed  gaze  of  the  Countess 
Somdorflf's  dark  eyes.  Their  expression  was  so 
K^Iancholy  and  anxious  that  it  produced  a  feeUng 
tf  discomfort  her  subsequent  conversation  was  in 
^  way  calculated  to  dispel : — a  detailed,  yet  con- 
^^ted,  account  of  illnesses  and  suffering, — remedies 
Wed  and  proposed, — intense  longings  for  health, 
^er  disappointments  and  renewed  hopes, — all 
penned  forth  with  a  slowness  of  utterance,  and  lan- 
Sttor  of  attitude,  that  contrasted  too  strongly  with 
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CSTrilla^B  own  manner  to  make  it  poasiUe  die  oodi 
find  herself  in  any  way  attracted  towaidfl  te; 
jet  Zomdorfi*  totally  misunderstood  her  motiTes  ii 
he  watched  her  efforts  to  leaye  his  wife  withoit , 
appearing  nngracions.  She  felt  none  of  the  jealoosj, 
pain,  or  anger  he  supposed^  as  she  tamed  to  listen 
to  Julie  de  Lindesmar's  more  voluble  and  amus- 
ing remarks ;  nor  when^  in  the  course  of  the  CTen- 
ing,  she  ceased  to  avoid  his  immediate  vicinity,  was 
there  the  slightest  return  of  her  former  regard  or 
admiration  for  him.  To  the  exclusion  of  all  othen, 
one  sole  idea  had  taken  possession  of  her  mind — it 
was  the  thought  that  she  should  regain  her  fifee- 
dom  without  endangering  her  sister's    domestic 
peacey  without  exposure  of  her  own  weak  reliance 
on  a  man  who  had  abandoned  her,  without  loss  of 
character  to  him  or  disgrace  to  his  family.    He 
had  said  that  he  could  repair  his  injustice  to  her 
without  the  publicity  they  had  all  so  much  dreaded; 
and  he,  of  course,  understood  perfectly  how  wA 
affairs  could  be  managed!    An  undefined ieeliD( 
of  satisfaction  stole  over  her;  visions  of  future  hf^ 
piness  passed  quickly  through  her  mind ;  and  at 
last  hope,  such  as  she  had  not  experienced  since  tke 
day  they  had  parted  at  Spa,  successfully  ovcictf* 
all  her  lurking  doubts  and  fears, — ^but  at  the  san* 
time,  unfortunately,  so  enhanced  her  charms  of  pc'" 
son  and  manner,  made  her  appear  to  him  so  likcte     | 
former  self,  that  his  remorse  and  meditated  reput- 
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ere  alike  forgotten^  or  rather  the  passion  that 
»paientlj  slumbered  was  roused  again  in  all  its 
fch  and  violence,  so  that  Cyrilla,  while  re- 
;  in  the  prospect  of  release  from  her  fetters, 
it  rivetting  them  more  firmly  than  ever ! 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

As  Eupert  had  predicted,  Cyrilla  could  not 
seeing  and  hearing  of  the  Zomdoi£b  every  dnj 
Their  house  was  the  resort  alike  of  all  who  went 
gay,  fashionable,  and  talented,  not  only  in  tk 
town,  but  its  neighbourhood,  to  a  conaidenilib 
distance ;  and  though  Zomdorff  did  not  appaieiit()r 
give  himself  much  trouble  to  amuse  his  guests,  ft 
was  universallj  acknowledged  that  the  axrai^ 
ments  were  perfect,  and  the  absence  of  all  WBtivsA 
or  dulness  remarkable.    Even  his  wife^s  occasioBil 
nervous  attacks,  which  obliged  her  to  retire  to  btf 
own  room  at  an  early  hour,  caused  no  peroeptW*' 
change ;  Melanie  took  her  place,  and  her  ditfp' 
pearance  often  remained  long  unobserred. 

That  Cyrilla  should  be  unwilling  to  enter  Z0tOr 
dor£f 's  house  was  natural ;  and  for  some  time  ste 
contrived,  under  various  pretexts,  to  escape  doiBj 
so ;  but  a  few  grave  words  from  the  President-* 
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fcw  lig^t  laughs  on  the  part  of  the  Bellegardes, 
oude  her  imagine  it  necessary  to  overcome  her 
•version,  and  induced  her  to  accept  the  next  in- 
vitation that  she  received.     Zomdorff,  who  had 
iniperceptibly  managed  to  avoid  speaking  to  her 
elaewhere,  was  then  forced  to  make  an  exertion. 
Nothing  could,  apparently,  be  more  easy  and  un- 
^barrassed  than  his  manner — nothing  more  calm 
tiian  hers.  To  Melanie,  the  imperturbable  composure 
of  both  appeared  admirable ;  and  as  a  proof  of  the 
power  of  education  to  give  self-control,  and  the  force 
of  civilisation  to  restrain  the  manifestations  of  the 
P^ttions,  perhaps  it  was  so. 

Cyrilla  passed  on.  Melanie  remained  near  him 
^til  he  was  disengaged — then  drew  him  towards 
'  pyramid  of  flowers,  and  while  pretending  to  ad- 
^  their  arrangement,  whispered,  "  You  see, 
^iiard,  the  effort  Cyrilla  has  made  to  keep  up 
S^pearances." 

"She  has  kept  up  her  appearance  in  the  most 
•^toniahing  manner,"  he  answered,  ironically.  "  1 
^  prepared,  from  your  account,  to  see  her  wasted 
by  fever — ^bent  with  care ;  and  I  find  lier  more 
Wlliant — more  beautiful,  than  ever!" 

"  Oh,  had  you  but  seen  her  sufferings  in  Salz- 
hoig " 

"I  prefer  seeing  her  as  she  is — it  relieves  my 
^*6ki  from  a  load  of  anxiety — tell  her  so  from 
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There  was  something  in  his  wumnet  diift  dii 
pleased  Melanie;  and  she  oheerved|  with  aoo 
pique,  ^^  I  do  belieye  yon  cannot  nndetrrtuid  € 
heroism  with  which  she  bears  her  wrangs  I" 

^^  It  rather  .too  strongly  resemUea  levity/'  «■ 
Zomdor£ 

^^  Leyity  I  O  how  ungenerously  men  ever  jnd 
us  I  Can  you  not  belieye  that  she  trusts  in  1 
half-promise  you  made  me  befixre  her  azrivml 
trusts  you  implicity 9  after  all  your  treachery  ?  M 
I  assure  her  that,  this  tunci  she  will  not  be  daosiw 
by  you?" 

^^  If  you  are  determined  to  mediate' between  «i^ 

said  Zomdorff,  ^^  tell  her my  love  is  uncfaaoj^ 

is  stronger  than  ever." 

^^  And  you  only  pretended  penitence  in  cider  io 
bring  her  here  ?"  cried  Melanie,  indignantly.  ^^^ 
will  force  me  to  brave  Wilhelm's  anger,  and  ootf* 
pel  me  to  tell  him  everything  that  has  occuned." 

^^  I  shall  not  endeavour  to  dissuade  you  from^ 
ing  so/'  said  Zomdorff,  calmly. 

^'  Believe  me,  Edouard,  nothing  now  detank 
but  the  dread  of  the  disgrace  it  wcmUL  bring  sfi* 
us  all,  and  the  total  ruin  to  you." 

"  Strong  enough  motives  for  silence "  kgtf* 

Zomdorif ;  but,  at  that  moment,  Madame  de  Bdfe' 
garde  came  towards  them,  and  asked,  with  htf 
habitual  smile,  what  they  were  discussing  tf 
gravely. 
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*^  We  wete  talking  of  disgrace  and  rain/'  an- 
fwoed  Zomdorff. 

'^  Sordj/'  said  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  lowering 
ker  TCHoe,  and  looking  quickly  round  her,  "  surely 
7<Hi  do  not  believe  all  the  wicked  stories  propagated 
here  since  it  has  been  known  that  Virginie  returns 
to  us?  I  do  assure  you  she  was  in  no  way — even 
the  most  remote — ^the  cause  of  de  Rubigny's  death." 

"Of  coarse  not,"  said  Melanie,  with  some  sur- 
prise. "  I  always  understood  that  some  quarrel  at 
^gaming-table " 

"Precisely,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegarde;  "  but 
ftfi  people  here  will  not  be  satisfied  with  a  simple 
statement  of  facts,  that  they  might  have  read  in  the 
Jicwspapers  more  than  a  year  ago.  It  was  not 
Viiginie's  fault  that  de  Rubigny  could  not  resist 
4e  temptations  of  the  gaming-table,  or  that  he 
^quarrelsome  when  he  lost  at  it.  Their  position 
Dtode  it  necessary  for  her  to  see  people  at  her 
Iwuse.  You  know  yourself  she  is  very  attractive, 
and— and — as  a  matter  of  course,  was  paid  a  good 

^  of  attention however,  no  one  would  ever 

■ave  said  a  word  against  either  of  them,  if  they 
W  been  able  to  pay  their  debts ;  but  my  uncle 
^'ould  do  nothing  for  them  until  it  was  too  late, 
ttd  now  he  proposes  to  pay  all  excepting  the  debts 
incurred  by  Virginie,  and  says  that  she  must  sat- 
isfy her  creditors  by  instalments  from  her  jointure. 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  anything  so  unreasonable? 
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Why,  three  years'  income  would  not  pay  her  milli- 
ner! Mamma  is  nowwith  grandpapa  trying  to  BofteB 
his  hard  heart,  and  induce  him  to  be  liberal" 

'^  I  don't  think  she  will  succeed/'  said  Zomdoil^ 
quietly ;  "  he  would  rather  give  the  money  to  yw 
brother  Victor." 

Madame  de  Bellegarde  shrugged  her  shouldexiy 
and  raised  her  eyebrows,  in  the  manner  that  <RiI]r 
Frenchwomen  can  accomplish,  without  making  * 
grimace. 

Zomdorff  bent  towards  her  and  whispered, "  TeB 
your  sister  to  apply  to  Adlerkron — it  will  not  1* 
the  first  time  he  has  helped  her  out  of  embantf^ 
ments  of  that  kind." 

"Who  told  you  that?" 

"  O,  I  only  referred  to  her  juvenile  indiscietioBi 
at  the  florists  and  confectioners.  Do  you  remem1)tf 
how  we  enjoyed  his  tutor's  face  of  amazement  9Bi 
dismay  when,  the  very  evening  of  the  day  he  »" 
ceived  his  pocket-money,  not  a  kreutzer  of  it  wtf 
left,  and  he  altogether  declined  explanations?" 

"  Rupert  was  always  a  dear,  generous  creatine) 
said  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  laughing ;  "  but  we 

were  children  then,  you  know that  sort  of  thiflf 

would  never  do  now ! " 

"  Better  now  than  then,"  rejoined  Zomdov^ 
jestingly,  "  for  he  has  no  longer  either  unde  « 
tutor  to  ask  impertinent  questions." 

"  How  can  you  talk  such  nonsense  I "  said  Mt- 
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dime  de  Bellegarde^  walking  away ;  but  Zomdorff 
MKir  that  his  words  had  made  more  impression  than 
Bhe  chose  Melanie  to  observe^  and  he  followed  her, 
glad  of  an  opportunity  to  leave  his  aunt,  who  paid 
w  sort  of  attention  to  the  few  words  she  still  might 
We  heard  concerning  "  friendship  from  earliest 
drildhood,"  intimacy  greater  than  often  exists  be- 
*'^«en  the  nearest  relations." 

Sie  stood  in  the  deepest  reverie,  mitil  Cyrilla 
touched  her  arm  and  whispered,  "  What  did  he 
"V?  When  can  he  speak  to  me?  Will  he  give 
*c  the  papers?" 

"I  had  not  time  to  ask  him — we  were  inter- 
rupted." 

"One  would  really  think  he  employed  people 
Wfthe  purpose,"  said  Cyrilla,  impatiently.  "  Can 
^  not  insist  on  his  seeing  us  some  day  alone  ? 
■nris  state  of  suspense  is  becoming  perfectly  intolcr- 
*fetome." 

A  servant  at  this  moment  approached  them  to 
*y  that  the  Countess  Zomdorff  had  become  sud- 
Wy  ill,  requested  her  aunt  to  take  her  place,  and 
<^  that  Mademoiselle  d*Adlerkron  would  have 
^kindness  to  visit  her  in  her  room  as  soon  as 
^  was  disengaged. 
«  What  ought  I  to  do,  Melanie?" 
"  Gk)  to  her  by  all  means ;  it  would  be  cruel  to 
iiae Poor  thing,  she  is  totally  imconscious  of 
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the  injniy  she  has  done  ycn^  maA  im^rnm" 
to  be  pitied  than  yoa  are." 

In  an  apartment  dnnlj  lighted  bf  •  diaU 
lamp,  Cyrilla  found  the  CounteBB  Zomdoiff  N^ 
clining  on  a  eofit,  and  supported  bjr  casMow  oo^ 
Tered  with  crimson  veket  The  lieb  oiAfmmg^ 
the  furniture  around  her  seemed  to  incnaae.lb 
ghastliness  of  her  appearance^  and  render  ntf 
appalling  the  conmlsions  that  still  continuad  ooeir 
aionallj  to  distort  her  features^  but  of  lAaA  it^ 
seemed  quite  unconscious.  As  soon  as  die  pi^ 
ceived  Cyrilla,  she  requested  her  to  oome  elM  H^ 
her,  and  began  to  regret  being  ill  the  first  eveniiV 
she  had  been  induced  to  spend  with  her. 

Cyrilla  begged  she  would  not  speak  or  think  <>> 
it,  and  hoped  she  had  not  suffered  much. 

^^  I  don't  exactly  know Havel  been  hngily 

Vica?''  she  said,  turning  to  a  tall  gaunt  woo^ 
who  stood  beside  her. 

^^Only  a  few  minutes quite  a  short  fi^" 

uess." 

"  Not  so  very  short  either,"  she  rejoined,  ibcfol^ 
fully,  '^  or  you  would  not  have  had  time  to  d0fi 

my  dress,  and......O  my  head I  feel M^ 

my  brain were  turned  to  stone.— WiHj«« 

put  your  hand  upon  my  forehead,"  she  added,  look' 
ing  towards  Cyrilla;  "  it  will  do  you  no  hantt,i>J 
may  do  me  much  good." 


ioB,  "  H7  existence  almost  depends  on  the 

ms  from  the  nerves  of  othere emana- 

. -which to  them are  no  loss 

e  great  gain." 

the  sellishness  so  common  in  casea  of  ner- 
iHity,  she  then  half-slnmbered,  thonghtless 
iarjing  position  which  ahe  had  imposed  on 
whose  slightest  effort  to  move,  or  release 
I,  tostaiitl^  produced  moans  so  expressive 
inese,  that  even  the  thought  was  at  last 
ed.  As  she  stood  there,  the  cold  night  aii 
open  window  raising  the  light  folds  of  her 
H,  laiA  waving  her  long  bright  ringlets 
r  face  and  shoulders,  Zomdorff  rushed  into 
1 :  "  Why  did  you  not  send  for  me  or  Dr 
"  he  said  in  a  low  eager  voice  to  the  per- 
ed  Yica,  and  then,  without  waiting  for  an 
advanced  towards  Cyrilla,  and  while  he 
whispered  some  words  of  excuse,  she  felt 
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lier,  and  grasped  her  hands  so  tightly,  that  it  aj> 
peared  impossible  to  liberate  them. 

Cyrilla  had  not  courage  to  struggle,  and  iV^i 
Countess,  after  shivering  violently  for  a  few  lao- 
ments,  sank  back  again,  perfectly  motionlesa  oi 
her  pillows.  Gradually  her  figure  became  so  deatli* 
like,  that  Cyrilla  turned  away  her  head,  and  tfauen 
ZomdorfF  said  quietly,  "  Why  did  you  not  let  moc 
put  myself  '  en  rapport'  with  her?  I  wanted  to 
release  you." 

"  I  did  not  understand " 

Again  he  touched  her   arms,   then  his  wife'i 
forehead  and  hands,  and  immediately  tlie  gra^  re- 
laxed;   but  when  Cyrilla  endeavoured  to  mo^ 
away,  with  the  intention  of  leaving  the  room,  tbt 
Countess  slowly  rose,  and  it  appeared  almost  as  if 
she  were  imitating  Cyrilla's  stealthy  motions,  wliife 
she  followed  her  in  the  unsteady  manner  of  a  per- 
son recovering  from   faintness.     The   long  black 
hair  hanging  in  disordered  masses  over  her  white 

dressing-gown the  half-closed  eyes  and  gbafitlj 

hue  of  her  rigid  features,  combined  so  exactly  to 
form  what  Cyrilla  imagined  a  personification  w 
somnambulism,  that  curiosity  overcame  the  a^ 
inspired  by  her  almost  spectral  appearance,  and** 
stopped  and  awaited  her  approach. 

"  I  will  not  touch  you  if  you  dislike  it  so  muchr 
she  said  with  a  deprecative  gesture,  probably  ob- 
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vHogihatCyiilla  shrank  from  her  contact;  ^' could 

J(n.  bat  OYcrcome  jour  dislike  to  me jou  might 

it  the  means  of  restoring  me  to  health.'' 

'^Ihave  no  dislike  to  you "  began  Cyrilla. 

^'Something  nearly  allied  to  it  then you  re- 
tire whenever  I  come  near  you evade  my  so- 

Qotjr  on  all  occasions^  and  until  this  evening  have 
wfosed  all  my  entreaties  to  enter  this  house ! " 

"  A  scene  of  this  kind,  Margaret,  will  scarcely 
DUike  Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron  disposed  to  come 
•gJttn,"  observed  ZomdorjBT,  rolling  a  chair  towards 
w>  wife  as  if  he  feared  her  falling. 

"  I  am  sorry  I  happened  to  be  ill  just  this  even- 
JJig,"  she  said,  sitting  down,  and  catching  Cyrilla's 

fess  to  detain  her, — "  very  sorry I  have  so 

»nged  to  speak  to  you  alone promise  me  that 

you  will  come  here  to-morrow  without  Melanie 
or  any  one  who  can  be  a  restraint  on  us  !'* 

Cyrilla  hesitated. 

Zomdorff  desired  Vica  to  leave  them,  and  send 
•"^  express  for  Dr  Hurtig. 

"Edouard  will  not  allow  me  to  go  to  you  as 
^^ften  as  I  wish,"   she   continued ;  "  he  thinks  I 

'''^ht  alarm  you  if  I  were  ill,  or or infect 

y^  with  my  nervousness but  I  am  sure  he  is 

^"^istaken.     You  are  young,  healthy,   and  happy 

your  touch,  your  very  presence,  is  a  renewal 

^  life  to  me,  and  seldom  as  we  have  been  together, 
J  *m  already  quite  convinced  you  wish  me  well, 

h2 
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and  that  of  all  —  yes^  aU  the  people  hoe,  joa 
alone  are  capable  of  making  a  sacrifice  to  xe^ 
me  to  health!" 

^^  You  are  ungrateful,  Margaret/'  said  Zoradoiii^ 
half  turning  from  the  open  window  out  of  which  be 
had  been  gazing;  ^'our  aunt  Melanie  feels  wot 
interest  about  you  than  you  can  possibly  expeci- 
any  one  else  to  do." 

^^  I  am  ready  to  acknowledge  that  she  has  l)een 
kind  and  attentive,  especially  latterly ;  but  her  in- 
terest has  been  confined  to  the  mode  of  treatmeBt 
adopted  by  Dr  Hurtig — she  comes  to  see  mc  mei- 
merized — notes  all  my  sleepwaking  observatioM— 
talks  of  them  afterwards  more  than  is  necessaiy— 
but — ^but — she  loves  me  not.  She  thinks  I  cum- 
ber the  earth.  I  overheard  her  saying  to  Dr  Hffl^ 
tig  this  very  morning,  when  she  supposed  me 
sleeping,  that  it  would  be  a  blessing  if  I  were 

taken  from  this  world,  for  she  feared "  here 

the  Countess  opened  her  eyes  with  a  look  of  terror, 

"  feared  that our  child would  be  an  epilep* 

tic  object an  idiot /^^ 

Zomdorff  shaded  his  eyes  with  his  hand  aoi 
turned  away. 

"  The  idea  has  never  left  my  mind  since,"  A* 
continued,  risinpr,  and  with  a  violent  eflbrt  walkiflS 
towards  him  ;  "  never  can  I  forget  it,  for  it  has  ^ 

prived  me  of  all  hope,  all  happiness O  Edoiuu^? 

I  am  unutterably  wretched  !" 
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Cyiilla  scarcelj  heard  the  laBt  words ;  the^  mo- 
ownt  the  unhappy  woman^s  hand  had  been  with- 
^wn  from  her  dress  she  had  passed  into  the  ad- 
Knoingroom;  it  was  an  ante-chamber,  in  which  large 
Adding  doors  were  panelled  with  most  confusiQg 
ooking  glass,  and  draped  with  curtains  like  the 
^ows.  The  first  she  opened  conducted  into  a 
^sgeouslj  furnished  bedroom ;  the  second  showed 
icrasmall  winding  staircase,  and,  at  the  same  mo- 
Mt,  a  third  opened,  and  admitted  the  physician, 
idlowed  by  Vica.  Not  wishing  at  that  moment  to 
ee  Zomdorff  again,  and  desirous  of  a  few  minutes^ 
nne  to  prepare  herself  for  music  and  gaiety,  after 
ke  painful  scene  she  had  witnessed,  she  descended 
he  stairs,  concluding  that  at  their  termination  she 
fcoiild  find  herself  in  the  servants'  apartments. 
J«di  was  not  the  case;  they  brought  her  into  a  lofty 
•od  spacious  room,  which,  as  well  as  the  faint  light 
lom  a  small  silver  lamp  burning  on  a  writing-table 
^d  allow  her  to  discern,  seemed  to  be  half 
Wing-room,  half  library.  Several  beautifully 
^ed  bookcases  reached  to  the  ceiling;  marble 
Wes,  with  vases  and  statuettes  ;  monstrous  globes 
^  luxurious  chairs ;  tables,  with  maps,  new  books, 
^  engravings,  were  judiciously  arranged  in  or- 
Wy  disorder.  The  glass  doors  of  an  adjoining 
^•isarvatoTy  were  open,  admitting  a  flood  of  fra- 
RKlBoe,  with  the  refreshing  sound  of  a  splashing 
mitain;  and  one  of  the  three  large  French  windows, 
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partly  open,  permitted  a  yiew  of  a  dark  night  nd 
the  starxy  firmament. 

That  the  apartment  was  much  used  was  eriint 
Beside  the  fireplace,  with  its  two  well-heated  piv* 
celain  stoves  in  the  form  of  pillars^  there  was  tfe 
open  work-table  of  the  Countess — a  book,  haiidiDa>* 
chief,  and  gloves,  that  looked  as  if  the  owner  iiii 
but  just  left  the  room ;  and  of  her  and  all  that  ini 
occurred  within  the  last  short  hour,  of  Zomdfi^ 
the  possessor  of  the  affluence  he  had  so  eagenif 
coveted,  Cjrilla  now  began  to  think,  altogether  ft^ 
getful  of  time  or  place.  While  still  speculating  <■ 
what  his  future  conduct  towards  herself  would  tef 
and  how  long  he  would  continue  to  avoid  her,  flk 
heard  a  step  on  the  stairs,  and  saw  him  enter  tk 
room  hj  the  door  she  had  left  open.  UnoonscioiB 
of  her  presence,  he  walked  to  the  open  wiuckyt) 
folded  his  arms,  and  looked  upwards  with  a  sigk  ^ 
long  and  deep,  that  it  almost  resembled  a  grotf- 
Much  as  Cjrilla  had  desired  an  opportunity  « 
speaking  to  him,  increased,  perhaps,  bj  the  evideat 
wish  on  his  part  to  defer  an  explanation ;  welli* 
she  had  imagined  herself  prepared  with  speedio' 
answer,  now  that  the  moment  of  trial  had  airivedy 
the  words  of  reproach,  expostulation,  and  entiettft 
so  carefully  prepared,  could  find  no  utterso* 
Ashamed  of  her  pusillanimity,  and  knowing  b'^ 
much  she  should  regret  it  afterwards,  she  oompdkd 
herself  to  approach  him,  not  with  the  steady  i^ 
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lod  oond^oQiiBtoiy  mien  that  a  woman  so  innocent 
^i  oppressed  might  have  assumed,  but  with  all 
ier  natural  gentleness  and  an  overpowering  feeling 
>f  timidity.  The  silence  in  the  room  was  so  pro- 
Mmd,  that  even  the  slight  rustling  of  her  dress  in- 
tantljr  attracted  his  attention ;  he  looked  round, 
nd,  taken  completely  by  surprise,  for  a  moment 
»t  all  command  of  himself.  It  was  in  vain  he 
ttned  away  and  endeavoured  to  conceal  his  emo- 
ion ;  it  was  scarcely  inferior  to  her  own,  as  she 
dtered  a  few  words  of  entreaty,  that  he  would  be 
>8t  and  generous,  and  procure  her  a  release  from 
tt  vows,  now  that  he  could  do  so  without  compro- 
liaing  himself  or  Melanie. 

"Anfd  if  I  cannot "  began  ZomdorfF. 

**  You  can,  you  can Melanie  has  told  me  what 

oa  said." 

"  I  will  no  longe^:  endure  her  interference,  Cy- 
^;  she  interprets  my  words  according  to  her 
^hes ;  extracts  promises  from  them  which  were 
'^▼er  intended,  and,  though  with  the  best  intentions 
^<*8ible,   continually    misrepresents    us    to    each 

**0no I  hope  not,"  cried  Cyrilla,  eagerly  ; 

for  she  told  me  you  repented  your  injustice  to  me, 
'^  would  endeavour  to  repair  it." 

*'8he  told  W2e,"  rejoined  Zorndorff,  evasively, 

*hat  while  I  imagined  I  was  saving  Margaret's 
*%  I  was  sacrificing  yours;  that  between  fever  and 
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sorrow  your  youth  and  beaatj  wero  mttiag  amf; 
and,"  he  added,  with  a  fimsed  langh^  ^aadlte- 
lieved  her,  and  would  haTe  thought  no  xisk  tw 

great  to  save  you!    Cyrilla you  have  TetmiMd 

to  Exfort  just  in  time  to  prevent  me  firom  maldngi 
fool  of  myself— just  in  time  to  save  me  'fiom  thiow** 
ing  away  my  last  chance  of  hajqnneaa.    I  hsfeao 

longer  any  fears  for  yonr  health,  nor for  yoe 

happiness  either,  as  long  as  you  continiie  to  he  Ac 
object  of  nniyersal  admiration,  and  the  idol  of  jov 
cousin  Bupert  t '' 

''Most  ungenerous,'^  exclaimed  Cyiilla, isdif 

nantly;  "and  firom  you,  too,  who who  unto 

stand  so  well  tiie  necessity  of  keeping  up  appefl^ 
ances  before  tiie  world." 

''  I  flatter  myself  that  I  too  keep  up  appeanaoes; 
but  no  one  can  for  a  moment  imagine  nMhappf!  1 
have  not  even  arrived  at  an  affectation  of  indift^ 
ence.  It  is  under  the  mask  of  a  cold  statefiBtf 
foreign  to  my  nature,  that  I  am  obliged  to  hide  lk 
violence  of  my  feelings,  and  endeavour  to  sopped 
the  outbursts  of  passion,  daily  provoked  by  seesf 
you  bestow  looks  of  confidence  and  smiles  cSdl^ 
tion  on  another  which  are  mine  by  right" 

"  Heproaches  from  you after  conduct  sixi  ^^ 

yours? "  cried Cyrilla,  almost  breathlessfrom  aiiua*" 
ment.     "  This  is  too  much  ! " 

Zomdorff*  pretended  not  to  hear,  and  contiiiori* 
"  ITie  manner  in  which  you  now  receive  Affl*^ 
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bm'i  itaBti0ns  k  too  lemarkable  to  be  passed 

oner  m  sOenoe  or  endured  patiently,  and  I  cannot 
hdp " 

"Ezcnae  me,  Count  ZomdorflF,"  said  Cyrilla,  in- 
tttnqptbg  him ;  ^^  but  you  must  allow  me  to  re- 
fund you  of  your  last  letter  to  me,  in  which  you 
acknowledge  having  forfeited  all  right  to  control 
B>y  actions  in  future." 

'^Troe true I  have  no  right  to  be  jealous 

•^I  mean  to  say,  no  right  to  complain " 

"  You  have  none,"  said  Cyrilla ;  "and  I  renounce 
^7  most  indisputable  right  to  both,  on  condition 
4*t  you  free  me  from  bonds  that  are  a  restraint  even 
^  my  thoughts,  and  have  become  intolerable  to 

^e! "  She  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  continued, 

• 

^  a  low  melancholy  voice :  "  I  have  suffered  much 
^ce  we  parted  at  Spa — more,  much  more,  than  you 
8cem  inclined  to  believe.  Count  Zomdorff.     Your 

wer  caused  me  such  agony,  that  my  mother 

died  in  the  effort  to  console  me Of  my  own  long 

Ohess  I  will  not  speak ;  until  very  lately  I  have 
W  little  reason  to  rejoice  in  my  recovery  from  it, 
^  joyless,  so  hopeless  has  since  been  my  life." 
*  €iceiving  that  her  words  had  made  some  impres- 
^on,  she  added,  beseechingly  :  "  O,  Edouard,  be 

'^lerciful do  not  ill  use  the  power  you  have  over 

'^ie put  an  end  to  your  present  criminal  course 

^  life,  and  even  in  this  world  you  will  be  rewarded. 
*Wir  wife  will  recover  her  health,  and  you  will  be 


able  to  enjoy,  without  lemoney  tibe  weiMt 
much  desired  to  possesa.''    - 

*^  Have  you  not  aeen  enough  this  evem 
rilla,  to  convince  you  that  it  has  been  loi 
bought  ?  The  idea  of  enjoyment  without 
beyond  the  stretch  of  my  imagination  now ; 
rather  hope/'  he  added,  in  the  subdued  ferye 
ner  of  former  times ;  ^'  let  me  rather  hope  tl 
afiection  has.  stood  the  (I  confess  unpardoui 
vere)  test  to  which  I  ventured  to  put  it" 

^'  I  am  no  Ghnselda/'  said  Cyrilla,  in  a  i 
audible  voice. 

"  You  are  angry,  jealous,  and  wish  to 
me.  I  have  suffered  enough  already,  if  yo 
but  all." 

"  I  do  not  wish  you  to  suffer,  quite  the  « 
but  I  expect  you  to  save  me  from  a  continu 
my  present  state  of  bondage.  Can  you  i 
any  situation  more  painful  for  a  woman  thai 
and,  under  the  circumstances,  is  it  not  unl 
cruelty  your  desiring  a  continuation  of — of 
that  still  binds  us  ?  " 

"  And  yet — I  do  desire  it — ^you  are  mine, 
— ^mine — and  I  never  will  resign  you — ^if  I  c 
it." 

"  Then  you  will  drive  me  to  extremitie 
cried,  tears  starting  to  her  eyes  at  the  disa 
ment  of  all  her  hopes.  "  You  force  me  to  < 
the  certificates,  papers;  in  short,  whatever  if 
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enaUe  me  to  procure  legal  redress,  and  save 
I  such  unexampled  tjramiy." 
1  shall  have  them — and  mj  advice  also,  if 
h  it." 

tr  advice  I " 

;  and  assistance  too.  Nothing  can  now  be 
sirable,  more  gratifying  to  me,  than  being 
A  by  you  to  resume  rights  which  will  so 
mpensate  for  all  that  I  may  lose.  Con- 
n  for  Margaret  can  have  no  weight  with 
ly  should  it  ?  Assert  your  just  claims,  and 
hat,  let  what  will  ensue — ^you  are  dearer  to 
all  this  world  can  offer;  and  I  am  ready  to 
LSgrace,  imprisonment,  death  itself,  rather 
ign  you." 

d  Melanie  to  me,"  said  Cyrilla  faintly,  as 
ed  away  from  him;  "  I  wish  to  go  home." 
lorff  instantly  left  the  room. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

"  A  MOST  tmfortunate  afiair  altogether,"  i 
lame  the  next  day,  after  she  and  Cyi 
talked  over  the  events  of  the  preceding 
"most  unfortunate,  and  threatening,  as 
prolonged  anxiety  and  unhappiness  to  us 
you  must  allow  that,   like  everything  : 
Edouard  is  concerned,  it  has  its  interestin 
— there  is   something  inexpressibly  ror 
your  present  position.?' 

"  Oh,  Melanie,  spare  me  all  such  re 
future ;  I  have  none  of  the  qualities  neces 
heroine,  and  completely  oversee  the  romai 
feeling  so  keenly  the  wretchedness  of  i 
tion." 

"  But  surely,  Cyrilla,  it  must  have  bee 
ing  to  you  to  find  Edouard's  love  unch 
hear  him  say  that  he  would  resign  e\ 
would  dare  anything  for  you  !  " 
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'^  On  the  contrary,  Melanie,  I  felt  avS  if  guilty  of 
an  impropriety  when  listening  to  him." 
^'Impropriety! " 

*'  Such  it  appeared  to  me,  when  I  remembered 
that  he  was  the  openly  acknowledged  husband  of 
•nether  woman;  and  how  could  I  forget  it,  after 
*11  I  had  seen  and  heard  but  one  short  half-hour 
before?" 

"  But  you  seem  quite  to  forget  tliat  he  is  your 
husband  and  not  hers." 

**  I  wish  I  could — or  rather,  I  wish  it  were  not 
80.  The  more  I  think  on  this  distressing  subject, 
•nd  it  is  now  never  out  of  my  thoughts,  the  more 
conrioced  I  am  that  there  is  but  one  person  who 
wold  put  an  end  to  our  difficulties." 
"You  mean  Wilhehn?" 

^  Yes;  I  feel  certain  the  President  would  at  once 
^  tw  how  we  should  act.  Regard  for  Edouard — 
**r  his  own  fieunily,  would  ensure  his  secrecy,  and 
"  *  divorce  be  obtainable  without  publicity,  he 
«>ald  manage  it." 

*I  will  no  longer  endeavour  to  dissuade  you," 
*^d  Melanie,  with  a  sigh  of  resignation ;  "  my 
confidence  in  Edouard  was  the  means  of  bringing 
you  into  this  strait,  your  confidence  in  Wilhelm 
^  place  me  in  a  still  greater:  but  I  shall  consider 
^^  ^  sort  of  retribution;  and  as  I  cannot  summon 
^Uiage  to  await  the  explosion  of  his  wrath,  you 
inittt  at  least  defer  your  communication  until  I 
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have  made  arrangements  for  retiring  to  some  quiet 
place,  where  together  we  can  hide  our  sorrows  from 
the  world,  and  hope  for  the  changes  that  time  may 
bring  us." 

"  No,  Melanie,  no— -if  you  are  convinced  thit 
the  President  would  be  so  very  unreasonably  angiy 
with  you,  I  must  endeavour  never  even  to  think  rf 
consulting  him  again." 

"  Heaven  knows  I  meant  weU,"  said  Melanie, 
earnestly.  "  I  thought  I  was  securing  you  a  life  of 
happiness  that  falls  to  the  lot  of  few — and  even 
now,  disappointed  and  deceived  as  we  have  leai 
by  Edouard,  I  cannot  help  admiring  and  thinkiflg 
him  superior  to  all  other  men.  He  seems  bom  to 
command,  fitted  in  every  way  to  adorn  a  high  star 
tion;  and  then  his  conduct  to  his  wife  is  absolatelj' 
sublime !  " 

"  To  which  of  them  ?  "  asked  Cyrilla,  bitteriy, 
while  large  tears  gathered  in  her  eyes. 

Melanie,  somewhat  staggered  in  her  romantic 
speech  by  tliis  question,  paused  before  she  an- 
swered, "  I  meant  that  wretched,  unhealthy  woman, 
whose  death  would  be  a  blessing  to  herself  and  all 
connected  with  her." 

"  God  alone  knows  whether  or  not  her  death  ba 
desirable,"  said  Cyrilla;  "  for  my  part,  I  wish  her 
health,  long  life,  and  every  happiness  this  woiU 
can  bestow." 

"  How  angelic !  "  exclaimed  Melanie, 
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"  0 10,  no,"  cried  CTnlla,  hastily,  "  yon  must 
iwt  nusDiidentand  me;  my  wish  is  selfish,  for 
W  h^vpiness  is  henceforward  inseparable  from 
mine.  Can  you  not  perceive  that  though  no  sense 
of  crime,  no  commiseration  for  me,  no  entreaties  or 
tiireatg,  have  hitherto  been  able  to  induce  Edou- 
trd  to  release  me,  her  restoration  to  health  must 
It  last  convince  him  of  the  necessity  of  doing  so  ? 
I  bdieve,  dear  Melanie,  I  ought  to  tell  you  that — 

B^that  case — I — ^I — ^have  promised  Rupert " 

^  stopped,  embarrassed. 

"  What  ? "  said  Melanie,  looking  suddenly 
towards  Cyrilla,  whose  intense  blush  made  her 
a»lf-uttered  sentence  almost  instantly  intelligible 
to  her;  "  0, 1  understand  it  all  now,"  she  continued 
^wly,  "  affection  no  longer  pleads  for  Edouard — 
P^  have  ceased  to  care  for  him." 

"Long,  long  ago  1 "  answered  Cyrilla. 

"Can  such  things  be!"  exclaimed  Melanie, 
clasping  her  hands  and  looking  upwards.  "  O,  why 
'^  not  my  fate  yours,  and  yours  mine,  Cyrilla !  " 
^  added,  shaking  her  head  half  sorrowfully,  half 
'^roachfidly.     "  You  have  never  loved." 

It  seems  to  me,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  that  every  one 
^  their  own  individual  and  peculiar  idea  of  the 
'^^ing  of  the  word  love — ^yours  is  beyond  my 
^prehension." 

And    yet   I   thought  you    understood    it    so 
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.  ^'  I  am  afinud/'  said  Pyrilla,  UaBhing  tl 
deef^  than  befiure,  the  oolonr  dsrtiiig  u 
temples,  and  ^reading  over  her  xieck,- 
aftaid  I  must  oonfeas  lliat admiration  fori 
aingolarly  beantifiil  hce  and  gracefhl  figc 
me  give  him  credit  for  all  the  good  qual 
said  he  poaseBsed." 

*^  I  said  but  the  tmth :  better  judges  tl 
have  declared  his  intellect  to  be  of  the  fi 
He  has  erred — sinned,  if  you  will— 
Cyrilla,  he  loves  you  still." 

'^  I  believe  he  does/'  she  answered,  wi 
of  unequivocal  contempt ;  **  that  is,  accord 
egotistical  ideas,  which  make  him  altog 
gardless  of  the  pain  he  inflicts.  He  seemc 
the  word  love  an  excuse  for  every  desci 
tyranny,  and  uses  it  to  justify  his  prolon 
bondage,  and  marring  all  my  prospects  i 
ness !  In  three  months  from  the  time  1 1 
burg,  Rupert  will  require  a  partial  explan 
six  months  I  must  give  him  up  for  ever,  o 
all." 

"A  duel  will  be  the  inevitable  const 
said  Melanin. 

^^  Rupert  is  no  duellist.  He  disapproir 
custom  from  religious  motives." 

"  Of  that  I  have  no  doubt ;  but  you 
much  reliance  on  his  principles  if  you  t 
capable  of  refusing  a  challenge,  when  sei 
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ifieraa  angij  dispute  with  Edouard,  who  has  no 
wnpiesy  aad  would  have  no  fear  bnt  that  of  losing 

'^He  has  lost  me/'  cried  Cjrilla^  vehemently, 
"lost me  for  ever !  Were  his  unfortunate  wife,  on 
whose  death  he  has  speculated  so  openly,  even  now 
in  her  grave,  nothing  would  induce  me  to  live  with 
him!" 

"  There  is  something  which  would  compel  you, 
I  fear." 
"What?" 
"  The  marriage  laws." 

"Oh,  Melanie,  do  not  say  so are  you  sure, 

quite  gnre,  of  this?" 

"I  have  reason  to  be  so,"  answered  Melanie, 
"for  I  learned  it  practically.  A  very  few  days 
•fter  my  marriage — ^in  fact,  the  first  opportunity 

^t  offered — I fled  from  Wilhelm returned 

^  my  father,  threw  myself  at  liis  feet,  and  entreated 
^^  him  to  take  me  back  again.  I  told  him  I  was 
^^fenchanU  of  marriage,  wretched,  desperate,  and 
^^e  the  wildest  vows  never  to  displease  him  or 
^J  stepmother  again ;  but  it  was  in  vain  I  wept 
^i.  implored.  Though  tears  of  commiseration 
**ood  in  his  eyes,  he  assured  me  that  he  could  not 
do  as  I  desired — that  no  repining  or  repugnance  on 
^J  part  would  be  of  any  avail — that  I  hencefor- 
ward belonged  to  my  husband,  and  must  return  to 
him  if  he  claimed  me.     Wilhelm,  informed  of  my 
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place  of  refuge  by  a  letter  which  1  had  left  on  my 
toilet,  came  for  me  himself,  and  without  vouchsaf- 
ing any  expostulations,  or  demanding  any  expb- 
nations,  placed  my  arm  within  his^  and  led  me  to    . 
the  carriage.     I  did  not  for  some  time  observe  thit 
we  had  post-horses — did  not  know  that  we  weft 

leaving  my  father's  neighbourhood  altogether 

when  I  discovered but  this  can  scarcely  intereit 

you  now " 

"It  does deeply The  President  wn^ 

of  course,  very  angry  ?" 

"  Not  at  all he  tried  to  look  grave,  but  I  awr 

that  he  had  a  strong  inclination  to  laugh.  I  hi 
acted  like  a  child,  and  as  such  he  treated  me  fr 
some  time  after.  I  only  mention  this  to  prove  to 
you  that  if  Edouard " 

"  I  understand,"  said  Cyrilla  ;  "  but  I  have  lb 
letter  in  which  he  promises  not  to  claim  any  ligU 
to  control  me." 

"  Then  perhaps  he  will  not ;  but  let  me  ag«» 
advise  you  not  to  irritate  him." 

"You  are  right,"  said  Cyrilla,  musingly;  "aai 
as  he  is  jealous  of  Rupert,  I  must  avoid  in  fiitan 
annoying  him  in  that  way  at  least.  Besides,  I 
threatened  when  it  would  have  been  wiser  to  bn* 
entreated." 

"  That  was  a  great  mistake,"  said  Melanie.  "A 
woman's  force  lies  altogether  in  entrea^,  for  A^ 
laws  have  assigned  us  a  so  very  subordinate  sodil 


Me  it  will  now  be  better  for  me  to  -wait  pa- 
a  few  weeks  longer,  and  then,  under  the 
demanding  those  odioa**  papers,  and  asking 
ice,  I  can  once  more  s«^  him  aloiic,  ;mil  make 
effort  to  discover  a  spark  of  humanity  niider 
'd  crust  of  pride  and  selfishness  that  I  for- 
Bupposed  to  be  dignity  and  firmness  of 
er." 

his  moment  Madame  de  Bellegarde  and  her 
rere  stmonnced,  and  a  scene  of  light  kisses 
gitiTe  embraces,  intermixed  with  careless 
es  about  health  and  sleep,  ensued.  Madame 
legarde  whispered  to  Cjrilla :  "  I  suppose^ 
be  Zomdorff  frightened  you  last  night,  you 
ome  BO  veiy  early.  Now,  take  my  advice, 
n't  let  her  &steQ  upon  yon  in  her  vampire 
}  inhale  your  imponderable  emanations,  as 

e  says no  one  can  stand  that  but  the 

f  sinew  and  bone  called  Yica.    I  hope.  Me- 
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account  of  the  arrival  of  her  brother,  which 
taken  place  while  they  had  been  at  the  Zonu 
the  evening  before.  "  You  wiU  be  delighted 
Victor/'  she  continued;  ^^  he  is  bo  animate 
thoroughly  French — quite  new  to  us  too,  foi 
know  he  was  ten  years  with  mamma's  fatl 
Amboise,  and  for  the  last  five  or  six  has 
studying  camefraliaj  I  think  he  calls  it.  I  su 
you  know  what  that  means — I  don't." 

^^  It  is  the  finance  department.  Edouard  st 
cameraUa,  and  is  Kammer  assessor." 

"  Exactly ;  and  Victor  has  got  a  letter  of  i 
duction  to  him  and  to  the  President." 

"  That  was  scarcely  necessary,"  observed 
lanie,  smiling. 

^^  O,  it  is  a  letter  of  particular  recommend 
to  the  President,  as  he  wishes  to  be  appoint 
some  situation  here,  where  he  has  so  many  relal 
and  will  soon  have  so  many  friends ;  and  I 
been  so  anxious  to  arrange  a  little  pic-nic  to 
lands  that  he  may  be  introduce  to  you  all  at  < 
The  weather  is  so  fine  that  we  could  arrange  e^ 
thing  k  TAnglaise,  and " 

"  That  is,"  cried  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  * 
wants  to  dine  on  the  grass  somewhere  in  the  ] 
and  have  earwigs  and  ants  crawling  over  the  ti 
cloth.  I  think  it  would  be  better  to  ask  Rupc 
invite  us  to  dine  with  him.     We  should  then 
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r,  good  wine,  and  ices,  which  would 
$Il^arde  and  evexybody  into  good  humour, 
re  our  servants  a  lot  of  trouble ! '' 
it,"  persisted  Julie,  "  we  want  to  be  quite 
comitSy  and  Bupert  cannot  be  made  to  un- 
id  that  sort  of  thing.  He  will  invite  at  least 
lozen  of  the  officers  of  his  regiment ;  and 
t  use  are  they  excepting  when  people  intend 
e?" 

ell,  perhaps  we  may  want  them  exactly  for 
ipose.  You  know  Victor  intends  to  teach 
w  Polish  dance." 

lother  reason,  Adrienne,  for  wishing  to  be 
ti8.  I  don't  mind  having  M.  de  Klemmhein 
lite  belongs  to  us,  and  happens  to  be  a  friend 
Mr's ;  but  Captain  Stauffen  and  Major  Am- 
re  my  aversion.  Now,  this  dance  I  am  quite 
bed  to  keep  for  ourselves  ;  and  only  imagine, 
,  how  nice!  We  must  have  little  bells 
i  on  the  heels  of  our  shoes,  and  all  the  men 
ear  spurs  I  The  very  idea  of  an  exclusive 
s  so  exquisite  that  you  may  imagine  what  a 
5  Victor  will  prove  to  us  ! " 
sD,  but  about  our  pic-nic,"  said  Madame  de 
*de,  impatiently ;  "  as  Julie  will  not  allow 
ipply  to  Rupert,  I  think,  to  prevent  confii- 
will  be  better  for  me  to  manage  the  whole 
bat  Melanie  must  invite  my  father-in-law, 
f-a-dozen  other  elderly  bores,  to  dine  with 
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fhe  Prendent, — ikey  aore  bettor  oiitof:tfto«i^7Qi 
know."  ! 

<<  BnV  cried  Julie,  "  what  can  we  do  widl^ 
wives,  who,  dull  at  all  times,  are  doaUj  dull 
obliged  to  speak  French?    We  only  want 
sons,  and a  few  of  their  danghter&" 

'^  Stay,"  cried  Madame  deBeUegarde,  ^'a 
and  most  charming  idea  has  just  oocumd  to 
Let  us  all  dine  quietly  at  home,  as  if  we  were 
ing  of  nothing  at  all,  but  directly  after 
driving  out,  just  at  the  time  when  stupii 
feel  drowsy, — ^nothing  pleasanter  than  an 
drive,  terminated  by  a  gay  supper.    Bupeit 
take  charge  of  Julie  and  Cyrilla ;  with  him 
require  no  chaperon — ^Melanie  must  have  plaoei 
her  char-ii,^banc  for  those  we  choose  to  invils, 
no  others — ^I  shall  do  the  same.    There 
music  and  moonlight,  and  whether  we  relvra 
fore  or  after  midnight  is  of  veiy  little 
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ance. 

^^The  plan  is  feasible,"  said  Melaniay 
weather  beautiful,  and  Bupertwill  be 
He  has  been  endeavouring  to  persuade  us 
Freilanda  the  last  week,  but  Wilhelm 
return  of  the  cold  weather,  and  will  not  yet 
in  spring." 

^^  And  now,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegaide,  ^I 
go  to  the  Zomdorfis  to  let  them  know  our 
plan." 
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^  Was  ICaigaiet  well  enough  to  have  consented 
to  join  you?" 

^Slie  is  quite  well  again — that  is^  as  well  as  she 
«TBr  acknowledges  herself  to  be.  Count  Zomdorff 
ieemed  to  wish  her  to  remain  at  home ;  but  as  he 
■ooepted  the  invitation  for  himself,  she  did  not 
kritate  a  moment,  and  only  requested  we  would 
ttease  her  not  remaining  out  of  doors  during  the 
■Dflet,  as  the  last  rays  of  light  produced  a  degree 
if  torpor  and  chill  that  she  found  it  impossible  to 
BVttcome." 

'  "  Poor  thing !  "  said  Melanie.  "  I  wish  I  could 
hKertain  exactly  how  much  is  real,  how  much  the 
pfbct  of  imagination,  in  all  this.  Yesterday  mom- 
bg,  after  she  had  been  mesmerized  as  usual,  and 
rtien  I  supposed  her  in  a  state  of  sleepwaking,  I 
itaide  a  remark  to  Dr  Hurtig  which  CyriUa  tells  me 
ike  overheard ;  now,  as  I  was  not  '  en  rapport ' 
trith  her,  she  ought  not  to  have  heard  me  at  aU ;  so 
It  is  evident  that  more  '  passes '  are  necessary  than 
4ft  generally  uses." 

^'  **0,  Melanie,  could  you  not  persuade  her  to 
^Bow  herself  to  be  mesmerized  at  Freilands  this 
^eittring?" 

^    **  Perhaps  I  could,  but  Edouard  would  not  con- 
sent,— he  says  he  will  not  have  her  tormented." 
■  **But  I  thought  somnambidists  quite  enjoyed 
'nng  pinched  and  pulled,  and  having  people  staiid- 
ng  on  their  legs,  and  twisting  their  arms  I  " 


ease  wnicii  aatcs  its  commeQcemeiit  tron 
infancy." 

"  Good  gracious  !  I  thought  her  coinp 
merely  what  is  called  '  nerves,'  thougl 
often  suspected  there  was  something  th 
with  her  brain  too,  she  is  occasionally 
queer,  and  says  such  odd  things." 

"  I  am  sure  I  should  not  be  Barprised  i 
so,"  said  Melanie  with  a  sigh  ;  "  a  constai 
tion  of  attacks,  such  as  she  is-  subject  to 
the  end  have  a  fatal  influence  on  the  mind 
here  she  stopped  suddenly ;  Zomdorff  was 
at  the  dooT  of  his  uncle's  study,  and  lookii 
reproachfully.  It  was  the  first  time  he 
peared  there  since  his  marriage,  and  hi 
habit  of  using  the  communication  betii 
rooms  had  been  forgotten.  Cyriila  looked 
moment,  and  then  continued  to  work  wit 
concerned  an  tur  as  she  coold  assume ;  ai 
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kappoia  that  when  one  speaks  or  thinks  of  people 
tlej  saddenly  appear ! " 

''  I  thought  70a  were  talking  of  Margaret/'  said 
Zonidor£ 

^'  Adrienne  and  Melanie  I  daresay  were,  but  I 
hire  been  telling  Cyrilla  what  an  attentive  devoted 
husband  70U  are ! " 

-    ^'Mademoiselle  d'  Adlerkron  would  most  probably 
:  kve  preferred  some  other  subject  of  conversation." 

'^  Perhaps  so/'  said  Julie,  looking  from  one  to 
the  other  with  more  meaning  than  was  agreeable 
to  either ;  "  her  attention  seemed  rather  divided 
hetween  what  I  was  saying  and  what  she  over- 
heard about  mesmerism, — ^a  subiect  new  to  her,  but 
one  of  which  I  have  heard  so  much  during  the  last 
year,  that  I  detest  the  word  and  all  connected  with 
-it,— besides,  you  know  I  am  a  non-believer." 

"Indeed!    To  what  extent ? " 

"0, — a — ^you  see  I  think  those  foolish  move- 
iBcnts  with  the  hands  called  *  passes'  really  too 
ndicalous ;  and  then  the  idea  that  people  can  walk 
ihcmt  and  talk,  and  know  nothing  of  it  afterwards, 
tt  so  very  absurd." 

"Some  people  walk  and  many  people  talk  in 
4eir  ordinary  sleep,  and  are  unconscious  of  it  after- 
wiidi,"  said  ZomdorflF,  quietly. 

"  Yes ;  but  these  mesmerized  people  do  and  say 
•ich  odd  yet  commonplace  things,  that  one  cannot 
help  suq^ecting  imposture, — ^for  my  part,  I  must 
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have  more  proofs.  At  preaenti  the  whok  thbg 
so  completely  beyond  my  compielieii£d<nii  thai 
cannot  and  will  not  beUeve  in  it." 

^^  So/'  said  Melanie,  advancing  towards  tbi 
"  so,  whatever  is  beyond  your  comprehension  is 
worthy  of  belief,  or  a  delusion.    I  should  really 
to  know  what  you  and  Adrienne  do  believe." 
'^  Anything  you  please  excepting  somnambulis 
"  You  believe  in  your  own  exist^ice,  perhap 
^^  Most  certainly ;  I  should  be  a  fool  to  douh 
— ^but  then,  I  Icnow  myself." 

"  Indeed !     Physically  and  psychologically  5 
"  I  don 't  quite  understand  either  of  those  wor 
said  Julie,  laughing,  "  but  I  can  fed  myself, 
therefore  I  know  that  I  am." 

"  A   most    feminine  argument,"    observed 
President,  who  had  stopped  at  the  door  to  list 
"  Cartesius  was  less  disposed  to  materialism  w 
he  began  his  philosophy  with  the  celebrated  wc 
^  Cogito,  ergo  sum.'  " 

"  O,  I  know  nothing  about  either  Latin  or  \ 
losophy,"  cried  Julie,  "  and  the  question  Mela 
asked  is  much  too  difficult  for  me.  Choose  soi 
thing  common  and  more  easily  understood." 

"  And  what  is  easily  understood  ?  What  do 
in  fact  understand?"  said  Melanie  thoughtful 
"  Let  us  take  the  commonest  insect,  a  blade 
grass,  a  grain  of  wheat.  What  is  the  sum  of  < 
knowledge?" 
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^Take  the  gram  of  wheat  and  try/'  said  Julie. 

''Be  it  80.  Yon  place  it  in  the  ground  and  it 
grows,  and  becomes  an  ear." 

"Yes." 

"A  grain  of  wheat  was  found  in  the  encasements 
rfa  mummy  in  Egypt,  supposed  to  have  been  there 
two  thousand  years;  it  was  sent  to  England,  sown, 
tod  it  grew.    Can  you  believe  that  ?  " 

"  It  is  surprising,  but  I  can  believe  it." 

"Yet  you  do  not  know  why  it  grew." 

"  I  suppose  the  germ  was  uninjured." 

"And  what  is  the  germ ?  " 

"Pm  sure  I  don't  know,"  said  Julie,  impa- 
tiently. 

"Nor  I  either,"  said  Melanie;  "but,  like  you, 
I  klieve  that  the  grain  of  wheat  did  grow,  and 
4»t  other  grains  will  grow.  I  see  myself  sur- 
^''^ded  by  things  which  I  am  compelled  to  believe, 
^4out  understanding  why  such  things  are  so; 
tod  I  have  therefore  no  diflSculty  in  placing  mes- 
^*^  somnambulism  among  the  rest." 

"  Perhaps  if  you  would  take  the  trouble  to  make 
•  convert  of  me,"   began  Julie,   "  if  you  would 

clearly  explain  to  me  what  somnambulism  really 

is.      » 
^ 

**  Impossible,"  said  Melanie;  "  have  1  not  con- 

*^that  it  is  one  of  the  millions  of  things  beyond 

^comprehension;  but  that  does  not  prevent  me 

^  believing  that  it  may  be  a  peculiar  condition 

i2 
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of  man,  and  that  there  may  he  impcMKletoH  ii 
invisihle  emanations  from  our  hodies,  that  bl 
discoYeries  may  make  nBeM  to  our  fiDow-aceatac 
bnt,  at  all  events,  mesmeric  phenomena  can  iMn 
cease  to  interest  me,  as  they  tend  to  pioye  that  i 
may  enjoy  the  exeicise  of  all  omr  frcoltieB,  3 
retain  no  recollection  of  having  done  so — and  I 
continuity  of  thought  once  satisfiustorily  estaUk 
ed,  all  doubts  and  difficnlties  oonoenung  dioep  a 
dreams  are  at  an  end  1 " 

^^  What  doabts  and  difificnlties  do  you  mes 
I  know  nothing  abont  them — ^I  like  Bleeping,  m 
I  detest  dreaming,  and  I  believe  most  people  tlii 
as  I  do." 

^^  Edouard,"  said  the  President,  walking  b 
his  study,  "  with  respect  to  the  revenues  of  i 
crown  lands,  Sennheim  and  Streck,  as  I  ^ 
observing " 

"  You  wiU  find  the  report  on  your  table,"  i 
swered  Zomdorff,  to  whom  Madame  de  BeUegai 
turned  as  she  was  about  to  leave  the  room, « 
observed: — 

^^  I  am  going  to  your  house  now,  to  tell  Maig^ 
that  our  pic-nic  dinner  is  to  be  changed  into  a  00 
per,  and  so  late,  that  she  will  have  littie  to  A 
fix)m  the  beams  of  the  setting  sun." 

"  Melanie,"  said  Zomdorff,  approaching  Ms  •* 
as  the  door  closed  on  Madame  de  Bellegaide,  ^J^ 
were  about  to  betray  the  secret  of  my  domtf^ 
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vntdudneaB  to  that  thoughtless  woman  jnst  as  I 
QBteved  the  room.  How  can  you  forget  that  curi- 
<^,  not  interest  for  Margaret,  prompts  all  her 
questions?" 

Melanie  threw  herself  into  a  chair  with  a  look  of 
unojranoe;  she  had  given  him  an  opportunity  of 
M  imreasonably  upbraiding  her,  precisely  at  the 
■KMnent  she  was  preparing  to  overwhelm  him  with 
^U-merited  reproaches  for  his  tyranny  to  Cyrilla. 
She  did  not  speak,  and  he  pursued  the  subject  no 
farther,  but  coming  close  to  her,  said  almost  in  a 
whisper,  "  Margaret  was  very  ill  and  restless  last 
lugbt;  one  could  almost  fancy  that  the  threatening 
^ger  caused  her  an  uneasiness  similar  to  that 
8>id  to  be  produced  by  a  drawn  dagger  held  over  a 
rieeper. 

"What  danger?" 

"Has  not  Cyrilla  told  you  that  she  intends  to 
*<iiiowledge  our  marriage  ?  Will  not  the  discovery 
^  a  claim,  which  I  shall  not  for  a  moment  think 

^  disputing,  put  a  sudden    end    to   Margaret's 

life?" 

"You  wilfully  misunderstand    Cyrilla,"    cried 

melanie,  quickly;  "  Margaret's  life  is  in  no  danger 

whatever,  if  you  wiD,  in  this  instance  at  least,  act 

honourably,   as  you  said  you  could   and  would 
do." 

"  CyriUa  was  not  here — I  overrated  my  strength 
^hen  I  so  spoke — the  sacrifice  is  beyond  my  power. 


u  ])articlc  of  rof^ard  for  you.  In  youi 
love  dies,  and  aiiiliition  and  seliisliiiii; 
the  mangled  remains ! " 

A  smile  of  derision  seemed  to  hove 
dorflfs  lips  as  the  President  called 
tue  yoa  talking  aboat  there?  has  a 
mnrdered?  " 

"  Only  metaphorically,"  answered 

Cyrilla,  perceiving  that  he  was  al 
them,  looked  up  anxiously ;  her  face  v 
and  her  lips  trembled  as  she  faltered 
have  nothing  more  to  hope  from  yon.' 

"  Everything,"  he  replied,  "  if  yc 
to  me  yourself  in  future,  and  cease  th 
which  only  lead  to  disagreeable  misun 
It  is  well  known  that  interierence  bet 
connected  as  we  are,  is  always  a  thi 
Forgive  me,  Metanie,  but  hencefor 
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Zomdoiffy  porobablj  rejoicing  in  the  interraption, 
lounediatdy  joined  his  nnde^  and  was  soon  alto- 
g^dkor  immened  in  business. 

After  a  pause  of  some  minutes,  Cjrilla  ap- 
PWacted  her  sister  and  whispered,  "  Melanie,  do 
7<^iimkhe  could  i£  he  would  f' 

"Undoubtedly." 

"And  among  your  extensive  acquaintance  is 
^^  no  one  to  whom  you  could  apply  for  advice?" 

Helanie  shook  her  head. 

"  Not  one  you  could  trust  with  our  secret  ?  " 

"  Not  one.  I  am  a&aid,  dearest,  that  you  must 
^  the  matter  rest  for  the  present,  and  resign  your- 
*lf  to  what  is  inevitable." 

"That  is  hard,  very  hard — nawj^  murmured 
CyriUa. 

"  The  trial  is  severe,"  said  Melanie,  "  but  it  is 
^  ^0  vulgar  or  common-place  description.  Situated 
^  you  are,  I  could  have  felt  a  sort  of  excitement  m 
•'^eties  so  calculated  to  engross  the  imagination, 
^^  render  even  the  common  occurrences  of  life 
^''^Jnatically  interesting !  But  then  how  differently 
^  should  have  acted,"  she  continued,  with  great 
*^tf<5omplacence;  "no  thought  of  marriage  with 
*^other  would  ever  have  entered  my  mind — con- 
^^^*0U8  of  my  power  over  Edouard,  I  should  have 
^^erwhelmed  him  with  my  magnanimity;  no  re- 
P*^>*ch  should  have  passed  my  lips;  great  in  my 
^ngth  of  mind,  I  should  have  sought  and  consoled 
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his  frail  sufFering  wife,  should  have  talked  and 
reasoned  with  him  as  I  had  ever  done;  with  ail  the 
calm  dignity  of  friendship,  I  should  have  shown 
him  that  the  woman  whose  confidence  he  had  be- 
trayed was  worthy  of  a  better  fate !  Seldom,  and  is 
but  fleeting  moments,  should  he  have  been  alloired 
to  see  the  grief  that  was  gnawing  at  my  heat- 
like  the  Spartan  boy,  I  should  have  hugged " 

"  Dear  Melanie,"  cried  Cyrilla,  half  laughing 
though  her  eyes  were  full  of  tears,  "  it  is  quite 
evident  that  your  magnanimity  exceeds  mine,  W 
I  scarcely  expected  to  hear  you  speak  in  this  waj 
again,  after  seeing  you  so  evidently  angry  with  bim 
ajs  you  were  but  a  short  time  ago." 

'^  Your  anxious  fstce  and  his  haughty  compositf® 
irritated  me,  I  believe,  but  it  was  for  the  last  time; 
he  has  unreservedly  declined  my  interference,  tfd 
my  office  of  mediatrix  is  now  at  an  end." 

"  Then,"  said  Cyrilk,  "  I  have  no  friend  kft 
but  Rupert,  and  fears  for  his  safety  must  ever  pf^ 
vent  my  asking  his  assistance.  Nothing  remaii^ 
for  me  to  do  but,  when  once  assured  of  the  &lb9 
of  my  last  hope,  to  give  him  up  for  ever,  and  ^ 
deavour,  as  you  say,  to  resign  myself  to  what  ^ 
inevitable." 

"  And,"  said  Melanie,  "  in  the  meantime  MJ  ^ 
much  as  possible  to  keep  up  your  spirits  and  ^ 
lilfie  yourself.  Adrienne  and  Julie  have  ohierfS^ 
that  you  are  not  so  gay  as  you  used  io  h^^ 
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M  ft  you  had  not  ^been  greatlj  disappointed  at 
idooaicl's  marriage.    You  mnst  make  an  exertion 

>  prevent  them  from  pitying  you.  I  wish  Eupert 
oald  call  here,  that  we  might  tell  him  to  come 
ryou  and  Jnlie  this  evening.  I'm  sure  I  do  not 
low  where  he  is  to  be  found  just  now." 

"  At  Freilands,  most  probably,"  suggested  Cy- 
Ua;  "  he  said  something  about  expecting  people 
dine  with  him  there." 

*'Why  did  you  not  say  so  when  Adrienne  was 
sre?  That  alone  would  have  been  sufficient  to 
ake  her  postpone  her  supper." 
"  Qaite  unnecessary,"  said  Cyrilla.  "  You  have 
Jy  to  let  Rupert  know  we  want  him,  and  he 
ai  manage  to  break  up  his  party  early  enough  to 
•ttie  here ;  if  not,  he  can  send  for  us,  which  will 

>  just  as  well." 

"  I  don't  like  to  ask  Wilhelm  for  his  horses," 
fld  Melanie,  walking  towards  her  writing  table  ; 
he  would  require  a  long  explanation ;  and  as  to 
foposing  his  joining  us,  that  is  out  of  the  ques- 
on,  as  Adrienne  says  he  is  such  a  restraint  upon 
*e  that  she  will  not  have  him.  It  is  a  great  mis- 
4e  men  making  themselves  feared  by  their  own 
^y;  what  they  gain  in  respect  they  lose  in 
Jfection  !  I  shall  be  obliged  to  tell  him  that  we 
Intend  to  drive  out  and  spend  the  evening  with 
^t  Bellegardes." 
"Do  you  not  think,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  tliat  by  one 
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great  effiyrt  of  courage  you  could  dialcc  off  JM^ 
fear^  and  be  perfectlj  candid  with  tbe  Pmidaitni 
future  ?  In  your  place  I  Bhoald  at  least  mikediB 
trial.  Wh  J  not  say  that  you  are  going  to  FreOaoiB 
with  Adrienne?  Is  it  worth  prevaricating  ftr  swi 
a  trifle?" 

^'  Perhaps  not ;  but  it  is  also  not  worth  qunet- 
ling  about" 

"  You  fear  he  would  object?" 

^^  Not  exactly — ^bnt  he  would  say  someAiog--* 
— I  don't  exactly  know  what — something  calctt- 
lated  to  lessen  or  destroy  our  pleasure." 

^'  I  think  you  are  mistaken ;  and  as  no  bettor 
opportunity  is  likely  to  occur  to  make  the  ttial  I 
have  so  often  urged^  suppose  you  tell  him  ourpltftf 
aftier  dinner  to-day;  it  will  be  better  than  that  i0B» 
chance  reference  should  betray  all  a  few  inp 
hence,  as  has  so  often  happened,  giving  him  tcA 
cause  for  anger  in  the  discovery  of  having  been 
deceived." 

"  You  do  not  understand  him,  Cyrilla.  I  ncvtf 
consulted  him  about  anything,  never  asked  v^ 
opinioD,  without  encountering  opposition  or  sneoa 
On  the  contrary,  when  I  have  occasionally  d<)i* 
things  that  might  have  provoked  such  a  man,  be 
seemed  to  think  it  a  waste  of  words  to  talk  ovtf 
what  was  past  and  could  not  be  changed." 

"  We  shall  never  think  alike  on  these  subjects, 
rejoined  Cyrilla.     "I  consider  perfect  confidefioe 
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■fittSBuj  to  happinefls ;  and  mj  mother  always 

^l  9m  Bonjy'  said  Melanie,  with  some  bitter- 
888, "  Tery  sony  to  be  obliged  so  often  to  enlighten 
>u  about  your  mother^  Cyrilla.  She  certainly  be- 
OH^ed  her  confidence,  or  rather  issued  her  com- 
uids,  without  reserve.  My  father  was  more  in 
f  position,   with   this   difFerence,  that  a   ^Jmt 

'»tt^% '  did  not  exempt  him  from  reprimands ' ' 

"  Which,"  interposed  Cyrilla,  "  his  thoughtless- 

88  not  unfrequently  deserved." 

^^  Perhaps  so.   That  he  was  careless  in  pecuniary 

itteiB  is  true;  but  his   generosity  was  so  un- 

onded  that  one  could  only  regret  his  not  having 

unitable  command  of  money.      Never  did  my 

>ther  wish  for  anything  that  he  did  not  procure 

-for   those    he    loved   nothing    could    be    too 

atly!" 

^^My  mother's  lot  was  a  more  common  one," 

*d  Cyrilla,  "  her  wishes  were  not  expressed,  be- 

Q8e  she    knew  they   could    not    prudently   be 

atified." 

"Tlat  was  her  rational  way  of  showing  her 

B*kI,"  said  Melanie,   "  and  was  quite  charac- 

^c ;  she  gained  in  consequence  his  esteem  and 

^ect  in  an  extraordinary  degree,  and  that  was 

'  she  ambitioned.     Perhaps,  after  all,  she  was 

Sl^t  Women  easily  satisfied  are  not  likely  to  meet 
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with  disappointment,  and  are  never  bo  carodly  ^ 
ceived  in  their  expectations  as  I  have  been." 

^'Then  your  expectations  were  nnreasonabW 
cried  Cyrilla,  warmly ;  "  for  I  have  lately  to- 
covered  that  there  are  few  men  who  admire  asd 
like  their  wives  more  than  the  President  does  jojl 

"  Admire  !  like  !  according  to  his  ideas,  per- 
haps, but  not  mine." 

"  I  think  you  are  ungrateful,  and  misunderstand 
him  sometimes,"  began  Cyrilla. 

"  Ungrateful !  Ought  I,  perhaps,  to  feel  gr«*i' 
tude  for  his  mmerci&l  criticiam  of  my  poems  ?  bU 
never-ceasing  ridicule  of  my  endeavours  to  wreath 
my  brow  with  laurel,  and  raise  my  head  above  tke 
waters  of  Lethe  ?" 

"  No ;  but  his  advice  is  worth  attending  to;  fo' 
instance,  when  he  said  yesterday  that  he  though* 
a  journey  through  the  south  of  Grermany  couM  he 
better  described  in  prose  than  verse,  you  were  un- 
reasonably offended." 

"  Because  he  only  said  so  to  mortify  me.  Had  1 
intended  to  describe  Berlin,  Koenigsburg,  Brfirt 
or  Exfort,  he  might  have  been  right ;  but  can  anj 
subject  be  more  adapted  to  every  description  <» 
poetry  than  the  south,  with  its  mountains  and  hi^ 
legends  of  gnomes,  dwarfs  and  spirits,  alp***^ 
horns  and  wild  huntsmen?" 

"  It  was  the  description  of  your  dinner  to  wh^cn 
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^  objected — ^tfae  trout^  turkey,  fiery  Hungarian 

wine,  and " 

"Well,"  cried  Melanie,  "and  have  no  poets 
eyer  described  a  banquet  ?  Did  not  Homer  him- 
self.  " 

Visiters  were  announced,  and  spared  Cjrilla  the 
^ence  of  Homer.  Melanie  went  to  receive  them 
>n  another  and  much  more  splendid  apartment.  It 
WB  one  of  the  prerogatives  of  her  high  position  in 
^ort  to  have  one  day  each  week  on  which  she 
lield  a  sort  of  diminutive  court,  receiving  with  equal 
^igmty  and  condescension  the  wives  of  the  various 
wsessors,  counsellors,  and  directors,  of  whom  her 
husband  was  the  chief,  and  also  of  the  officers 
'^hose  families  wished  to  be  on  her  visiting  list, 
>^d  desired  to  be  invited  to  her  house.  Like  all 
P^t  people,  she  complained  much  of  the  toils  in- 
CQnibent  on  her  station ;  but  the  individuals  who 
"«d  attempted  to  relieve  her  of  part  of  the  burden 
"7  absenting  themselves,  were  made  to  feel  in  no 
"igbt  degree,  not  only  her  displeasure,  but  that 
rf  the  President  also !  Yet  he  was  a  man  of 
P^vity  and  vdsdom,  who  professed  to  despise  the  ab- 
^^ties  of  etiquette ;  and  Melanie  not  unfrequently 
'^tted  in  idea  so  far  beyond  this  world,  as  to  view 
^  inhabitants  as  ants,  and  find  all  their  pursuits 
^  i^Jparently  futile  f  8uch  are  the  inconsistencies 
**t  meet  the  observer  on  all  occasions,  and  in  all 
^^oks  of  society. 
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A  few  hours  afterwards  the  PresideBt  entendtli 
drawing-room^  robbing  his  hands  in  the  ssliifii^ 
manner  of  a  man  who  considers  that  those  membes 
of  his  bodj  have  been  sufficientlj  diligent  to  desert 
a  little  recreation.  '^  I  rather  enjoj  the  idea  of 
musical  evening/'  he  began ;  ^^  we  shall  be  alone, 
believe,  and  Cyiilla  has  promised " 

^^  The  weather  is  so  fine,"  said  Melanie,  ^'  thatu 
intend  to  drive  out  after  dinner ;  and  the  Bell 
gardes  have  asked  us  to  spend  the  rest  of  the  evQ 
ing  with  them." 

^^  That  is,"  said  CTrilla,  '^  thejr  have  proposi 
our  driving  to  FreHands,  where  thej  intend  to  gi' 
a  supper." 

^^Lahl  there  will  be  wild  doings  there  this  eve 
ing— dancing,  of  course." 

"  Very  little,"  said  Melanie ;  "  we  intend  to  wa 
through  the  grounds  and  gardens,  to  ascertain  he 
far  the  spring  is  advanced." 

^^  And  the  flirtations  also,"  said  the  Preside! 
dryly;  "how  many  score  of  officers  do  you  e 
pect?" 

"  I  am  not  aware  of  any  being  invited,  exceptii 
Rupert." 

"  Klemmhein  will  be  there  quite  as  certainly 
Rupert,  I  can  tell  you.     You  know  as  well  as  I  • 
that  he  must  be  in  attendance  ^  to  walk  through  t 
grounds  and  gardens '  with  Madame  de  Bellegaic 
Why,  if  she  by  any  chance  should  happen  to  fing 
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kimy  her  Iiiubaiidy  with  that  admirable  gallantry 
peculkr  to  his  nation,  would  himself  invite  him  I " 
'*  I  did  not  think  you  would  condescend  to  repeat 
such  gossip." 

*'  iir  it  gossip  ?    I  flattered  myself  you  would 
iinuigine  me  capable  of  making  the  remark  from  per- 
sonal observation.     It  is  quite  as  evident  as  that 
Julie  intends  to  marry  Edouard  if  his  wife  should 
^^9  as  aU  the  Lindesmars  predict  she  will  do  a  few 
months  hence." 
'^  Julie  and  Edouard  I  "    exclaimed  Melanie  ; 
Aftt  would  be  too  ridiculous.     On  that  subject  I 
^^  assure  you  that  you  are  mistaken ;  he  would 
never  think  of  her." 
"  I  did  not  say  he  would ;  I  said  she  thought  of 

™i,  as  she  does  of  any  and  every  one  who  is  eli- 
gible;' 

"You  must  have  a  very  bad  opinion  of  her," 
said  Cyrilla,  "  if  you  suppose  her  capable  of  en- 
deavouring to  attract  the  attention  or  gain  the  affec- 

"^of  a married  man." 

*  A  very  exalted  opinion  of  her  I  certainly  have 
^^t,  or  of  any  of  her  family,  or  indeed  of  any  of  those 
French  people  who  followed  Jerome  Buonaparte 
^^  our  country,  and  have  remained  here  to  engraft 
*aeir  licentious  liveliness  on  our  society,  and  im- 
P^'^ceptibly  corrupt  all  around  them  by  their  ex- 
««iple." 

I  always  imagined  you  liked  the  Bellegardes," 
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said  Melanie.    ^^  You  have  tusmt  made 
est  objection  to  their  being  invited  to  ov 

^' Nor  shall  I  now;  the j  are  a  necessa 
— ^unavoidable^  amnsing,  worthless  p 
flatter  through  life  without  a  thought  Ix 

"  They  are  not  worse  than  other  peo 
rank  of  life,"  interposed  Melanie,  with  & 
bility. 

"  I  think  they  are,"  said  the  Presic 
cause  they  are  almost  totally  uneducated 
of  education  is  more  dangerous  in  theii 
in  any  other." 

"  Dangerous  ?  "  repeated  Melanie,  inq 

"  Yes ;  for  the  female  portion  of  the  hij 
of  society  are,  from  want  of  employmen 
into  temptation  of  levity  of  conduct  than 
and  lower  classes ;  their  principal  pursu 
or  amusement,  naturally  induces  them  t 
company  of  those  similarly  situated.  N( 
duties  of  everyday  recurrence  bind  the 
fetmilies;  tutors,  governesses,  houseke^ 
servants,  supply  their  places.  Grenerall 
with  sensitive  feelings,  quick  perception 
unfrequently  a  considerable  portion  of 
occupation  of  some  kind  or  other  becomes 
necessary.  What  use  the  Bellegardes  ai 
mars  make  of  their  best  feelings  and  fair 
of  intelligence,  I  leave  you  to  judge." 

"I  will  not  condemn  them,"  said  Mel 
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ng  •  "  for  in  doing  so,  I  should  condemn  myself — 
)iir  mode  of  lite  is  similar.'^ 

"  Not  quite,"  said  the  President ;  ^^  though  you 
ievote  more  time  than  is  necessary  to  sleep  and 
yowr  toilet,  you  find  some  hours  every  day  for  the 
impioYement  of  your  mind,  and  make  an  occasional 
effort  to  be  of  use  to  your  fellow-creatures,  when  it 
does  not  cost  what  you  consider  too  much  time  and 
trouble ;  besides,  our  house  has  not  yet  become  the 
place  of  rendezvous  for  the  idle  and  worthless,  and 
I  shall  take  care  that  the  Bellegardes  do  not  make 
it  such.    I  have  therefore  no  objection  to  see  them 
bere,  no  objection  that  you  should  go  to  them,  ex- 
cepting when  they  are  what  they  call  en  petit  camitSy 
which  means,  in  firee  translation,  ^  at  little  devilry/ 
I  ought  not  to  have  been  told  anything  about  this 
topper,  to  which  I  am  of  course  not  invited,  as  I 
^^d  be  considered  a  restraint  and  a  bore ;  but  I 
^odd  tell  you  exactly  who  will  be  there,  and  what 
^  will  do  and  say." 

"  Perhaps,  Melanie,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  it  would  be 
°^tter  if  we  sent  an  excuse ;  we  can  go  to  Freilands 
^tcuever  we  like,  you  know." 

"It  wiU  be  very  rude,  after  having  agreed  to  all 
^^rienne's  arrangements." 

I  hope  you  will  go,"  said  the  President,  taking 
^  *  iiewspaper ;  "  in  fact  I  wish  it,  as  I  do  not 
^^^  to  be  called  a  spoilsport  or  tyrant,  though  I 
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dare  say  in  that  worshipful  society  I  have  alieadj 
obtained  both  denominations." 

Melanie  walked  towards  Cyrilla^  and  pretended 
to  play  with  her  ringlets,  as  she  bent  over  her,  and 
whispered  :  '^  I  hope  you  are  satisfied  now,  and  that 
you  enjoy  the  idea  of  the  supper,  without  re- 
serve ?  " 

"  Not  at  all ;  I  should  greatly  prefer  staying  at 
home." 

"  If  you  do,  he  will  be  dissatisfied  also.  You  will 
go,  but  with  a  greatly  diminished  sense  of  enjoy- 
ment.    What  have  you  gained?" 

"  The  consciousness  of  having  avoided  an  unne* 
cessary  concealment,"  answered  Cyrilla,  calmly. 


I 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

On  asBembling  at  the  Bellegardes,  Rupert  alone  waB 
missixig;  and,  after  waiting  more  than  half  an  liour^ 
Mr.  de  Bellegarde^  who  on  all  such  occasions  was 
chief  director  and  arranger^  proposed  setting  off 
-without  further  delay. 

*'  But,"  whispered  his  wife,  "  we  have  no  places 
for  Cyrilla  and  Julie." 

'*  O,  Victor  will  be  but  too  happy  to  take  Ma- 
demoiselle d'Adlerkron  in  my  father's  droschka." 

'*  No,  thank  you,"  said  Cyrilla,  laughing ;  "  al- 
thongh  I  have  every  intention  of  becoming,  in  the 
oonrse  of  time,  very  well  acquainted  with  Count 
Liindesmar,  I  think  for  the  present  it  would  be  bet- 
ter if  JnUe  was  to  go  with  him,  and  I  remained 
nntil  Bnpert  thinks  proper  to  make  his  appearance." 

Connt  liindesmar,  a  black-haired,  black-eyed, 
▼ery  sallow  and  very  animated-looking  young  man, 
-who  had  been  speaking  to  Zomdorff,  turned  sud- 
denly round,  and,  joining  in  Cyrilla^s  laugh,  exhi* 

VOL.  II.  K 


i 


194  CXSUiLiL 

bited  two  lows  of  the  whitet  teeth  imtf^ 

^^  Ek  Jrirn^  ma  ehire  JuUe .jfimtB  de  wAw 

'^And  70a,"  said  tbe  ConnleflB  Zani 
Cjrillai  aimoBt  beseechingiji — ^*  Yoa  will  | 

UB?" 

'^  To  be  sure  she  will,*'  said  Madame  de 
gaide,  quicklj.  ^^  I  wonder  we  did  not  t 
all  this  an  hour  ago." 

CTTilla  would  willingij  httve  declined, 
could  find  no  plausible  excuse :  so  in  the  c 
a  few  minutes  she  finind  herself  aittuig  < 
Zomdorff,  and  beside  his  wife;  while  odd  i 
tiona  as  to  what  his  iboqj^ts  mi^t  be  so  c 
her  mind,  that  she  remained  perfectl  j  siki 
considerable  time.  He  was  no  leas  so; 
Countess  informed  her  that,  though  unable 
almost  all  night,  she  had  been  mesmerijsec 
afternoon,  and  now  felt  quite  equal  to  the  e 
fatigues  of  the  evening.  The  wish  to  see 
had  been  her  principal  inducement  to  bmv 
^^  Because,"  she  added  with  a  smile^  '^  I 
make  you  forget  yesterday  night,  and  to  p 
you  to  come  to  me  sometimes.  I  have  q 
sohred  not  to  yield  to  any  feeling  of  nen 
this  evening." 

^^  A  steady  resolution  of  that  kind  woul 
more  use  to  you  than  any  mesmerizer,"  said 
^^The    mind    has    incalculable  influence 
nerves." 
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!  kave  been  told ;  but,  unfortunately,  I  am 

I  strong-minded jou  are,  I  suppose." 

I  shook  her  head. 

at  least  70U  are  not  nervous  ?" 

;  I  believe  not." 

:  probably  your  nerves  have  never  been 

i  mine.    You  have  led  a  happy  life,  free 

lestic  misfortunes.    I^ow,  I  lost  my  mother 

1  quite  a  child " 

I  my  father,"  said  Cyrilla. 
mf  father  died  in  so  sudden  and  unexpected 
,  that,  though  he  had  long  been  in  a  dan- 
ite  of  health,  and  I  was  in  some  degree 
by  our  physician  for  the  event,  I  sujSered 
rom  the  shock — didn't  I,  Edouard  ?  You 
V  ill  I  was  for  more  than  a  week  I  For- 
'  she  continued,  turning  to  Cyrilla, — 
itely,  it  was  after  my  marriage,  or  I  think 
ot  have  survived  his  loss.  The  death  of 
arent  breaks  up  one's  home,  and  throws  a 
f  still  unmarried,  so  completely  on  the 
,  what  is  nearly  the  same  thing,  on  rela- 
I  seldom  care  for  her.  At  least  that  would 
i  my  case." 
IS  mine,"  said  Cyrilla,  gravely. 

,1  thought  your  mother  still  lived 

oog  ill?"  asked  the  Countess,  with  that 
ition  to  talk  of  illness  and  death  which 
;ulia£  to  unhealthy  people. 


■  '■'■  speak  to  me. 


"  O,  Jlargarct !"  exclaimed  Zomdori 
fully,  "  how  can  you  question  Uademo 
lerkron  in  this  way?" 

"  Because  there  seems  such  ao  ea 
aimilitade  ia  our  trials.  Still  I  have  ht 
continaed,  turning  to  Cyrilla,  "  one  mo 

the  terrible  ancertainties  and  anxiet 

Edooard  subjected  me  before  our  mi 
them  you  can  form  no  idea!"  and  i 
archly  towards  Zorodoiff,  who  made  ni 
defend  hini8el£ 

"  But  to  return  to  yonr  nerves,"  a 
with  a  fiunt  smile.  "  If  you  will  permi 
yon  advice  on  so  short  an  acquaintance, 
ccHnmend  a  constant  straggle  against  v 
nervousnesa,  and,  what  is  equally  impt 
solution  never  to  speak  of  it.  Endeave 
it  altncether  ftnm  vrair  mind." 
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oiestsme,....!  cannot  bear  the  exertion  of  any  of  the 
anploTments  which  give  pleasure  to  other  people." 

"There  are  some  which  require  scarcely  any  exer- 
tion, if  merely  pursued  for  amusement/'  suggested 
CyriDa.    "  Drawing  or  painting,  for  instance." 

^'  My  health  never  admitted  of  my  making  suf- 
ficient progress  in  either  to  find  them  agreeable." 

"Reading?" 

'^Yes,  I  like  reading sometimes but  the 

voiks  I  prefer  Edouard  thinks  dangerous  and  ex- 
iting for  me.  Formerly  he  used  to  like  to  talk  to 
me  about  philosophy  and  the  other  world,  and  now 
he  wishes  I  could  forget  all  he  has  ever  said,  and 
heoome  a  downright  religious  bigot.  He  says  that 
w<wnen  who  have  contracted  ideas  are  infinitely 
^)pier  than  those  who  give  scope  to  their  imagina- 
tion, and  precipitate  themselves  into  a  chaos  of 
Aooght,  which  they  have  neither  the  power  nor 
mdmation  to  order." 

**But  may  not  true  religion  lie  between  these 
VKtiemes  ?  May  not  the  middle  course,  as  in  most 
Oiaeg,  be  the  best  ?"  asked  Cyrilla. 

**  I  don't  know.  He  says,  now,  that  all  women 
O'Jght  to  be  Roman-catholics — that  the  more  they 
fcdieve,  and  the  less  they  trouble  themselves  with 
"digious  speculations,  the  better." 

Cyrilla  looked  inquiringly  towards  Zomdorff^; 
lot  he  appeared  to  be  watching  for  the  reappear- 
of  the  other  carriages,  hid  by  a  turn  of  the 
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road,  and  she  renewed  lier  well-meant  effxti  to 
benefit  her  companion  by  obeenring^  "  I  hiwiil 
yet  exhausted  all  our  employments — ^most  wooMi 
like  needlework." 

"  I  do  not,  excepting  when  I  have  somebody  to 
talk  to  me."  • 

"  Well,"  said  Cyrilla, "  perhaps  yon  like  mtuncf 

"  For  music  I  have  no  talent  whatever — nfljff* 
fortmiate  circumstance,  as  Edouard  does  not  cm 
for  it,  and  actually  dislikes  the  sound  of  the  Jew^ 
harp,  the  only  instrument  that  gives  me  unaUojel 
pleasure." 

"  The— the— what  did  you  say?" 

"  The  Jew's  harp,  drone,  iron  trump,  or  wltf** 
ever  it  may  be  called.  Mesmer  used  it  firequendy 
for  the  propagation  and  transmission  of  mignetiK 
influence." 

"  I  have  never  even  heard  of  it,"  said  CjtSi^ 
"How  is  it  played?" 

"  In  the  easiest  way  possible,"  she  answerdy 
drawing  £rom  the  pocket  of  her  dress  a  small  in* 
machine,  which  Cyrilla,  in  her  ignorance,  mi^ 
have  imagined  a  boot-hook,  portable  screw,  (f 
anything  but  a  musical  instrument,  and  jdaciDg  i^ 
between  her  teeth,  began  to  thrum  upon  it  with  tsr 
traordinary  diligence. 

Cyrilla's  look  of  surprise  changed  into  one  rf 
painful  uncertainty,  as  the  harsh  monotonous  90vai 
grated  on  her  well-exercised  musical  ear ;  and  wh© 
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ifl^  eyes  fixed  on  here,  in  glaring  interro- 
convinced  her  that  no  jest  was  intended,  she 
ooslj  drew  back  into  the  comer  of  the  car- 
ir  lips  apart,  and  distrust  legible  in  every 

garet,  I  request I  entreat "  began 

[argaret  did  not  choose  to  hear,  and  con- 
er  performance,  exhibiting  a  degree  of  skill 
ight  have  attracted  Cyrilla's  attention  had 
I  been  less  occupied, 
garet,  I insistj^  cried  2k)mdorff,  at  last 

her  hand,  so  as  to  cause  an  immediate 
.  of  the  vibrating  sounds.     "  How  can  you 

>re  Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron  and " 

)d  towards  the  servants,  half  expecting  to 
e  covert  expression  of  a  sense  of  the  ludi- 
liich  even  the  best  bred  footmen  cannot  al- 
3due,  instead  of  which  he  observed  that  the 
Q  was  beginning  to  draw  up  the  carriage 
rass  beside  the  road,  while  both  he  and  his 
>n  eagerly  watched  some  object  at  the  end 
(ig  line  of  road  before  them, 
at  is  it?"  cried  ZomdorflF,  starting  up. 
ioachman  pointed  with  his  whip  to  a  car- 
lich  neared  them  with  frightful  rapidity, 
the  same  moment  the  wild  stamping  of 

full  speed  became  audible. 


and  tlioy  Imve  jjoiie  off  with  him," 
"Oood  li.'avnis ! "  fxclaimud  Oj-rilla, 

"111'  do  aiiytiiin;;  tn  save  him  ':* He  w 

ed! he  will  be  killed!     Oh,  let  mc 

added  eagerly,  endeavouring  to  pass  Zor 
He  held  her  back,  but  sprang  hims 
ground.  For  about  a  minute — which  a| 
eternity — they  watched  the  coming  d 
the  horses  became  visible.  The  light  c 
which  they  were  attached  seemed  to  boi 
the  road,  jerking  from  side  to  side,  in 
threatening  instant  destmctioD.  Whi 
about  a  hundred  yards  of  him,  Zomdorfl 
rushed  into  the  middle  of  the  road,  w 
liat  and  arms  above  hia  head  in  a  mannei 
attract  the  horses'  attention.  They  etill, 
advanced,  snorting  fonously,  and  there  a 
the  alternative  of  sudden  and  violent  de« 
or  to  Rupert,  who,  though  still  holding 
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\j  the  force  of  that  generous  instinct  which,  it  is 
Btid,  preyents  a  horse  from  willingly  tramping  on 
I  human  being.  The  moment  they  wavered  and 
oeued  to  poll  together,  he  sprang  forward  and 
ieiied  their  heads,  his  footman  came  to  his  assist- 
noe,  Bupert  drew  up  the  reins,  the  other  carriages 
dme  up,  servants  hurried  forward,  and  a  scene  of 
J070118  oonfosion  followed. 

•  "Zomdorff,"  cried  Kupert,  extending  his  hand, 
"yoa  have  in  all  probability  saved  not  only  my 
^  but  several  others  also.  As  long  as  I  had  the 
loid  clear,  my  fears  were  lost  in  excitement ;  but 
•0  sooner  did  I  observe  the  advancing  line  of  car- 
luiges,  than  a  feeling  of  horror  at  the  impending 
COQcossion  and  crash,  which  appeared  inevitable, 
completely  overpowered  me." 

"But,"  said  Melanie,  "  tell  us  how  it  happened. 
h  there  anything  on  the  road  likely  to  frighten 
Wttes?" 

"  Nothing  whatever,"  replied  Rupert ;  "  it  was 
•limy  own  tavli.  I  only  received  your  note  half- 
•tt^ur  ago,  and,  wishing  to  get  into  Exfort  as 
t^ckly  as  possible,  ordered  a  pair  of  horses  that 
luid  not  been  out  for  some  days;  delayed  a  few 
^ates  giving  directions  about  a  tent  on  the  lawn, 
thich  I  thought  Adrienne  would  like ;  I  endeav- 

ired  to  regain  the  lost  time  by Hallo!"  he 

ried,  springing  forward  on  seeing  Zomdorff's  car- 
ige  tamed  round,  and  beginning  to  wind  its  way 
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through  the  others,  ^*  I  say ZomdQiff......7Qi 

are  not  going  to  desert  ns,  are  yon  ? — why  Ilun 
not  had  time  to  thank  you  or  say  how  mnchltl* 
mire  your  presence  of  mind." 

*^  Let  us  suppose  it  said/'  answered  Zoradd^ 
bending  slightly  forward.  ^^  Margaret  is  ill,  tndl 
must  return  home  with  her." 

'^  Come  on  to  Freilands,  it  is  much  nearer." 

"  Can  /  be  of  any  use,  Edouard?"  asked  Me- 
lanie. 

"  No,  thank  you none  whatever,"  he  iq)lWlf 

drawing  his  wife  towards  him  with  one  arm,  wUk 
with  the  other  he  made  a  sign  to  the  coachman  to 
drive  on. 

Rupert  turned  to  Cyrilla,  who  was  sitting  unto 
a  poplar  tree,  silent  and  pale,  and  asked  her  if  sl^ 
would  trust  herself  to  his  care. 

"  Willingly,  if  you  will  walk  with  me  thitwgk 
the  park.  I  would  rather  not  hear  or  see  anything 
more  of  horses  or  carriages  for  an  hour  or  two." 

"  I  can  easily  imagine  it,  after  being  so  disagi*- 
ably  alarmed  ;  it  must  have  been  particularly  p*"^ 
ful  to  witness." 

"  Oh,"  cried  Julie,  joining  them,  "  it  wm  qnte 

dreadful shocking I  really  thought  I  sh<W» 

have  fainted — indeed  it  would  have  been  qnJt^ 
natural  if  we  had  all  done  so  ;  but  Margaret  &»• 
dorff  is  the  only  one  who  can  get.  up  anything » 
that  kind  among  us. — However,  when  so  i^J 
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tkn^  hvrt  the  power  of  making  her  faint  or  fall 
•deqiy  it  would  be  ni^pardonable  had  she  remained 
onoied  when  that  glorious  creature  was  in  such 
imminent  danger!" 

''Which  glorious  creature?"  asked  Bupert, 
nniling,  "  We  were  three — my  groom,  myself,  and 
Zomdorffl" 

"Ah,  bah !  who  ever  thought  of  your  groom?" 

^  I  did,"  answered  Bupert  '^  His  life  to  him 
Mid  his  femily  is  quite  as  valuable  as  mine  or  Zom- 
dorJOTB  to  us  and  ours ;  and  had  he  lost  it  by  my 
nnpatience  and  thoughtlessness,  it  would  have 
'^  a  subject  of  unceasing  regret  to  me, — ^that  is, 
^^pposing  I  had  survived  him." 

'^  I  trust,"  said  Melanie,  shaking  her  head,  and 
looking  upwards,  "  I  trust  I  may  never  again  see 
^0  beings  so  dear  to  me  in  such  peril." 

"Eupert  begs  you  will  say  three  beings,"  inter- 
posed Julie,  laughing ;  "  he  insists  on  his  groom 
Wng  considered  either  a  glorious  creature,  like 
yotir  nephew,  or  a  dear  being,  like  himself." 

''The  expressions  are  strong,"   said  Melanie; 
Imt  in  point  of  fact,  he  is  right.     There  were 
^W  human  beings  in  the  same  danger,  and  I  con- 
gas with  shame  I  saw  but  two." 

"  You  are  better  than  those  who  saw  but  one," 
iiid  Julie. 

'^Was  that  your  case?"  asked  Bupert,  care- 
Uy. 


■;■  "   '  Iiimsclf,  I  may  siiy.     By  the  by,  Cyrilla, 

ubsorvp  liow  closely  he  held  her,  and  how 
pressed  her  head  against  his  shoulder,  as  th 
off?" 

"  No ;  I  did  not  look  at  them." 

"  It  appeared  to  me,"  continaed  Julie 
he  feared  any  one  ahonld  see  her  ftce." 

"  I  think  we  had  better  go  on  to  Freilai 
served  Melanie,  ahraptly ;  "  it  is  getting  h 

"  Oyrilla  wiehea  to  walk  through  the  pa 
Bupcrt ;  "  and  the  way  is  so  much  shortei 
the  road,  that  moet  probably  we  shall  r 
house  as  soon  aa  yon." 

"  An  excellent  idea,"  said  Julie,  tni 
her  brother ;  "  let  us  go  with  them," — t 
sauntered  on  together,  followed  by  Bu] 
Cyrilla. 

"  I  did  not  think  there  was  such  a  gloc 
in  all  Freilands."  obaerred  Julie,  soon  a 
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aidBopert    ^^  At  an  earlier  hour  it  is  gay  enough 
iKRy  I  aaame  you." 

^Oky*  said  Julie^  lookiBg  round  her,  ^'  do  not  for 
I  moment  imagine  I  think  jonr  wood  more  dreaiy 
than  others.  I  dislike  sunless  places  of  this  kind 
*t  all  tunes,  because  thej  provoke  disagreeable 
tlu)iights  about  growing  old,  and  dying,  and  all 
Ms  of  dismal  things." 

''And  do  such  thoughts  never  occur  to  you  else- 
where?" asked  Cyrilla. 

''  Veiy  seldom,  and  I  always  banish  them  as  soon 
^  possible.   Life  is  short,  and  I  wish  to  enjoy  it! " 

"I  believe,"  said  her  brother,  "you  have  con- 
Wved  to  do  so  more  than  most  people." 

"I don't know.     Rupert,  what  is  your 

^ion  ?    You  know  more  of  me  and  my  life  than 
Victor  does." 

''  If  living  in  a  constant  round  of  dissipation,  and 
hring  among  the  leaders  of  fashion  in  your  circle, 
^  enjoyment,"  answered  Rupert,  "  you  have  had  a 
^iiWtte  than  common  share  of  it.  Whether  or  not 
you  consider  it  such,  and  are  satisfied,  it  is  impos- 
*iMe  for  me  to  say." 

^'No,  I  am  not  satisfied ;  I  feel  as  if  the  last  ten 
7^^  of  my  life  had  been  a  continued  series  of  dis- 
•^ointments." 

'Riere  was  a  good  deal  of  mirthful  meaning  in 
^^fert's  glance,  as  he  looked  at  her  and  suppressed 
tlittigh. 
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'^  You  misunderstand  me,^'  she  oontimied,  half 
laughing,  and  slightly  colouring.  ^'  I  did  not  men 
the  disappointments  of  which  such  as  joa  bm 
been  the  cause.  I  referred  to  the  dailj,  hourly  ex- 
pectation of  pleasure  which  is  never  fulfilled." 

'^  That  is,  you  find  your  pleasures,  when  attained, 
worthless,  or  at  least  insipid." 

'^  Perhaps  so.  Change  is,  I  believe,  the  onl^  re- 
medy. Even  Exfort,  after  Berlin,  was  agreeaUe 
for  some  time." 

"  Give  up  the  pursuit  of  pleasure  altogether,"  aH 
Rupert,  "  and  become  a  useful  member  of  society, » 
I  intend  to  be  a  few  months  hence." 

"  And  what  may  be  your  first  steps  towards  vBtr 
fiilness?" 

"  I  shall  leave  the  army  and  reside  either  «t 
Windhorst  or  Freilands,  sow  and  reap,  feed  oxen 
and  swine,  drain  marshes  and  plant  trees,  estabfisb 
schools  and  administer  justice.  I  rather  expect 
that  the  increased  usefulness  of  my  life,  and  conae- 
quent  satisfaction,  will  give  me  an  air  of  dignity 
and  respectability,  which  I  shall  certainly  never 
acquire  while  riding  about  with  my  regiment  and 
living  in  garrison  towns." 

"  An  air  of  portliness  and  vulgarity,  you  mean. 

"  Scarcely,"  said  Rupert,  laughing;  "for  off 
branch  of  the  Adlerkrons  have  all  been  long-leggw, 
haggard,  gentlemanly-looking  men." 

"  But  you  will  never  be  able  to  play^W*** 
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Mv*  m  Count  Zomdorff  already  manages  to  do  in 

'Hide  tdbnrban  villa.    Well  may  Melanie  say 

^Iie seems  bom  to  greatness,  and  has  an  innate 

fveciation  of  the  refinements  of  luirary !    What 

prince  he  would  have  made ! " 

'^  I  should  rather  not  belong  to  his  household  if 

were  one/'  said  Bupert 

'  Perhaps  not,  with  Margaret  for  a  princess;  but 

might  be  separated  £rom  her,  you  know,  and 

•oee  another.", 

'  Yauy  for  instance,"  suggested  Rupert. 

^  Why  not?    I  should  suit  him  better  than  she 

s,  and  would  promise  to  shut  up  the  private 

lease  to  his  study  that  annoys  him  so  much ; 

lid  refrain  from  examining  his  letters  or  asking 

I  impertinent  questions  about  certain  American 

respondents  and  pensioners ;  would " 

^  Julie ! "  cried  Count  Lindesmar,  "  how  can  you 
i  in  this  wild  way  ?  Mademoiselle  d' Adlerkron 
[uite  shocked." 

'Not  a  bit.  Cyrilla  and  every  one  knows  that 
out  Zomdorff  married  for  wealth,  and  not  in  the 
St  from  inclination.  His  attention  to  Margaret 
extremely  laudable,  no  doubt ;  but  it  would  be 
to  for  her  health  if  he  encouraged  her  fancies 
8,  and  did  not  allow  her  to  employ  three  phy- 
isDS  at  once.  Is  it  not  enough  to  kill  any  woman 
i^  in  alleopath,hydropath,and  homoeopath  daily 
iscribe  for  her — and  she  is  herself  mesmerized. 
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that,  when  in  a  state  of  sleepwaking,  as  ahe  calli 
her  siesta,  she  may  consider  or  dream  whidi  pn- 
scription  she  will  follow  for  the  succeeding  fixo^ 
and-twenty  hours  ?  Indulgence  of  this  kind,  on  Ae 
part  of  a  man  such  as  he  is,  very  much  reflemUtt 
killing  with  kindness." 

"  What  devilish  motives  you  give  to  conduct  m 
all  considered  the  perfection  of  patience ! "  said  Bft* 
\yeTt. 

'^  I  am  convinced  you  think  my  guess  not  fir 
amiss." 

"Youare  making  Zomdorffaconsummatevillainr 

"  Not  so.  If  I  were  married  to-morrow,  I  slioiild 
have  no  objection  to  my  husband's  endeavouring  to 
kill  me  by  excess  of  indulgence." 

"  And  I  suppose  you  give  him  equally  detestable 
motives  for  his  personal  attentions ! "  said  Rupert 

^'  You  look  so  indignant  that  I  shall  not  saj  80, 
even  if  I  do,"  answered  Julie,  laughing.  "  Buttte 
fact  is,  I  do  not  believe  Count  Zomdorff  could  fe 
otherwise.  No  one  ever  accused  him  of  want  of 
attention  to  our  sex,  excepting  when  he  wished  to 
pique  them  into  paying  attention  to  him.  I  oouli 
tell  you  some  of  his  exploits " 

"  Pray,  don't,"  said  Cyrilla,  walking  on  witi 
Rupert,  and  leaving  her  to  continue  her  conversi- 
tion  with  her  brother,  whose  repeated  burats  « 
laughter  proved  that  she  had  found  a  listener  mo« 
disposed  to  be  amused  at  than  to  criticize  her  Ttr 
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nukfl.  Sepaiated  as  they  liad  been  for  many  years, 
<Kr  comrenation  was  aUke  new  and  amusing  to  him ; 
fc  tofad  absence  of  all  reserve  on  her  part  being 
Wtanfly  attributed  to  their  near  relationship.  This 
w«,  however,  by  no  means  the  case.  Julie  de  Lin- 
Ifismar,  after  having  danced  and  flirted  away  fifteen 
f  the  best  years  of  her  life,  on  finding  the  con- 
Qousness  of  age  forced  upon  her  by  successive 
wixig  generations,  had,  in  order  to  secure  the  con- 
ideration  and  attention  to  which  she  had  been  ac- 
Qstomed  in  society,  fallen  into  the  fatal  error  of 
^opting  a  ireedom  of  manner  and  speech  which, 
^hile  it  attracted,  caused  her  to  become  the  jest  of 
"  her  acquaintance,  and  the  subject  of  various  not 
^  creditable  bets.  She  gained  her  object,  how- 
ler, and  always  found  men  ready  to  dance  with 
%  flirt  with  her,  joke  with  her,  and  follow  her 
'kerever  she  went.  By  no  means  devoid  of  in- 
^t,  there  were  moments  when  she  felt  hu- 
■fliated,  angry  with  herself  and  all  the  world,  and 
^ed  to  recede.  As  well  might  she  endeavour  to 
^  80  in  years  as  in  conduct.  Every  attempt  at 
'ndery  was  treated  with  scorn  or  derision  even  by 
ic  merest  boy-lieutenant  of  her  coterie ;  and  thus, 
'rth  many  good  qualities,  known  only  to  her  near- 
*t  relations,  she  continued  her  struggle  with  the 
"Orld  and  its  vanities,  imperceptibly  becoming  that 
W8t  unhappy  but  fortunately  rare  member  of  so- 
etjr— a  disreputable  old  maid ! 
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<^  I  cftnnot  taU  yon,  Cyzilh,"  wtii  B^port^  i 
he  had  walked  beside  her  in  aikott  fa  wamwir 
nntes;  ^^I  cannot  tell  you  honnr  I  ingnt  wkt  ki 
oocorred  this  evening  between  ZamdorfF  aad  M 
To  be  plaoed  nnder  bo  great  an  oUigatim  toUfl- 
just  now  is  most  nnpleaaant;  but  thero  ia  noasii 
attempting  to  lessen  it  He  showed  boA  ooungi 
and  presence  of  mind  on  ^  oceaaion,  and  WMit' 
one  time  in  greater  danger  than  I  was."  I 

^^  I  know  it/'  said  Cyrilla,  in  a  low  voioe;  ^iti^ 
I  admired  his  steadiness  as  mnch  aa  aaj  one  vki' 
witnessed  it." 

^^  And  yet/'  said  Bnpert,  half  inqtnxing^)  "I 
think  his  condact  afterwards  to  that  hypodioB- 
driacal  half  crazy  wife  of  his  infinitely  moie  ai" 
mirable," 

Cyrilla  was  silent. 

''  What  he  did  for  me/'  continaed  Biqper^  ^^ 

believe  I  conld  have  done  for  him .ahooldiiiil 

events  have  attempted  it ;  at  least,  I  hope  so*—- 
bnt  patience  such  as  his,  attentions  so  imweiw 
towards  a  woman  I  had  never  cared  for,  is  a  ^ 
finement  of  feeling  in  which  I  snspect  I  shonU,* 
his  place,  have  been  found  wanting." 

Still  Cyrilla  remained  silent,  and  after  a  psHr 
Enpert  added :  '^  The  new  light  which  this  iiaff^ 
npon  ZomdoifiTs  character  gives  me  great  nM^ 
tion.  A  man  who  can  act  so  irreproachably,  tDickf 
such  trying  circumstances,  can  hardly  hesitate  it 
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ivinte  jaa  from  this  con — ^founded  promise 

rai  though  ever  so  much  against  bis  inclinations, 
A?" 

^lam  afraid  yxm  are  mistaken ;  but  remember 
Aotime  stipulated  for  explanation  has  not  yet  ar- 

''I  know  it ;  but  patience  is  not  the  predomi- 
ttntvirtueof  our  fiunilj ;  two  months  haye  alreadj 
>iiKd  over,  and  I  have  a  strong  suspicion  that, 
BitQ  yesterday  evening,  you  did  not  speak  one 
roid  to  him." 

"  You  are  right,"  said  CyriUa ;  "at  first  he  avoid- 
dme,  and  latterly  I  had  not  courage." 

"The  impropriety  of  being  now  in  any  way 
Kxmd  to  him  ought  to  stimulate  you." 

"  Dear  Bupert,  you  do  not  know  what  you  are 
aymg." 

"  Perhaps  not ;  I  feel  in  this  affair  very  like  a  man 
S>0[nng  about  in  the  dark ;  this  morning,  however, 
^  fight  broke  upon  me  from  an  unexpected  quarter, 
^  I  have  become  intensely  anxious  to  know 
^dorff's  intentions." 

"Have  patience,  Rupert only  a  few  weeks 

<toger." 

"  Be  it  so ;  but,  in  the  mean  time,  should  the  Pre- 
•fart  and  Melanie  come  to  Freilands,  it  will  be 
'^ficolt  to  avoid  inviting  the  Zomdorffs  occasion- 

%. have  you  any  objection  to  seeing  them 

«e?" 
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'^  None  whatever,"  replied  Cyrilla ;  "  if  youwiU 
but  keep  your  promise  never  to  speak  to  him  abotrf 


me. 


11 


"Oh,"  cried  Julie,  springing  forward;  "lio* 
pleasant  it  is  to  see  the  blue  skj  and  a  litdeioB- 
shine  again ;  this  meadow  is  quite  refreshing;  ^ 

there  is  our  dear  old  balcony,  and and  I  do  h)* 

lieve  you  have  got  a  tent  upon  the  lawn  I" 

They  hurried  forward,  and  were  met  by  ¥tito 
de  Bellegarde,  who  immediately  exclaimed,  '^O 
Bupert,  you  dear  creature,  how  can  I  sufficint]^ 
thank  you  for  this  charming  surprise !" 

"If  you  mean  the  tent,  I  must  tell  yoatliatik 
was  pitched  this  morning." 

"  But  the  candelabra  and  the  beautiful  flowen.. " 

"  Thank  me  for  them  by  all  means/'  said  Bs- 
pert,  laughing. 

"  I  have  ordered  supper  at  ten  o'clock,"  she  said, 
looking  round  her ;  "  so  we  have  time  to  take  a 
long  stroll  and  go  on  the  lake — Mr.  de  Klemmhein 
has  oflFered  to  row  me." 

"  You  will  find  it  cold,"  said  Bupert. 

"  Oh,  do  just  bring  me  a  shawl  out  of  the  car- 
riage, will  you  ?"  she  said,  turning  to  Klemmheisi 
who  of  course  flew  to  obey  her  commands. 

"  And  besides,"  continued  Bupert,  "  some  of  the 
boats  are  being  painted,  and  others  are  not  yet  re- 
paired." 

^^  But  I  want  to  see  the  Swiss  cottage  you  hart 
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slaiicL  I  haye  heard  that  it  is  quite 
1  that  a  family  could  live  in  it ;  that 
ir  little  kitchen,  and  a  love  of  a  daiiy, 

ing  live  cows " 

ad  you  to  see  all  the  next  time  70a 

ist/'  said  Bupert;  ^^  suppose  we  saj 

'  Melanie  have  no  objection." 

greed,  and  Bupert  continued,  ^'  Who 

my  new  conservatory,  and  the  road 

)ldfoie8t?" 

nd  Cyrilla  immediately  joined  him ; 

allowed,  the  conservatory  was  admired, 

tributed;  but  as  they  began  to  ap- 

drts  of  the  wood,  their  companions 

e  by  one,  and  the  three  cousins  soon 

'es  alone. 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 


•  I 


Beneath  the  delicate  spring  foliage  of  llie  ine  di 
trees  which  had  once  formed  part  of  a  weD-knoW 
forest,  Bupert  and  his  cousins  walked  on,  at  M 
unconscious  of  the  defection  of  the  rest  of  die  jntfi 
and,  when  aware  of  it,  rather  disposed  to  iqoiv 
than  otherwise.  Carefully  and  jodicioiisly  cbivdi 
the  ground  was  covered  with  varions  lozaiW 
plants,  on  which  the  sunbeams  vainly  endeafcfsct 
to  find  a  resting-place :  wherever  the  light  oos^ 
trived  to  pierce  the  interlaced  boag^  it  bobsA^ 
but  to  waver  over  the  surface  of  the  dark  veg^ 
tion  beneath,  or  trembled  on  the  more  hotn^ 
leaves  like  dewdrops  ever  ready  to  foU.  Tb 
silence  was  complete,  for  the  gay  singing-lnd^ 
like  Julie  and  her  companions,  preferred  Ae  ptf" 
fomed  shrubberies  near  the  house,  the  lime-tiMf 
and  syringas  at  the  lake,  to  the  gloomy  grandeiffv 
the  forest.    Full  many  a  flower  had  there  "  WiaW 
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^^^"•nd  '^wasted  its  Bweetneas" perhaps 

^ who  can  tell  what  measure  of  enjoTment 

ose  primroses  and  wild  anemones  may  give  that 
ttering  moth;  as  it  hurries  from  one  to  the  other  ? 
is  that  bosy  goldlike  beetle  utterly  insensible  to 
i  wondrous  beauty  and  endless  variety  of  the 
lounding  mosses,  lichens,  and  grasses  —  the 
iceful  elegance  of  the  waving  fern?  Melanie 
nks  not ;  she  honours  him  by  a  comparison  with 
tn,  speculates  oa  the  domestic  cares  and  joys  of 
)  liliputian  mansion  he  is  seeking  under  blades  of 
v»  and  dried  leaves  of  the  previous  year — ^benig- 
adyshe  smiles,  and  aids  him  with  the  carved 

fij  handle  of  her  pink  parasol She  might,  in 

r  generosity,  have  overwhelmed  him  with  the 
ifiision  of  gifts  which  cost  her  nothing,  had  not 
aaple  of  ants,  toiling  forward  with  a  thin  withered 
ig,  attracted  her  attention.  Great  wei*e  their 
aiions,  unceasing  their  perseverance,  and  Me- 
ie,  while  contemplating  the  pertinacity  of  their 
xrtB,  moralized  on  its  similitude  with  that  of  men 
086  struggles  in  this  world  might  be  watched 
a  superior  order  of  beings,  with  the  same  com- 
lerating  contempt  that  she  now  bestowed  on  the 
imis  of  the  ants  1 

'What  beings!"  asked  Bupert;  ^^the  ghosts 
he  inhabitants  of  another  planet  ?" 
lielanie  did  not  answer;   her  eyes  were  now 
d  on  a  bright  lizard  that,  gliding  from  among  the 


S16  CTiniJL 

roots  of  an  oak^  stopped  eaAiesB3jy 

immovable  that  it  might  ha.Te  been  supposed  dsid^' 

had  not  the  brilliant  eyes  proved  the  eontiaiy. 

^^  Beautiful  little  animall"  aposliapliiiBd  H^ 
lanie :  ^'  beloved  of  the  writers  of  fidiy  isles,  wh^ 
have  invariably  endowed  thee  with  wisdom  ui 
learning,  not  unfirequently  with  unlimited  powvl 
Is  it  fear  or  wonder  that  keeps  thee  motknlM?'' 

<<  Wonder,  undoubtedly/'  said  Bapert;  ^kk 
evidently  transfixed  with  astonishment  at  yv^ 
address.  If  he  could  speak,  and  wished  to  pseisi* 
his  character  for  wisdom,  he  would  tell  you  to  wdf 
on,  and  endeavour  to  reach  the  lake  before  tiioi0^ 
has  gone  down." 

'^  He  would  say  no  such  thing,"  said  MdisM^ 
smiling ;  "  he  would  rather  tell  me  to  avoid  mi 
conventional  expressions  as  *  the  sun  is  goof 
down,'  when  I  know,  and  everybody  knows,  ds^ 
sun  does  not  go  down." 

^'  Then  he  is  a  pedant,  and  we  will  leave  U** 
alone  to  his  wisdom,  and  get  on  as  &st  as  ips€0' 
to  the  lake." 

^'  I  am  in  no  hurry  to  leave  your  wood,"  •» 
Melanie;  ^'this  solitude  is  elevating,  grand,  i>* 
blimel  Everything  here  compels  me  to  MAf 
unsearchable  perfections  of  the  works  of  God,  tM 
the  mysterious  relationship  which  exists  beM* 
us  and  the  whole  creation." 

"  Lizards  inclusive  1 "  cried  Bupert    **  I  ■?» 
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JoUa,"  he  added,  pointing  down  a  long  green 
reauQ  to  a  magnificent  stag  that  trotted  lightly 
warfa  them,  "  I  have  no  objection  to  acknowl- 
^  a  relationship  with  that  fine  fellow  and  all  his 
umlj.  Leave  Melanie  her  learned  lizard;  and  let 
8  tiy  to  get  a  nearer  view  of  our  noble  relations." 

They  proved,  however,  somewhat  difficult  of  ap- 
roach :  too  well  nurtured  to  be  wild,  they  never- 
*elc88  exhibited  a  degree  of  timidity  so  mixed 
itk  Btateliness,  that  it  strongly  resembled  the 
fwid  shyness  not  unfirequently  found  in  men  of 
oMe  race.  They  occasionally  stopped,  gazed 
inghtily  round,  moved  on  a  few  steps,  grazed  a 
ttle,  trotted  a  little,  and,  in  short,  managed  suc- 
issfiilly  to  keep  their  admiring  pursuers  at  a  re- 
)ectfdl  distance. 

Melanie  walked  on  pensively, — not  a  plant, 
>wer,  or  visible  insect  escaped  her  notice.  The 
utant  herd  of  deer,  Cyrilla's  white  dress  and  flut- 
nng  ribbons  appearing  and  disappearing  in  the 
stance, — ^Rupert's  boyish  springs,  and  even  the 
W  hunting-call  with  which  he  endeavoured  to 
teact  the  fearful  doe  and  flying  stag  towards  him, 
■•B  added  to  her  enjoyment ;  a  mixed  feeling  of 
^ous  awe  and  poetic  inspiration  came  over  her, 
*i,  ever  prepared  for  such  moments,  she  crossed 
to  of  the  numerous  grass  avenues,  and  entering  a 
«ch-grove  beyond,  sat  down  beneath  one  of  the 
ies,  drew  her  little  red  morocco  note-book  from 
VOL,  II.  L 
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ber  pocket,  and,  after  a  Aati  leTeiiei  1wp&  ^ 
write. 

It  was  here  that  she  was  found  soon  afkerl^kff 
breathless  companions ;  and  while  CyriUa  lig^ 
threw  herself  on  the  ground  beside  her,  pikyfid^ 
endeavouring  to  look  oyer  her  shoulder,  Biq^ 
contemplated,  with  folded  arms,  first  his  cooflHi 
and  then  his  beech-trees.  Whatever  he  thou^ 
of  the  former,  he  kept  to  himself;  <xa  the  hutAj 
of  the  latter,  notwithstanding  Cyrilla's  signs  d 
silence,  he  became  eloquent,  nor  ceased  until  Ae 
bent  back  her  head,  and,  following  the  dilecticm  cf 
his  eyes,  admired  the  tall  strai^t  trunks  wUA^ 
cleared  of  all  imderwood,  had  grown  to  an  masd 
height. 

^^  You  might  have  found  a  prettier  place  to  viiiB 
your  verses,  Melanie,"  he  said,  looking  round:  "I 
hfid  no  idea  you  were  such  an  admirer  of  wook 
and  forests,  or  I  should  have  brought  you  here  b^ 
ago.  A  little  farther  on  is  my  fovourite  spot,  ji^ 
where  the  river  flows  into  the  lake,  and  one  ctf 
run  in  with  a  boat  under  the  trees.  CyriUa  A^ 
read  me  your  verses  there,  and  if  we  find  them  nt 
propriate,  they  shall  be  painted  upon  wood,  in  Ai 
form  of  a  shield,  and  hung  on  the  tree  ofqpositoti 
a  bench  which  has  lately  been  erected :  that  duB 
be  our  trysting-place  in  future." 

"Painted  upon  wood,"  repeated  Cyrilla;  "Q» 
you  unpoetical  animal  I     Had  you  said  yon  voioll 
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Q  the  bark  of  a  tree,  perhaps  she  might 
I  them  to  joOy  but  you  have  no  chance 

irk  of  the  tree  in  question,"  said  Rupert, 
dy  been  taken  possession  of  by  some  one 
^ered  and  enjoyed  the  seclusion  of  the 
;  I  did." 

predecessor,  most  probably." 
ttly  not,  the  letters  are  too  recently  en- 
year — ^two  years  at  most." 
beir  purport  ?  " 

purport,"  replied  Rupert,  "  betrayed  the 
me;  mysterious  words  making  allusion 

and  last  letters  of  the  alphabet,  which, 
rpreted,  I  think,  means  Adlerkron  and 
— something  about  the  stream  of  destiny, 

of  strong  necessity,  and  all  that  sort  of 
he  letters  are  the  oldest  Saxon,  and  I  do 
any  one  but  ZomdorflF  likely  to  write  in 
sroglyphics  to  the  vulgar  eye.     For  my 

I  been  disposed  to  play  pastoral,  you 
re  seen  your  name  in  sprawling  charac- 
is  time,  whereas  he  carved  so  delicately, 
have  only  now  become  visible  at  a  little 

seemed  disposed  to  pursue  the  topic,  and 

ed  on  in  silence  for  some  time.     Although 

were  far  apart,  the  shade  had  become 
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deeper,  almost  gloomy,  peiliaps  the  nihJMk  d 
thought  or  train  of  reflection  also.  ThejiraEB|^ 
when^  emerging  from  the  wood,  they  onoe  vM 
saw  the  clear  sky,  and  nothing  bat  a  genlk  d^ 
clivity  between  them  and  the  lake.  As  thqr  de- 
scended it,  Bupert  pointed  to  where,  after  bam%\ 
small  bay,  a  dark-coloured  river  noiaelenly  tttf* 
charged  itself  into  the  bright  expanse  of  wsvdtf 
water  before  them." 

^^  I  should  like  to  explore,"  said  CyriUa :  ^  if  i^. 
were  not  too  late,  we  might  follow  the  ooune  of  Ae 
river,  and  see  to  what  it  leads." 

^'  To  a  marsh,  extensive  bogs,  and  another  lake^  ^ 
said  Bupert;  ^^  all  which  are  dignified  with  the  raaf 
of  moorland  on  the  map.  The  President,  howevtf}. 
thinks  that  by  a  judicious  system  of  drainage,  anl 
top-dressing,  I  might  make  Freilands  twice  assail' 
able  as  it  is ;  and  I  intend  to  try,  as  it  will  bett 
occupation  for  me  this  summer.  You  will  alwsf> 
find  a  boat  under  the  trees  here,  and  if  you  do  iA 
think  it  too  late  now  to  undertake  a  voyage  toi^ 
upper  lake " 

"O,  much  too  late,"  cried  Melanie,  qtdcklf; 
"besides,  you  told  Adrienne  that  the  boats iw* 
out  of  repair." 

"  Some  of  them  are,"  said  Bupert,  laugUflg) 
"  but  there  are  two  or  three  in  very  good  ordfli 
and  this  is  one  of  them.     You  had  better  let  loe 
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.  across  the  lake  instead  of  returning 
the  woody  where,  after  sunset,  it  is  dis- 
f  dark  under  the  old  trees." 
he  stooped  to  loose  the  boat,  Melanie  and 
at  down  on  a  long  rustic  bench,  and  at  the 
cnent  looked  towards  the  opposite  tree,  and 
d  the  Saxon  letters  of  which  Bupert  had 

ould  never  have  suspected  him   of  do- 
thing   so so   puerile,"  observed    Cy- 

has  a  way  of  doing  such  things  that  de- 
em of  every  trace  of  absurdity,"  said  Ru- 
ling round.  "  I  am  convinced  those  let- 
3  engraved  with  the  greatest  solemnity, 
^  never  intended  for  profane  eyes.  This 
surrounded  by  others  at  the  time,  for  the 
of  the  hill  was  made  by  my  orders  when  I 
alone  last  summer.  That  he  will  consider 
)very  an  omen  of  some  kind  or  other  is 
...don't  you  think  so,  Melanie  ?" 

link it  is   not  quite improbable," 

ered,  rather  unwillingly. 
)uld  not  be  surprised  if  he  came  here  some 
rase  the  letters,"  said  Rupert :  "  nothing 
es  so  much  as  my  discovering  anything  of 


>» 


sure  I  don't  wonder  at  it — you  are  so  mer- 
your  ridicule." 
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'^  I  intend  this  time  to  be  xnoie  than  m 
rejoined  Bupert.  '^  I  shall  be  silent.  In : 
added,  as  he  assisted  them  into  the  boat, 
tree  were  not  so  beautiful,  and  if  it  did  not 
very  gracefully  over  the  water,  I  should  ] 
have  condemned  it  with  the  others,  v 
course,  would  have  been  a  bad  omen  for  Z 
However,  he  shall  enjoy  all  his  omens  ii 
and  I  may  preserve  my  tree,  if  Cyrilla 
show  a  little  of  the  courage  which  procure 
ancestors  the  sobriquet  of  eagles,  ( Adler.) ' 

Cyrilla  did  not  choose  to  answer.  £ 
over  the  boat  and  drew  her  fingers  thr< 
water ;  while  Rupert,  who  was  seldom  Ion 
continued  his  conversation  with  Melanie. 
never,"  he  said,  "  be  able  to  understand  Z 
While  making  pretension  to  be  among  1 
enlightened  of  the  enlightened,  he  evina 
ence  for  things  that  arc  treated  with  conl 
tlie  most  commoiij^lace  description  of  peopl 
incomprehensible  to  me  how  any  rational 
allow  his  conduct  to  be  influenced  in  these 
enlightenment  by  an  astrologer,  as  Zom< 
done,  and  is  doing." 

"  I  think  you  are  mistaken  about  tha 
Slelanie. 

"  Not  a  bit I  tell  you  he  has  not  th 

est  doubt,  that  everything  predicted  by  thai 
tan  friend  of  his  will  come  to  pass." 
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"He he  assured  me,"  said  Melanie,  *Hliat 

all  about  the  astrologer  was  a  jest." 

^'  I  wish  it  were,"  rejoined  Rupert,  with  unusual 

^^rioiunesSy  as  he  rested  on  his  oars ;  ^^  for  his  de- 

tomination  to  fulfil  this  same  destiny  may  cause 

^  cuid  some  one  I  like  better  than  myself,  much 

annoyance.     Belieying,  as  I  do,  that  deeds  make 

destiny " 

"  O  Rupert,"  cried  Melanie,  interrupting  him, 
"hox^r  many  events  in  life  occur  over  which  our 
actions  have  had  no  influence ! " 

"  Very  few,  I  suspect,  that  might  not,  if  con- 
scieixtiously  pursued  to  their  source,  be  traced  to 
ouiB^lves,  cases  of  illness  and  natural  death  ex- 
cepted." 

"  Rupert  is  right,"  said  Cyrilla,  thoughtfully,  as 

she  recalled  the  few  events  of  her  life,  and  felt  how 

P**^fiilly  her  deeds  were  influencing  her  lot  in  life. 

™l    he  been  thinking  of  her  ?     Did  he  begin  to 

■'^pect  anything?     She  looked  up.     He  was  row- 

^    slowly — his  eyes  intently  fixed  on  the  oar, 

whicli  was  just  then  serving  as  rudder,   Cyrilla 

^^ing  altogether  forgotten  that  she  had   under- 

tatfin  to  steer. 

^'  Before  we  pursue  our  subject,  Rupert,"  began 
Melanie,  "  I  should  like  to  know  if  we  understand 
tte  word  destiny  in  the  same  sense.     I  know  you 

flie  no  fatalist " 

^'  Certainly  not,  or  else  I  should  not  attach  so 
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much  importance  to  our  deeds/'  answered  Bapert, 
smiling,     "  However,  instead  of  talking  about  die 
word,  let  me  tell  you,  without  reserve,  what  I 
mean.     I  must  begin  by  sajring  that  I  know  Zom- 
dorfF  well,  better  and  longer  than  you;  for  al- 
though his  father  and  my  uncle  naturally  avoided 
each  other's  society,  we  contrived  to  become  ior 
timate  even  when  boys,  and  still  more  so  after  1)C- 
ing  together  at  the  miiversity.  Eminently  talented^ 
he  was  also  proud  and  overbearing  to  a  degree  tlis* 
often  turned  his  warmest  admirers  into  enemies; 
and  on  one  occasion  provoked  a  duel  which  migfct 
have  ended  very  unpleasantly  for  him,  if  I  had  not 
carried  off  his  wounded  adversary  to  Windhoist, 
and  kept  him  there  concealed  until  the  inquiries 
about  liim  ceased,  and  a  desperate  sabre  wound  on 
his  face  had  healed.     For  this  small  service  Zom- 
dorff  chose  to  honour  me  with  the  name  of  jrww, 
and  bestowed  on  me  then  more  of  his  confidence 
tlian  is  quite  agreeable  to  him  now.    He  spoke  hD' 
reservedly  of  his  acquaintance  with  tlie  astrologer> 
and  I  remember  even  introduced  me  to  him  some- 
where or  other." 

"  Indeed  !  AVhat  sort  of  looking  person  wtf 
he?" 

"  A  middle-aged,  quiet,  gentlemanly  sort  of  fd" 
low.  I  did  not  say  much  to  liim,  as  I  had  prede- 
termined not  to  have  my  ^  planet  ruled.'  I  believe 
that  is  the  proper  expression." 
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''  I  remember/'  said  Melanie,  ^^  your  telliDg  ns 
De  erening  at  Freilands,  that  Edouard  had  said 
xns  destinj  and  his  were  comiected.  That  you 
lever  asked  to  see  the  scheme  of  your  horoscope  is 
Bcomprehensible  to  me." 

"To  OTercome  my  incredulity,  as  he  called  it," 
5Mitiniied  Rupert,  "ZomdorfF  wrote  out  hia  and 
S^ve  it  to  me.  His  disposition  and  talents  were 
^  described,  but  that  made  little  impression  on 
^  for  the  man  knew  him,  both  personally  and  by 
^ptttation,  for  several  years ;  so  I  threw  the  paper 
®de,  and  retained  but  a  very  partial  recollection 
"fits  contents." 

Rupert  paused. 

"  Well,"  said  Melanie,  "  and  what  makes  you 
kink  of  it  just  now?" 

"  I  found  it  when  looking  over  some  papers  this 

'^^^niing,"  replied  Rupert,  "  and  was  sorry  to  per- 

• 

^ve  something  in  it  that  may  influence  ZomdorflTs 

^uct  in  a  manner  likely  to  be  very irritating 

>me." 

'^Howso?" 

**It  says,"  answered  Rupert,  with  the  nearest 
PlWoach  to  a  scornful  smile  that  Cyrilla  had  ever 
^  his  well-formed  mouth  assume,  "  it  says,  first 
f  aU,  that,  by  prudent  conduct  and  at  the  proper 
^^imUurej  he  would  obtain  immense  wealth  by  a 
TAnan " 

"Tou    must    allow,"   cried  Melanie,    eagerly, 

l2 
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"  that  at  least  tliat  lias  haj^ned 
sense  of  the  words,  and,  1  rat,j  Buy. 
ing  been  sought  by  Edouard — in  fi 
inclinations." 

Bupert  shook  his  head,  looked  a 
continiiud :  "  As  for  that  part  of  it, 
have  ]>redicted  Bomething  similar, 
a  serious  w-ay  of  joking  about  selling 
highest  bidder,  which,  I  suspect,  w 
his  friend.     However,  that  does  no 
bat  when  he  goes  on  to  piomiae  h 
tiao,  at  the  poper  coigimctun,  an 
which  is  to  give  him  all  he  most  d' 
— I  cannot  help  feeling  a  suspicion 
in  the  expectation  that  his  wife  ' 
imagines  Cyrilla  doomed  to  be  h 
that   he    will   volnntarily  relea 
promise  have  in  conseqoence  o 
ished." 

The  impression  made  on  h 
too  great  to  be  unobserved  e 
looked  at  them  alternately,  an 
see  you  agree  with  me,  and  1 
nothing  but  deeds  will  convi 
his  confidence  in  his  astrolr 
of  course,  like  the  Delphic  ' 
interpretations.     Let  Cyril 
she  will  not  be  thia  secor 
some  one  else  to  fulfil  his 
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TiiHlpamar^  who  seems  of  late  to  interest  herself 
""'^dloiMly  in  all  that  concerns  him." 

^0,  no,  no/'  cried  Melanie,  shaking  her  head; 

ke  never  would,  he  never  could  think  of  her. 
But  I  do  not  quite  understand,"  she  added,  turning 
to  Cyrilla,  "  what  the  astrologer  meant  by  first 
'^th  and  afterwards  '  all  he  most  desired  to  pos- 
•^'    If  the  case  had  been  reversed,  why " 

"  It  would  not  have  been  so  applicable,"  said 
^'jpert;  "  but  the  feet  is,  there  is  a  good  deal  of 
W»cl6-like  obscurity  in  the  marriage-portion  of  the 
"OfOBcope — the  very  words  *  wealth  '  and  *  all  he 
"M8t  desired  to  possess,'  with  regard  to  him,  bear 
^^carly  the  same  meaning.  I  have  mentioned  all 
^Jwae  things,  to  make  it  evident  to  Cyrilla  that  her 
•ckions  can  henceforward  seriously  influence  both 
ZorndorfTs  and  mine;  or,  as  he  would  say,  'our 
^fi^tinies  are  in  her  hands.'  " 

"  Heaven  forbid  I "  exclaimed  Cyrilla,  with  a 
'^k  of  dismay,  as  the  consciousness  of  her  compli- 
^ted  relations  passed  like  a  lowering  cloud  over 
Wmind. 

"  The  astrologer  says  that  the  year  of  the  two 
^'Bes,  which  means  this  present  year  1833,  will 
**  decisive  for  both  of  us,"  said  Rupert,  once 
■>We  beginning  to  row  vigorously ;  "  and  my 
pwaeat  agreement  with  you,  C3rrilla,  oddly  enough 
will  lead  to  the  verification  of  his  words,  almost  as 
Biiich  as  Zomdorif 's  scrupulous  endeavours  to  fulfil 
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the  other  predict! odis.  Until  to-day,  I  ni 
prcliended  liia  leaving  hia  wife  a  few  i 
tbeir  mairlagc,  to  look  at  an  old  CAStle 
whicli  was  to  be  sold — there  were  odd  nil 
he  hnd  g;onc  elsewtiere  at  the  time,  hut  1 
licvc  he  reallj  wished  to  purchase  the  ol 
of  a  place." 

Melanie  and   Cyrilla  remembered  hi; 
Salzburg,  and  Iwked  at  each  other  inquii 

"  His  disnppnintnient  about  being  to 
the  Bale  was  too  remarkable  not  to  be 
continaed  Rupert;  "and  I  have  reMon 
that  he  has  been  ever  sinoe  desiroos  of  j 
something  of  the  same  kind.  This  mon 
the  prediction  that  a  great  portion  of  hif 
probably  be  spent  in  calm  retiremen 
world,  in  a  castle  of  immense  dimensio 

"  I  have  heard  him  speak  to  Wi 
giving  up  his  ambitions  schemes,  an 
the  conntry,"  observed  Melanie,  thouf 
it  is  said  that  his  attention  to  busir 
anwearied  as  ever." 

"  It  is  singular,"   said   Rupert, 
efforts  to  purchase  where  the  build' 
sive  have  been  frustrated,  and  t' 
way   of  investing    his   property 
him." 

"  And  yet,"  said  Melanie,  in  a 
is  Edouard's  indomitable  perseve 
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doabt  he  will  eventuallj  inhabit  a  large 
Ctttle." 

"If  his  own  exertions  and  money  can  promote 
his  wishes,  I  think  he  will,"  said  Bupert;  ^^  and, 
provided  Cyrilla  be  not  his  companion,  I  have  no 
H)rt  of  objection  to  the  plan." 

While  still  speaking,  they  had  approached  close 

0  the  island,  and  Bupert  observed  with  surprise  a 
mall  boat  fastened  at  the  landing  place,  and  a 
iiawl  thrown  on  the  bank,  which  Melanie  imme- 
liately  recognised   as   Madame   de   Bellegarde's. 

1  might  have  known  that  Adrienne  would  not 
rait  until  to-morrow,  or  give  me  the  pleasure 
f  surprising  her  with  the  others,"  said  Rupert, 
ith  some  vexation ;  "  she  will,  however,  be 
niprised  in  a  manner  she  little  expects  on  the 
iUnd!  Now  for  the  well-merited  punishment," 
e  added,  and,  stooping  down,  he  unfastened  the 
oat,  attached  it  to  his  own,  and,  notwithstanding 
U  Melanie^s  expostulations,  began  to  pull  towards 
^  opposite  shore. 

*'  Rupert,  just  consider  for  a  moment,  she  is  pro- 
*bly  alone  with  M.  de  Klemmhein " 

"  She  imagined  herself  so,  I  have  no  doubt,  when 
^  stepped  on  shore,"  answered  Rupert,  laughing; 
"Ut  by  this  time  she  has  found  out  her  mistake." 

''Who  else  is  on  the  island?" 

'*  Seven  very  good  friends  of  Klemmhein's — in 
ct,  my  dinner  party  are  there  drinking  coffee  and 
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smoking.  I  did  not  know  what  to  do  whoi  ^ 
received  your  note,  until  Amheim  proposed  i 
treat  to  the  island,  promising  to  remain  there  uii 
I  sent  the  fisher  to  let  them  know  that  we  were  ^ 
supper." 

"Major  Amheim!"  exclaimed  Mehmie,  "jil^ 
the  last  person  Adrienne  would  like  to  meet  uni^ 
such  circumstances." 

"  Stanffen  is  there  also,"  said  Kupert,  appai^A 
much  amused;  "  two  of  the  steadiest  men  in  itM 
regiment.  Klemmhein  will  get  a  lecture  firom  tfc> 
one  and  a  sermon  fit)m  the  other  to-morrow  moic^ 
ing,  as  sure  as  his  name  is  Fritz." 

"  I  don't  care  what  he  gets,"  said  Melanie,  iic: 
patiently,  "  but  I  cannot  allow  Adrienne  to  be  te^ 
in  such  a  predicament — only  imagine  her  emba^ 
rassment ! " 

"  Ah,  bah !  I  daresay  she  is  sitting  with  them  M 
jolly  as  a  bacchante." 

"  How  the  people  in  Exfort  will  talk!"  continius 
Melanie,  with  heightened  colour,  "and  put  i* 
sorts  of  odious  constructions  on  her  thoughtl 
— and  our  little  coterie  will  suffer  too,  and 
Freilands  parties  will  be  spoken  of  in  a  manner  ^ 
make  Wilhelm  forbid  our  joining  them  in  future. 

Cyrllla  looked  grave,  Rupert  paused,  consido^ 
a  moment,  and  then  turned  the  boat  round  to  the 
island  again.     They  landed  and  reached  the  cot- 
tage just  in  time  to  hear  Madame  de  Bellegarf* 
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•V>  **Tliat  she  only  regretted  the  boat  was  too 

*"**!  for  the  whole  party,  but  that  she  would  send 

•"^'^er  for  those  who  remained,  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible." 

'  Capital  I "  whispered  Rupert  to  Cyrilla,  as 
^y  looked  through  the  foliage  of  the  trees,  and 
ttw*  tiie  object  of  their  solicitude  standing  amid  a 
'^c^'y"  of  officers,  whose  flushed  faces  exhibited 
^^ons  expressions  of  surprise,  amusement,  and 

**  £lemmhein  has  betrayed  us,"  cried  Major  Am- 
hrim,  laughing;  "  he  knew  that  we  were  to  dine 
^th  Adlerkron." 

**  Precisely,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  "  and 
directly  Rupert  made  difficulties  about  a  boat,  I 
®^pected  you  were  here,  and  insisted  on  coming 
Myself  to  invite  you  to  join  us." 

**  Hang  me,"  whispered  Rupert,  with  a  look  of 

•"^Jftzement,   "if  I  know  whether  she   is  telling 

•^^ries  or  not,  but  I  rather  think  she  is,  for  she 

*^*iB  Amheim,  and  positively  dislikes   Stauffen. 

^>"  he  added,  coming  forward,  "  so,  after  all  I 

^d.  to  you,  here  your  are!     My  boat  is  large 

^ough  for  the  whole  party,  if  you  will  allow  us  to 

^*^tai  in  yours.     It  is  very  kind  of  you  to  release 

^  prisoners." 

Hadame  de  Bellegarde  seemed  charmed  with  this 
SR&ngement,  and  the  embarkation  was  quiet  enough ; 


! 
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but  no  sooner  had  the  larger  and  better-mannBd 
boat  pulled  out  into  the  lake,  than  peals  of  lao^iltr 
were  wafted  from  It  along  the  tranquil  watea 
Klcmmhein  murmured  the  words,  ^' Confound  tbeDj'^ 
as  he  looked  over  his  shoulder  towards  Bopert, 
whose  si)arkling  eyes  contrasted  oddly  with  de 
forced  gravity  of  his  otlier  features.  Madame  de 
Bcllegardc  bent  forward,  and,  clenching  her  fingeo, 
shook  the  diminutive  fist  so  formed  at  the  latta^ 
while  she  volubly  poured  forth  a  succession  of  un- 
reasonable reproaches. 

"  It  is  not  my  fault,  Adrienne,"  he  answered, 
laughing,  "  that  you  chose  to  go  on  a  voyage  of  dis- 
cover}', and  found  an  island  inhabited  by  savages! 
I  am  sure  I  said  enough  to  deter  any  one  but  yw 
from  going  on  the  lake  this  evening ;  even  Julie 
refrained,  when  she  heard  I  wished  to  surprise  ber 
with  my  cottage  to-morrow." 

^^  But,"  persisted  Madame  de  Bcllegardc,  "in- 
stead of  that  stupid  story  about  the  boats  not  being 
in  order,  why  did  you  not  say  those  odious  men 
were  in  the  way?" 

"  Because  they  went  out  of  the  way." 

^^  I  don't  understand " 

"  They  dined  with  me ;  and  when  I  revived 
Melanic's  note,  very  good-naturedly  proposed  rt" 
tiring  to  the  island  with  their  coffee  and  cigais.  1 
am  glad  you  have  recompensed  them  by  an  invito 
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tioa,  which  will  be  particularly  welcome  to  Am- 
iean,  as  he  can  enjoy  the  society  of  some  one  con- 
fifed,  to  your  care  for  this  evening." 
'^  VVho?    Is  it  Ida or  Hermine or  Adel- 

"  That  you  mnst  yourself  discover.     Amheim 

I**i»^8  you  excessively as  chaperon;  he  says 

you  «fc,ie  the  least  troublesome  person  in  that  capa- 
city lie  has  ever  met." 

"  1  understand ;  but  he  shall  find  the  contrary 
^  ^Tening." 

"  Too  late ;  the  affair  is  settled,  and  will  be  pub- 
^r  announced  in  a  day  or  two." 

A^  they  walked  towards  the  house,  Madame  de 
^egarde  turned  abruptly  to  Klemmhein,  and 
*^^d  him  if  he  had  known  that  his  friends  were 
^  the  island. 

i^^o ;  on  my  honour,"  he  answered,  eagerly. 
They  said  you  had  betrayed  them,"  she  re- 
J^^,  with  some  asperity. 

1  knew  they  were  to  dine  with  Adlerkron,  as  I 
^  had  been  invited ;  I  preferred  going  to  you,  and 
^^t  fleeing  any  trace  of  them  when  we  ai-rived,  con- 
duded  they  had  aU  left." 

Uadame  de  Bellegarde  began  to  linger  behind, 

•od  speak  in  the  drawling  indistinct  manner  which 

she  always  assumed  when  she  did  not  choose  to  be 

fladeistood  by  any  one  but  the  person  immediately 

addressed.     Melanie  stopped,  waited,  made  various 
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innocent  attempts  to  draw  her  into 

all  in  vain.    Superty  who  had  bam  tiOmftP  ^^ 

rilla,  at  last  interfered. 

^'  Never  mind  her^  Melaoie/'  he  aaid,  half  ki^' 
ing.    "  Ton  are  only  boring  her  and  yoniadf  tor  '^ 
purpose." 

"I  cannot  imagine/'  observed  Cyrillai  "wl^^ 
she  finds  so  particularly  attractive  in  M«  de  Kkm^^ 
hein." 

'^  He  is  good-humoured  and  gentlemaa-likei"  ^^ 
plied  Bupert 

"  But,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  not  by  any  means  -^ 
amusing  as  M.  de  Bellegarde,  who  is  also  g(K^-^ 
humoured,  and  certainly  very  indulgent ;  he  allo^^ 
Adrienne  to  do  whatever  she  pleases." 

^^  She  would  do  that  at  all  events." 

"  You  seem  to  know  her  well." 

"  As  well — ^better,  perhaps,  than  if  she  were 
sister.    In  the  time  of  our  greatest  intimacy, 
told  me  that  going  into  society  without  having 
one  particular  object  of  interest,  was  intolerakH 
dull  work  after  the  first  year,  which,  of  coarse,  W^ 
wholly  devoted  to  dancing,  and  the  satisfying  ^ 
divers  little  personal  vanities.     She  made  me  i^lSBfi 
a  convert  to  her  opinion;  and  since  then, and 0 
consequence  of  later  experience,  I  think  the  to 
married  people  live  in  what  is  called  the  woiU  Aft 
better ;  that  is,  until  they  have  grown-np  sons  aai 
daughters." 


CTRILLA.  235 

*f  ladeedl" 

^  X  hope  you  are  not  alarmed  at  my  opinion  ?" 

'^  !N— o ;  but  I  should  like  to  know  something  of 
yoior  experience." 

*^  ^ou  thinky  perhaps^  it  has  not  been  sufficiently 
cxteiMive  to  warrant  what  I  have  just  said,"  replied 
Bup^rty  "  and  you  may  be  right.  I  confess  having 
jwlg^ed  more  from  observation  than  actual  experi- 
ence." 

*^  I  was  not  thinking  of  that,  and  only  want  to 
kttO'W  something  about  your  *  particular  objects  of 
ii^terest,'  "  said  Cyrilla,  smiling. 

'*  My  first  was  Melanie,"  began  Eupert,  gaily. 
*^  A.fter  having  adored  her  in  the  most  poetical  and 
deferential  manner  for  more  than  a  year,  Adrienne 
^ose  to  patronize  me — much  in  the  way  she  does 
Klemmhein  now." 

*'  That  did  not  last  long,"  said  Melanie,  laugh- 
^. 

"No;  we  had  been  too  intimate  aa  children, 
^ew  each  other's  faults  perfectly,  and  did  nothing 
"ttt  quarrel  and  call  each  other  ugly  names." 

.     "  And  then ?  "  said  Cyrilla,  archly. 

"Then then what  did  I  do  next,  Me- 

Ittie?" 

"  I  don't  know ;  your  '  objects  of  interest '  have 
been  too  numerous  for  my  memory ;  but  I  think... 

...I  heard something about  Virginie." 

Cyrilla  saw  his  quick  glance  towards  her  sister, 
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marked  the  rash  of  blood  to  his  tempiM|ti^ 
waited  with  some  anxiety  for  his  answer. 

^'  Yirginie/'  he  repeated,  with  a  slight  issgM  ^ 
embarrassment;  '^Yirginie  might  haye  tunei  ^ 
wiser  head  than  mine,  with  her  strong  feelings  9^^ 
impassioned  manner ;  but  years  of  unreserved  i^ 
timacy  blunted  my  perceptions,  I  suppose,  &r 
never  got  beyond  the  regard  befitting  a  firiendahJ 
that  had  commenced  time  out  of  mind»" 

Cyrilla  drew  a  long  breath. 

'^  Taking  her  aU  in  all/'  continued  Bupert,  ittt 
some  warmth,  ^^  she  is  by  many  degrees  the  best  * 
the  family.    Julie  is,  and  always  was,  an  audacio* 

coquette;  and  as  to  Adrienne "  here  he  stoj^ 

and  looked  down  the  avenue,  at  the  end  of  whL^ 
Madame  de  Bellegardewas  still  loitering,  affecteA- 
playing  with  her  parasol,  while  EHemmhein  pai^ 
carried,  partly  trailed  after  him,  her  long  maa-j 
coloured  Indian  shawl.  "  Is  it  not  provoking 
see  her  acting  so  foolishly,  exposing  herself  so  coJ 
tinually  to  ridicule  and  contempt  ?  You  have  ^ 
idea  of  the  manner  in  which  the  Bellegardes  af» 
Lindesmars  are  spoken  of  in  Exfort." 

"After  all,"  said  Melanie,  "it  is  hard  that  « 
woman  should  lose  her  reputation  in  consequence  iV 
conclusions  unkindly  drawn  from  mere  appearaiiee& 
The  very  pardonable  wish  to  enjoy  the  society  rf 
an  agreeable  man,  or  at  worst  the  yielding  to  m 
impulse  of  vanity,  is  often  denominated  crime  hy 
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'  ceii80rioii8  world ;  and  I  am  convinced  that  in 
letjr-nine  cases  out  of  a  hundred,  nothing  of  the 

d  has  been  intended,  or  even  thought  of. bj 

sex  at  least." 

^  I  am  sorry  I  cannot  give  70U  the  same  assur- 
e  for  mine/'  said  Kupert,  laughing ;  ''  and 
nefore  it  is  better  that  women  should  enjoy  the 
^ij  of  agreeable  men  with  a  degree  of  modera- 
i  which  may  defy  the  censure  of  the  world, 
t  have  always  done  so,  and  no  one  can  doubt 
-  your  temptations  to  act  otherwise  have  been 
ih  greater  than  Adrienne  de  Bellegarde's." 
'  For  me  there  was  no  temptation,  no  danger," 
1  Melanie,  pensively ;  "  the  memory  of  Engl- 
im  ever  hovered  round  me  like  a  guardian  angel 
niy  ideal  was  too  exalted  for  any  other  even 

•mentarily  to  approach  it Edouard  alone  at 

*  time but  no,  his  was  but  the  outward  form 

the  perfection  I  sought Great  was  my  re- 

Qce  on  him — ^bitter  my  disappointment !" 
"  His  conduct  to  Cyrilla  naturally  shocked  you," 
A  Rupert,  his  eyes  fixed  intently  on  the  ground 
iile  he  spoke ;  "  it  was  dishonourable,  it  w  un- 
iierous  and  selfish  beyond  measure.  Cyrilla  has 
^Acted  a  promise  of  neutrality  from  me,  that  is 
rfiaps  the  hardest  trial  to  which  I  could  have 
«n  subjected ;  but  a  month  hence  I  hope  for 
me  explanation,  and  in  the  meantime,  Melanie, 


least,  far  the  next  four  months,"  rejoined  . 
"  and  1  w;i3  about  to  request  Mclanie  to 
in  mind,  and  use  tlie  influence  whicL  she  f 
with  Zorudorif  to  our  advantage." 

"  Mf  efforts  hitherto  have  been  uosuc* 
sud  Melanie ;  "  bat  Cyrilla  can  tell  jou  I 
ceasing  th^  have  been.  If  the  aasntano 
beat  wisheB  be  of  say  value,  believe  me 
one  more  aincerely  desires  the  removal  of  a 
diments  to  your  maniage, — no  one  would  i 
joice  in  yonr  union  with  OyriUa  than  I  shoi 

"  Dear  Melanie,"  cried  Rupert,  eagerly 
is  the  most  intelligible  and  kindest  speech  j 
ever  made  me ;"  and,  taking  her  hanct  in  1 
he  thanked  her  with  a  fervoor  so  nnusna] 
attracted  the  attention  of  Julie  and  some  oth' 
were  standing  on  the  lawn.  Their  laoght 
Melanie  look  up,  and  the  first  person  on  wl 
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P®"*^  Immedlyy  "  Don't  thank  me  for  mere  good 
''™^^»— I  cannot  be  of  any  real  service  to  you," 
^^ti  into  the  tent 

•^npert  tamed  to  speak  to  Cyrilla ;  but  she  had 
"Appeared  altogether,  and  it  was  not  until  an  hour 
•"^i^ards  he  discovered  her  alone  in  the  music- 
^^^.  It  was  so  dark  that  he  could  not  distinguish 
1^  features ;  but  she  continued  to  sing  at  his  re- 
qnest,  though  a  slight  tremor  in  her  voice,  betray- 
^g  past  or  present  emotion,  was  soon  so  dissonant 
to  hia  joyous  temperament,  that  he  stopped  her  by 
»ymg,  "  Come,  dear  Cyrilla,  I  perceive  that  sing- 
^  is  an  exertion  to  you  to-night,  let  us  join  the 
iiiwrry  party  on  the  lawn,  and  banish  all  our  cares 
fethe  rest  of  the  evening." 

A.8  they  passed  through  the  large  drawing-room, 
a  dark  figure  rose  from  one  of  the  chairs,  and  moved 
*^thily  into  another  room. 

*'  Who  is  it?"  whispered  Cyrilla, 

**  2k)mdor£r,  I  am  almost  sure." 

"  And  he  has  been  sitting  here  listening,  while  I 

^^^  been  singing  that  song,  and Oh,  what  will 

Wi  think  of  me!" 

'*  What  song  ?    What  do  you  mean  ?  " 
'^Theckla's  song and  it  brought  to  my  mind 

^evening  I  had  sung  it  for  you  long  ago,  and 

^  that  has  since  occurred,  and  I  have  been  crying 

^  making  a  fool  of  myself,  and  he  will  totally 

iniBimderstand  me." 
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^^  I  lemeniber  that  evening^"  said  Biipa%ftop^ 
fully;  ^4t  was  just  before  our  dtjemmt  imm/k) 
but  I  am  surprised  to  find  you  encoDiagkgiW' 
nisoences  which  are  both  jMunful  and  Qflehn;  %■ 
seeking  sorrow  so  unnecessarily." 

'^  Very  true/'  replied  CyriUa ;  '^  and  miafintsM 
and  sorrow,  as  Melanie  says,  seem  already  to  IM 
claimed  me  for  their  own." 

'^  That  was  a  more  poetical  than  wiae  speediiif 
hers,"  said  Bupert 

^'  Perhaps  so,  but  there  are  times  when  I  fed  t 
presentiment  of  grief  to  come,  a  fisar  of  impendflf 
evil a "  ^1 

"  O,  my  dear  Cyrilla,"  cried  Bupert,  intenqii* 
ing  her ;  ^^  I  greatly  fear  that  Melanie  is  deprivnV 
your  youth  of  all  its  happiness — ^with  all  herexoel' 
lence  she  is  just  the  most  dangerous  compaaioi 
possible  for  you." 

'^  But  she  is  so  kind  and  good,"  said  CyriQ% 
^^  and  always  means  so  well.     Nothing  oouU  to 
more  disinterested  than  her  advice  to  me  has  beeBj- 
in  fact,  she  risked  her  own  domestic  hi^pineflB  I 
the  vain  hope  to  secure  mine!" 

"  That  is,"  said  Bupert,  "  she  played  at  lottoy 
with  both,  and  promoted  neither.     Do  not  tluidk  ' 
me  unkind  if  I  enlighten  you  a  little  with  reaped 
to  her  faults  or  weaknesses,  and  point  out  to  yon 
that  her  words  and  actions  are  continually  at  va* 
riance.     While  declaring  that  love  was  beyond  aO 


CTEILLA.  241 

ihe  greatest  of  earthly  blessings — she  mar- 
^Praridenty  for  whom  she  did  not  feel  a  par- 
regard,  married  him  because  he  possessed 

id  riches,  and  deserted one  of  the  best 

that  ever  lived — a  man  with  ^  eyes  of  deep 

'—such  as  she  so  perpetually  describes  in 

ses!" 

5  has  told  me  all  that,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  and 

\t  her  life  has  since  been  one  prolonged  re- 

nsense!''  cried  Rupert,  impatiently;  "she 
ict  in  the  same  way  if  put  to  the  proof  to- 
.  Now,  understand  me :  I  don't  blame  her 
rying  Falkenstein ;  but  I  blame  her  for  not 
JO  see  his  good  qualities,  for  not  endeavour- 
btain  his  confidence,  for  not  being  grateful 
tacit  indulgence  of  all  her  fancieSj  liis  for- 
e  with  habits  so  diametrically  opposed  to 

1 but I  believe  it  is  necessary  to  a 

state  of  sentimental  existence  to  have  a 
lecret  sorrow,  and  she  finds  the  President, 
>  gray  hair  and  unpoetical  expanse  of  waist- 

&t  object  to  inspire  eternal  regrets You 

agine  how  real  they  are,  when  you  hear  her 
h  disgust  of  the  world  and  its  vanities,  and 
in  a  constant  round  of  dissipation." 
iT  Rupert,  she  cannot  help  herself ;  her  posi- 
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•  position  is  a  very  common  one,"  said  Ru- 
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pert ;  ^^  she  talks  in  one  way,  and  acta  in  aootber, 
expatiates  on  the  delights  of  a  coontiy  life,  but 
declines  yisiting  her  husband's  estate " 

'^  She  told  me,"  interposed  CTiilla,  ^^  that  it  was 
in  an  odiously  uninteresting  countzj." 

^'  All  the  same/'  cried  Bupert  '^  Have  I  not 
heard  her  talk  of  frugality  while  eating  green  pease 
at  Christmas  1" 

Cyrilla  laughed,  and  so  did  Bupert ;  bat  he  add- 
ed, while  they  walked  towards  the  tent  togetho^ 
^^  It  is  therefore  evident,  that  many  people's^  and 
especially  Melanie's,  theoiy  and  practice  widei^ 
differ ;  her  advice  has  not  hitherto  been  of 
tage  to  you — avoid  following  it  in  future," 

Zomdorff  did  not  appear  at  supper: 
said  he  had  been  seen  going  towards  the  lake. 


] 
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CHAPTER  XIII 

Hupert's  efforts  to  induce  the  President  to  remove 
to  ITreilands  "before  the  month  of  June,  altliough 
warmly  seconded  by  both  Cyrilla  and  Mclanie, 
-were  vain.  The  disappointment  was  great ;  but  he 
soon  resigned  himself  to  what  he  laugliingly  called 
**  a  little  fit  of  obstinacy,  which  he  had  not  expected 
firom  so  wise  a  man,"  deferred  asking  for  leave  of 
WLhaencey  and  attended  to  the  duties  of  his  regi- 
ment. 

The  Viscountess  de  Rubigny  had  returned  to  her 
£Bunily  in  an  unobtrusive,  some  said  a  mysterious, 
manner ;  that  is,  one  fine  evening,  at  a  late  hour, 
she  had  made  her  appearance  at  the  Bellegardes, 
accompanied  by  an  Italian  maid  who  could  speak 
no  GTcrman,  and  a  sickly-looking,  black-eyed  boy 
of  al>out  two  years  old,  who  lisped  very  imperfectly 
in  French.  Now,  although  the  inhabitants  of  the 
best  houses  in  Exfort  had  been  duly  informed  that 
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M.  de  Bubignj  liad  been  mortaUj  mMoitA  bj"  $ 
masked  figure  during  the  camiyal  of  18S2|  mad 
though  his  relations  had  worn  nuNiming  the  umI 
length  of  time  afterwardS|  still,  no  sooner  was  Yit' 
ginie's  arrival  made  known,  and  it  had  been  ueo^ 
tained  that  neither  she  nor  her  fiunilj  were  diqxMJ 
to  give  satisfactory  reasons  for  her  choosiDgtaie' 
side  in  Grermanj  instead  of  with  her  &ther-iii-^v 
in  France,  than  the  people  of  Ezfort  thought  it  Mr 
cessary  to  give  very  unsatisihctoiy  ones.    De  Bi- 
bigny  had  had  reason  to  be  jealous  of  a  oertiii 
Marquis  who  should  be  nameless,  and  had  wiiM 
to  his  father,  requesting  him  to  promote  his  removil 
to  some  other  part  of  Italy.     Before  the  necesM? 
arrangements  had  been  completed,  the  unfortnnito 

young  man  had  been  murdered  by they  vooU 

not  say  who!     Or no it  was  Virginiewto 

had  been  jealous,  whether  with  or  without  causeM 

unknown that  her  husband  frequented  Taiktf 

gaming-tables  became  notorious she  had  et* 

ployed  some  one  to  watch  him he  had  beeai^ 

ritated a  quarrel,  scuffle,  murder  had  been  At 

consequence his  father  was  inconsolable,  refini' 

to  see  her,  &c.  &c.  &c.     It  was  also  rumoured  A|t 
servants  had   overheard  M.  de  Bellegarde  apei)^  \ 
loudly  of  expensive  habits  and  debts  innumenliki 
while  Madame  had  been  equally  loquacious  about  t 
brute  of  a  fatlier-in-law  and  a  heartless  old  gnni* 
papa !     Madame  de  Kubigny  herself  seemed  litde 
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"^"poeed  to  te  communicative.  She  was  more  silent 
"•II  ever,  and  devoted  herself  altogether  to  her 
chili  When  the  physician  thought  the  air  of  tlie 
*own  disagreed  with  him,  she  removed  without 
heritation  to  a  small  lodging  at  a  gardener's  in  one 
<>f  the  suburbs,  and  her  family  extolled  her  conduct 
^  dl  the  superlatives  of  the  French  language. 
"  Viiginie,  with  her  luxurious  habits,  living  in  two 
Kttle,  wretched  rooms,  without  a  carpet !  her  toilet- 
table  the  top  of  a  chest  of  painted  drawers ! !  dress- 
ing her  child  with  her  own  hands,  and  spending 
boors  with  him  in  the  garden ! ! !  It  was  admirable 
-^rffecting— sublime!" 

And  they  \4sited  her  daily,  and  found  the  hours, 
8pent  in  a  large  arbour  at  the  end  of  a  well-culti- 
^ted  kitchen-garden,  by  no  means  dull,  for  there 
^  a  fort  in  the  neighbourhood  of  her  humble 
dwelling,  and  the  officers  who  were  not  on  guard 
^ted  those  who  were,  and  then  they  turned  into 
4e  garden  to  inquire  for  poor,  dear,  little  Alphonse! 
And  Rupert  invariably  stopped  there  on  his  way  to 
^ieilands;  and  it  was  remarked  by  the  gardener's 
^e  that  his  visits  became  longer  and  longer,  and  that 
his  groom  grumbled  very  much  sometimes  at  his  mas- 
ter's apparent  forgetfulness  of  him  and  his  horses. 

The  gardener's  garden  became  for  a  time  ex- 
tiemely  £ashionable.  No  servants  were  admitted ; 
tlie  company  chose  to  attend  upon  themselves,  or 
!ather  on  each  other ;  and  the  poor  stupid  garden- 
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er's  wife  had  at  least  sense  enough  to  boil  wsterfii 
tea,  and  supply  them  with  brown  bread  and  battol 
This  playing  at  poverty  in  kid  gloves  and  »& 
boots  was  charming ;  Virginie's  grace,  as  8hcp^ 
sided  at  her  rustic  table,  inimitable ;  her  distrito* 
tion  of  weak  tea,  in  cracked  delft  cups,  bewitduDg! 
A  sort  of  comedy  was  being  continually  perfonnc 
in  which  Rupert  most  unconsciously  began  to  piiy 
a  prominent  part;  while  even  those  who  might h 
supposed  to  belong  to  the  audience  could  not  alwijfi 
resist  the  temptation  to  assist  at  the  little  seen* 
daily  enacted  in  the  arbour  and  its  vicinity. 

Fond  of  children  in  an  unusual  degree,  Rupert* 
principal  employment  seemed  at  first  to  be  canTin? 
little  Alphonse  about  the  garden,  or  chasing  bTltte^ 
flies  for  him  among  the  cabbage-plants,  or  mendifl? 
broken  toys;  for,  in  the  year  1833,  those  '^rtd 
blessings  to  mothers,"  as  the  Athenaeum  amuBingv 
denominates  the  indestnictible  toys  made  of  ▼*"• 
canized  India  rubber,  were  still  unknown.  BotiB 
all  these  occupations  he  contrived  in  somew^** 
interest  Cyrilla,  though  she  had  latterly  becoii* 
extremely  guarded  in  both  words  and  mannei;  V 
parently  quite  as  much  dreading  Virginie's  qnJ*^ 
scnitinizing  glances  as  ZomdorfF's  steady  p^ 
The  latter  had  seldom  time  to  lounge  away  la 
afternoon  with  them.  When  he  did  so,  he  wa8I^ 
ceived  T\'itli  acclamation,  and  treated  as  an  honomd 
guest.     Julie   overwhelmed  him  with   attentions, 
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li  be  xfxseiyed  with  ironical  condescension; 
)  his  neiYonB  wife,  &8tening  on  CTrilla,  fol- 
1  her  firom  place  to  place,  whispering  soft  re- 
iies  for  supposed  neglect,  and  assurances  that 
lad  followed  her  advice  and  had  got  some  new 
8,  and  had  begun  quite  a  large  piece  of  tapestry 
:,  and  that  all  her  physicians  said  if  she  con- 
d  for  a  few  months  as  tranquil  as  at  present, 
could  promise  her  years  of  health  and  happi- 
!    Cyrilla  smiled,  and  encouraged  her  in  her 
resolutions ;  at  the  same  time,  however,  care- 
withdrew  from  every  attempted  approach  to- 
Is  intimacy ;  and  though  they  spoke  to  each 
r  with  I4)pai;ently  the  same  familiarity  as  the 
rs,  Margaret  felt  and  ZomdorfF  saw  that  Cy- 
did  so  merely  to  avoid  singularity.    But  while 
irife  deplored  what  she  supposed  an  unconquer- 
personal  dislike,  he  triumphed  in  the  idea  that 
31187  made  Cyrilla  shrink  from  the  society  of 
rival.     Forgetftil  that  in  her  eyes  he  had  for 
ij  three  years  appeared  in  the  light  of  a  crimi- 
alike  callous  and  tyrannical — unconscious  that 
y  particle  of  esteem  and  aflfection  for  him  had 
onsequence  become  extinct — incapable  himself 
•ast  so  implicit  as  Rupert's — he  never  even  sus- 
ed  the   conditional   engagement  between   the 
iins;  and  therefore,  with  the  exception  of  oc- 
(mal  moments  of  jealousy,  he  had  never  ceased 
atter  himself  that  her  heart  was  as  entirely  his 
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own  as  it  had  ever  been.  Many  triffing  oecoN 
rences,  and  Cyrilla's  own  manner,  served  to  c»- 
firm  this  error ;  for  all  her  self-possession  laHiVi 
prevented  so  close  and  anxious  an  observer  fioB 
remarking  a  sudden  paleness  when  he  appeaied^iB 
ill-concealed  trepidation  whenever  he  approached 
her  ;  and  when  at  length  with  secret  exultation  be 
perceived  her  first  timid  efforts  towards  concDtt- 
tion — her  half  reluctant  attempts  to  speak  to  hiOj 
he  suffered  much  in  following  the  plan  he  hii 
resolved  to  adopt.  But  he  did  so ;  and,  resoluidf 
avoiding  her  advances,  pretended  to  listen  with  in- 
terest to  the  lively  gossip  of  Julie  de  Lindcsmir, 
who,  the  moment  his  wife  left  his  side,  invariaUf 
took  her  place — observing,  with  charming  naf^ 
that  the  contrast  of  companions  would  be  good  fcr 
his  health  and  spirits. 

Tired  of  this  manoeuvring,  Cyrilla  had  one  itj 
seized  on  an  unguarded  moment,  and  hastOjj 
perhaps  a  little  imperiously,  demanded  the  inttf" 
view  he  had,  promised  her — ^but — when  the  next 
day  she  went  to  liis  house,  according  to  appcArt* 
ment,  and  entered  the  library,  she  found  Maigtf^ 
lying  on  the  sofa  and  quite  prepared  to  receive  hffj 
while  Zomdorff,  after  a  cold  inclination  of  his  hdij 
continued  writing  as  if  no  one  had  been  present 
Bitter  tears  of  indignation  she  shed  during  to 
walk  home  with  Melanie.  Many  were  her  resohr 
tions  never  again  to  speak  to  him ;  but  the  thought 
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being  obliged  to  resign  Rupert  for  eyer  was  so 
infill,  that  hj  degrees  she  was  induced  to  listen 
4ientl7  to  the  diffident  extenuation  of  his  conduct 
fered  hy  her  sister,  and  even  to  hope  again 
»pite  of  experience. 

About  this  time  a  large  circular  wooden  edifice 
^  to  be  erected  not  fiur  from  Virginie's  resi- 
aice ;  in  other  words,  just  outside  the  town.  It 
K  a  circus  for  a  troop  of  equestrian  performers, 
behaving  fulfilled  their  engagements,  or  quar- 
Bed  with  the  directors  of  the  Cirque  de  Paris,  or 
rtley's  in  London,  had  now  resolved  to  perform 
their  own  account  at  the  principal  (and  princi- 
Uy  garrison)  towns  of  Germany.  Let  it  not  be 
pposed  that  their  wandering  propensities,  or  the 
it  of  their  performances  taking  place  in  a  booth, 
ceasarily  proved  that  they  were  of  a  worthless  or 
en  inferior  description.  The  beautiful  and 
iceful  L^jar  has  sprung  through  the  iLsual  num- 
r  of  papered  hoops  and  garlands,  and  over 
tonishing  rows  of  tricolor  bands,  before  the  ad- 
ring  eyes  of  royalty  itself  in  such  a  place  ;  and 
r  black-bearded  husband  has  hung  on  the  flank 
his  flying  courser,  or  driven  his  nine  horses  with 
J  same  unerring  dexterity  there  as  at  Franconi's ! 
He  troop  in  question  were  not  quite  so  dis- 
guflhed,  but  there  were  several  very  good  riders, 
liters,  and  jugglers  among  them ;  also  a  little 
.who  performed  wonderful  leaps;  a  very  hand- 
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some  woman ;  horses,  moles,  and  ponieB  of  dL 
descriptions ;  a  '^  Monsieur  down/'  who  spoke  Tsy 
broken   German ;   and  a  Hans   Wurstj  who  uti 
very  rough,  and  dealt  out  blows  and  handfidi  of 
sawdust  in  a  manner  likelj  to  produce  bursts  q( 
applause  &om  the  last  tier  of  benches. 

That  the  building  of  the  circus,  and  the  anitnl 
of  horses,  hoops,  garlands,  bands,  and  bigas,  should 
cause  considerable  interest  in  Exfbrt,  will  not  sur- 
prise any  one  who  has  ever  spent  any  time  in  a 
provincial  town ;  and  when  at  length  the  {vima 
donna  arrived,  the  interesting  event  was  natunlly 
discussed  in  every  family,  and  with  peculiar  zest  it 
the  assembly  whicli,  not  long  afterwards,  took 
place  at  tlie  gardener's. 

"Did  you  see  her,  too?"  asked  Madame  de 
Bellegarde,  turning  with  her  usual  vivacity  to  her 
husband  the  moment  he  entered  the  garden. 

"  Yes ;  but  at  a  respectful  distance-— she  was 
sitting  in  rather  a  pensive  attitude  on  a  woodea 
bandbox  in  the  middle  of  the  street ! " 

"  Is  she  so  very  handsome  ?" 

"  Don't  know, — Klemmhein  was  nearer,  and  lie 
says  she  had  deuced  dirty  gloves  on,  and  was  same 
what  swarthy  of  countenance." 

"She's an  Italian," said  Klemmhein,  "but there's 
Adlerkron ;  why  have  you  not  asked  him?  He  talked 
to  her  for  nearly  an  hour,  and  has  already  taken 
the  largest  box  in  the  circus  for  the  whole  time  she 
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SDiina  Iieie*  Her  complexion  evidently  did  not 
uplease  him;  and  he  is  no  bad  judge  of  such 
mgB." 

Viiginie'a  eyes  slowly  moved  in  the  direction 
dicated ;  and  a  scarcely  perceptible  flush  passed 
er  her  sallow  cheek  as  Cyrilla  unhesitatingly 
idy  ^'  Come,  Bupert,  tell  us  all  about  her ;  is  she 
ndsome?" 

^'  She  has  magnificent  eyes,  and  raven  black 
ir,"  he  answer^,  Bzuiling ;  "  and  you  know  I 
osider  black  hair  a  positive  beauty  in  itself.'' 
*^  Without  exactly  meaning  to  dispute  your 
ite,  Adlerkron/'  said  Klemmhein,  "  I  must  say 
Sit  fair-haired  women  have  something  infinitely 
>re  angelic-looking  than  dark-haired." 
*^  Perhaps  you  are  right,"  said  Rupert;  "for," 
added,  turning  to  Cyrilla  with  a  meaning 
mce,  "  if  I  wanted  an  angel's  head  for  a  church, 
should  certainly  prefer  yours  to  Mclanie's,  tliough 
e  is  undoubtedly  a  great  deal  handsomer  than 
•u  are ! " 

^^  My  only  consolation,"  said  Cyrilla,  looking  up 
imurely,  "  is,  that  artists,  who  are  supposed  to 
tvc  studied  beauty  more  than  other  people,  almost 
vrays  give  the  preference  to  fair  hair.  The  pre- 
lection is  made  evident  in  a  most  satisfactoiy 
umer  in  all  the  pictures  of  the  Day  of  Judgment 
have  ever  seen." 
^  That  is  true,"  said  Virginie  ;  "  it  is  quite  pro- 
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yoking  to    pec   all   the   fair-haired  women   ^o^ 
upwards,  and  all   the  dark-haired  ones  goin.^    ^^ 


.to " 


"  Out  with  it,  Virgiiiie,"  cried  Bupert,  laugUiogi 
"  we  are  only  talking  of  pictures,  you  know." 

Virginie  stooped  down  rather  unnecessarily  ^ 
arrange  her  little  boy's  blouze,  which  had  Jx&i 
pulled  somewhat  awry  by  a  tiny  sword  that  Rupc'* 
had  just  taken  an  infinity  of  trouble  to  fasten  in  i 
manner  calculated  to  make  as  much  noise  as  pos- 
sible whenever  he  moved.     The  child  stmggic^ 
freed  himself  from  his  mother's  hands,  walked  a  few 
steps,  looked  uneasily  over  his  shoulder ;  and  no^ 
hearing  the   clinking  noise  he  expected,  lan  ^ 
Rupert,  and,  after  a  short  pantomime  of  chiUi0>b 
despair,  began  to  scream  with  all  his  might. 

"  What  lungs  the  little  animal  has  I "  obfler»ed 
M.  de  Bellegarde.  "You  need  not  be  anxioi** 
about  the   state   of  his   chest,  Virginie.    Bibv^j 

bravo encore encore  !  " 

Virginie,  who  seemed  to  understand  more  in  k^^ 
brother-in-law's  speech  than  "  met  tbe  ear,"  6i0^ 
tried  to  pacify,  and  then  prepared  to  carry  off  ic^ 
child  ;  but  Rupert  held  the  little  bawler  £ast,  vid 
whispered,  "  Mamma  knows  nothing  about  sworf^ 

Alphonse but  it's  not  broken,  and  see ^ 

you  don't  make  noise  enough  directly  to  astooiib 
us  all  1" 
"He  hasdone  that  already/' saidM.deBeUegaidCi 
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**  QffirMi  you,  my  little  warrior,"  cried  Rupert, 
fter  having  satisfiEkctorily  completed  the  work  of 
lutidiness ;  and  the  boy  strutted  forward  towards 
iie  part  of  the  garden  appropriated  to  cabbages, 
fcn^iling  his  tin  appendage  after  him  with  evident 
satisfaction,  and  looking  from  side  to  side  as  if  the 
P^ts  had  been  an  admiring  multitude. 
"One  might  moralize  on  that  baby's  thoughts 

wd  actions "  began  Mejlanie. 

"  Pray,  don't,"  cried  Rupert,  laughing ;  "  for  I 
^  imagine  your  drawing  a  very  little  flattering 
^miparison  between  some  large  things  wearing 
swords  and  that  small  thing  there  ! " 

Melanie  smiled.  "  I  should  certainly  have 
^osen  other  words ;  but  at  least  you  have  made 
^*  evident  to  me  that  others  as  well  as  myself  make 
"*^tal  comparisons  of  that  kind.  I  never  see 
^Idren  playing,  without  the  thought  suggesting 

^^If. Are  not  we  like  children  in  the  eyes  of  a 

^&her  order  of  beings  ?  Do  they  feel  the  kind 
^^  somewhat  contemptuous  compassion  that  we 
^^perience  on  witnessing  the  follies  or  foibles  of 
^^nts?" 

^*  Zomdorff,  come  nearer,"  said  Rupert,  rising ; 
Melanie  is  getting  into  the  world  of  spirits,  and 
iT^^  can  follow  her  there  better  than  I  can." 

"  Rather  let  us  draw  her  back  to  us,"  said  Zom- 
dorff; "  for,  without  descending  to  children's  plays, 
«r  ascending  to  superior  beings,  we  ourselves  can 


tlicni,  in  fiict it  is  but  a  very  few  y 

too,  traili'd  my  sabre, — tin;  only  differei 
us  worth  mentioning  being,  that  I  did  i 
cabbage-planta." 

"  You  do  yourself  injustice,"  obi 
^nie ;  "  I  never  saw  any  one  bo  total! 
vanity — bo  free  fix>m  such  follies,  as  yo 
been." 

"  And  yet  I  trailed  my  sabre,"  rejoii 
pertinaciously.     "  Vii^nie,  yon  know 

"  If,"  obeerred  Zomdoiff,  with  a  s 
ceptible  glance  towards  Cyrilla,  "  if  an; 
the  when,  why,  snd  whete  you  did  so, 
Madame  de  Eabigny." 

"  Of  course,"  answered  Rupert.  " 
as  much  about  me  as  any  one  can — ot 
ance  began  when  I  was  bat  little  old 
phonse." 
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ntofed  towards  a  table  in  the  arbour^  where, 
ling  a  large  yellow  paper  printed  in  placard 
«,  he  held  it  up,  and  began  to  read  aloud : — 
Cirque  de  Paris ;'  *  Jeux  Olympiques  ;'  '  Pas  de 
IX ;'  *  Pegasus ;'  *  Madame  Amina  Vinci,  &c.  &c. 
'  Who  will  honour  the  Circus  with  their  pre- 
oe,  and  who  will-not  ?  I  have  places  in  my  box 
Helanie,  Cyrilla,  and  Virginie." 
I  am  afraid,"  said  Virginie,  with  some  hesita- 

t,  "  I  cannot ought  not  to  go." 

Why  not?" 

I  have  still  a  sort  of  mourning " 

Which  you  may  lay  aside  whenever  you  please, 
ippose.  I  wish  these  black  things  were  gone," 
added,  touching  some  lace  which  formed  a  ra- 
r  fantastic  but  very  becoming  head-dress. 
^  You  don't  like  black  lace  ?  " 
*  I  don't  know.  I  am  not  learned  in  such  mat- 
J ;  but  I  would  rather  see  your  beautiful  hair  than 
f  lace  in  Christendom." 

Without  a  moment's  hesitation,  Virginie  re- 
eved the  offending  coiffure,  but  also  witli  it  the 
nb  that  fastened  the  beautiful  hair  so  imreserv- 
ly  admired. 

Her  brother-in-law Oh,  why  arc  brothers-in- 

^  sometimes  so  clear-sighted  or  so  facetious  ?  Is 
that  they  have  nothing  at  stake,  and  care  not 
^her  they  mar  or  make? M.  deBellegarde 
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laughed^   and  exclaimed,    ^^  Well  done,  Yiiginie 

extremely  natural neyer  saw  any  oft 

whose  hair  falls  so  often  or  so  appropriatelyasyom! 
— ^but  indeed  the  temptation  was  strong,  after  aadi 
a  speech  as  Adlcrkron's." 

"  My  hair  falls  often but  I  cannot  helpit}" 

said  Virginie,  slowly  and  not  very  adroitly  rolling 
it  round  the  back  of  her  head.  '^  Alplioiue*t 
Bonne  unfortunately  c.innot  dress  hair,  and  I  c»- 
not  afford  to  keep  a  maid  for  myself  until/'  flk 
added  in  a  low  voice,  as  she  took  her  comb  out  of 
Rupert's  hands,  "  imtil  I  have  paid  all — all  my 
debts." 

"  Dearest  Virginie,"  cried  Madame  de  Belt 
garde,  approaching  her,  "  it  is  very  naughty  of 
Henri  to  taunt  you  in  this  manner,  especially  whca 
he  knows  as  well  as  I  do  the  admirable  motiwi 

which " 

"  O,  yes — I  understand  her  admirable  motiTei 
pericctly,"  said  M.  de  Bellegarde,  nodding  saga- 
ciously. 

While  Virginie  bestowed  a  furtive  glance  of  in* 
tense  anger  on  her  brother-in-law,  Zomdorff  snaikd 
oddly,  and  looked  from  Cyrilla  to  Rupert.  Tte 
latter  was  apparently  interested  in  some  lines  whiffl 
he  was  making  with  his  spur  on  the  gravel-walk» 
and  he  continued  his  occupation  as  he  said,  "  I 
suppose,  Cyrilla,  I  may  reckon  on  you  and  MeUnJC 
to-night  ?  " 


—she  is  just  the  sort  of  woman  to  look 
>j  lamp-light ! " 

.^irginie's  visiters  left  the  garden,  she  de- 
dame  de  Bellogarde,  and  said,  with  great 
)f  manner,  "  Tliat  it  was  impossible  any 
endure  Henri's  insults,  and  if  her  sister 
in  future  come  without  him,  she  would 
see  her  at  all !  " 

jar  creature,  you  know  he  always  talks 
d  way — he  says  the  same  sort  of  things 
tinually.  Only  fancy  his  telling  M.  de 
n  the  other  day,  when  we  dined  at  Frei- 
I  could  drink  more  champagne  than  any 
his  acquaintance,  and  that  one  could  tell 
r  of  glasses  I  had  had  by  the  twinkle  of 
Did  you  ever  hear  anything  so  vulgar? 
e  laughed  and  joked  about  it,  until  M. 
bein  quite  blushed  for  him.  I  am  sure 
great  deal  worse  than  merely  observing 
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^^  Do  you  think  Bupert  understood  or  saspected 
"  began  Virginie. 

^^  I  don't  know/'  said  Madame  de  BellegBde* 
^^  He  is  too  gentlemanlike  to  exhibit  a  shade  cf 
consciousness  on  such  an  occasion ;  he  did  notercD 
appear  to  hear." 

"  I  did  not  venture  to  look  at  him,"  8aidTI^ 
ginie ;  "  for  you  know,  Adrienne,  that  the  sligktB* 
hint  of  a  wish  to  attract  him  would  be  sufficient  to 
put  him  on  his  guard.  I  never  refer  to  the  pit 
when  it  is  possible  to  avoid  it ;  for,  were  he  once  to 
imagine " 

"  Never  mind  what  he  imagines — ^he  is  still  freCj 
it  seems,  and  you  are  again  so  ;  therefore,  to  [«*• 
vent  fiirtlier  annoyance,  I  shall  enlighten  Henri  to- 
night  when  wc  are  alone.  He  is  not  such  a  fool** 
to  interfere  when  there  is  the  slightest  chance  « 
your  success ;  so  you  have  nothing  to  fear  &«■ 
his  jests  in  future as  fer  as  Bupert  is  con- 
cerned." 

"  But you  need  not  be  too  explicit,  Adrienne 

"  Of  course  not.  I  have  only  to  tell  him  tW 
Rupert  certainly  toaa  attached  to  you  some  yf^ 
ago  ;  and  if  it  had  not  been  for  mamma's  awkwfri 
manoeuvring,  of  which  some  busy-body  infonnrf 
his  uncle  Gottfried,  there  was  every  chance  of » 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing eh?" 

"  Exactly — I — wish — I  were  quite  certain  tW 
his  fancy  for  Cyrilla  were  over." 
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lenrar  were  quite  certain  that  it  existed, 
lot  tell  me  jourself  that  you  could  not  get 
fess  anything?" 

is  troe.  NeyerthelesS;  I  snspect  she  re- 
f  in  order  to  be  at  liberty  to  accept  Count 

who  certainly  was  attached  to  her  at 
and  evidently  is  so  still  more  than  is  ad- 
liough  Julie  actually  has  the  folly  to 
6  prefers  her  because  she  is  such  a  con- 
3  wife." 
i  de  Bellegarde  shrugged  her  shoulders^ 

to  walk  towards  the  garden-gate. 
3ntinued  Virginie,  "  if  Margaret  should 
!ry  one  says  she  will  a  few  months  hence, 
mdorff  will  assuredly   offer  himself  to 

soon  as  he  can  do  so  with  propriety. 

were   equally   sure   she  would  accept 

Victor!"  said  Madame  de   Bellegarde, 
"I   suppose  he   has   no  chance  what- 

le  least,"  answered  Virginie.  "  Cyrilla 
nconscious  of  his  admiration ;  but  even 
lierwise,  I  do  not  think  that  grandpapa 
isent  for  some  years  at  least,  and  that 
of  no  use  to  me.     I  wish  with  all  my 

were  married to  any  one  excepting 

..  He  quite  provoked  me  just  now  by 
:  baby  face  angelic — an  angel's  head  for 


"  It  is  very  well  yon  were  silent.     Snc! 
woTilil  liav*'  iH'Iriivcd  a  world  of  jcalousj', 

"  And  I  am  jfalou.i oh,  Adriennc, 

rilily  jciilous,"  cried  Virginia,  vehementlj 

"  Kow,  pray  don't  take  the  affair  au 
cried  Mftdsme  de  Bellegarde,  laughing;  ' 
be  too  ridiculooB !  Bupert  is  an  exceller 
doubt,  bat  it  is  absolutely  necessBty  for  y 
keep  your  pecuniary  difficulties  in  your  i 
to  marry  the  first  man  of  good  fortune 
yon.  Whether  he  be  named  Bapeit 
is  not  of  much  importance.  This  entr\ 
course." 

"  And  do  you  think  me  as  heartless  a 
cried  Tirginie,  catching  her  sister's  ai 
you  imagine  that  I  can  change  the  obji 
affection  eveiy  six  months  as  she  does  ? 
no ;  I  would  rather  beg  my  bread  than  nu 
if  it  be  not  Knpert  I " 

"  I  declare  yon  are  quite  yiolent,"  aau 
de  Belle?arde.  shrinkinir  a  little. 


CYRILLA.  261 

"QicadoTiB,  Virginie!  how  you  talk .jast  as 

if  Iliad  neither  heart  nor  feelings ! " 

"0 yea,  you  have  both such  as  they  are !" 

''Well,  I  am  sure  it  is  better  so  than  such  as 
youre,"  cried  Madame  de  Bellegardc,  angrily.  "  1 
•t  least  never  reversed  the  order  of  things,  and 
rfered  love  instead  of  accepting  it ;"  but  the  words 
had  scarcely  escaped  her  lips  before  she  repented 
fliem.  "  Pardon  me,  Virginie,"  she  said,  turning 
beseechingly  to  her  sister,  who  stood  pale  and  rigid 
la  a  statue  beside  her, — "  Pardon  me :  I  did  not 
MHiaider  what  I  was  saying." 

''Make  no  apologies/'  answered  Virginie,  with 
fc  tragic  air.  "  I  believe  you  knew  not  the  torture 
f ou  inflicted  :  only  those  who  have  themselves  felt 
•>•... are  merciful.  Scoff  on !  Why  should  I  care  ? 
"hy  not  rather  glory  in  loving  the  most  excellent 
rf  koman  beings  ?  " 

"^onsense!"  cried  Madame  de  Bellegarde, 
Wfcwing  her  shawl  round  her  with  an  impatient 
^''lecp,  as  if  she  thought  it  time  to  end  their  conver- 
^oa.  "  Don't  talk  to  me  in  this  way.  Rupert 
*  a  dear  good  soul,  generous  as  a  prince,  and 
'Onourable  as  a  knight  of  romance  ;  but  it  was  his 
^Hune  and  not  himself  that  attracted  you,  and 
Sll  more  mamma,  a  few  years  ago." 
"  I  deny  that,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned,"  said 
iigime. 
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^^  You  surprise  me;  for,  after  all,  he  is  not  Ae 
sort  of  man  to  make  a  woman  forget  the  'vroridni 
everything  for  him." 

"  More  so,"  rejoined  Virginie,  "  than  jompnKti 
adorer,  M.  de  Klemmhein,  I  should  thuiL" 

^^  By  no  means,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegaide, 
without  the  slightest  embarrassment  or  irritation. 
^^  Klemmhein  has  the  incalculable  advantage  of  being 
perfectly  devoted,  whereas  Rupert's  attention  is  be- 
stowed on  such  a  variety  of  things,  that  he  ^ 
never  have  time  to  be  more  than  politely  kind  or 
good-naturedly  civil  to  any  woman." 

"  Very  odd  that  he  should  have  found  so  many 
willing  to  receive  his  good-natured  civility!"  ob-' 
served  Virginie,  ironically. 

"  His  position  makes  him  desirable,"  said  Madame 
de  Bellegarde  ;  "  and  I  am  sorry  to  perceive  it  is 
merely  a  secondary  consideration  with  you.  Vanity 
is  not  his  weakness ;  and  attentions,  whether  feigned 
or  real,  will  make  little  impression  on  him,  I  fear." 

"  You  are  right,"  said  Virginie ;  "  but  if  /  have 
had  a  lesson,  so  has  he.  Cyrilla  has  made  him  feel 
what  it  is  to  be  sliglited.  I  told  him  it  would  be 
so  three  years  ago  at  Freilands,  and  he  is  changed 

(perhaps  in  consequence)  for  the  better is  more 

serious  and  steady  than  he  used  to  be,  and 

once  quite  sure  that  her  influence  were  at  an  end,  I 
should  have  no  reason  to  despair." 
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^'  There  is  no  engagement^  at  all  events/'  said 
liadame  de  Bellegarde,  ^^  and  that  ought  to  satisfy 
ran ;  hut  now  I  really  must  go  home,  for  Henri 
an  pardon  anything  rather  than  being  kept  wait- 
ig  for  dinner." 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

Some   days  of  rain  were  succeeded  by  beautifcl 
spring  weather,  and  again  the  Bellegarde  coterie, 
with  the  exception  of  Rupert,  began  to  assemble 
daily  at  the  gardener's.     Little  Alphonse's  stam- 
mering inquiries  for  "  Upert'*  were  at  first  ao* 
swered  satisfactorily  enough  by  Klemmhein,  ^ 
said  either  that  he  was  on  guard  at  one  of  thefw*, 
or  he  had  gone  to  Freilands  with  some  fiunous  maO; 
who  was  about  to  drain  the  great  marsh,  turn  the 
bogs  into  corn-fields,  and  spoil  the  best  shooting  A* 
the  whole  country ;  but,  at  a  later  period,  when 
Virginie  licard  him  explaining  to  her  child  tW 
Rupert  was  in  the  Circus,  "  looking  at  a  pretty 
lady  riding,"  and  the  same  answer  was  repeated 
day  after  day,  she  began  to  feel  very  dissatisfied; 
and  once,  when  Zomdorff  was  present,  betrayed 
her  annoyance,  or,  as  she  herself  called  it,  her 
curiosity,  so  unequivocally,  that  all   he  had  ever 
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^  Off  annnised  about  her  and  Bupert  some  years 

^<ne  recnned  to  his  memorj;  and  while  still 

^deriDg  on  the  probable  consequences  of  plans 

lich  he  imagined  more  deeply  laid  than  was  the 

se,  Melanie  and  Cyrilla  entered  the  garden.     An 

esistible  inclination  to  test  the  latter  on  the  same 

bject  prompted  him  to  continue  the  conversation 

th  EHemmhein. 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  Adlerkron  is  all 

y  and  every  day  in  that  circus  ?" 

"Not  all  day,  for  he  only  remains  while  Ma- 

me  Vinci  rides.     I  believe  he  is  taking  lessons 

mi  her." 

"Oh!" 

"If,"  cried   Madame  de   Bellegarde,  laughing, 

if  the  best  rider  in  your  regiment  thinks  it  neces- 

■ly  to  receive  instruction  from  la  beUa  Aminay  I 

'J^OBc  you  will  all  follow  his  example?" 

"  I  shall  not,"  answered  Klemmhein ;  "  she  is  too 
^nsive  for  me." 

'* Expensive ! "  repeated   Virginie.     "Does  she 
^7  give  lessons  ?" 

''Adlerkron  is  getting  one  just  now,"  he  replied. 

As  I  looked  into  the  circus  for  a  moment,  on  my 
fMj  here,  I  saw  him  walking  beside  her,  and  listcn- 
ig  to  explanations  of  the  diiferent  signs  made  witli 
cr  bridle,  whip,  knee,  and  foot.  She  certainly  is 
le  best  female  equestrian  I  ever  saw,  and  is  at  pre- 

VOL.  II.  N 
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Bcnt  training  a  horse,  for  whichi  thej  say,  AiUer- 
kron  is  to  pay  an  tmmentionable  sum  of  nurnqr-** 

"  I  suppose,"  said  Virginie,  "  it  is  in  that  way  tke 
lessons  are  remunerated?" 

"  Not  altogether there  is  no  sort  of  mmecea- 

sary  prudery  about  her ;  and  her  husband  does  BOt 
make  the  least  objection  to  her  receiving  preaente, 
whether  bouquets  or  bracelets." 

^^  You  don't  mean  to  say,"  cried  Virginie,  quick- 
ly, "  that  Kupert  gives  her  such  things  ?" 

"I  have  seen  her  nearly  buried  under  the  bou- 
quets from  Freilands,"  answered  Klemmhein,  hu^ 
ried  into  hyperbole  by  a  love  of  banter.  "  Trinkets 
are  showered  upon  her,  and  no  later  than  this  mom- 
ing  she  received  the  very  handsomest  bracelet  that 
could  be  procured  in  Exfort." 

^^  Have  you  heard  of  these  doings?'*  asked  Vir- 
ginie, in  a  low  voice,  turning  to  Cyrilla. 

''  Of  some  of  them  certainly,"  she  answered,  wi4 
a  look  of  quiet  amusement ;  "  for  I  was  obliged  to 
choose  a  bracelet  for  her  yesterday." 

^' It  would  be  better,"  said  Virginie,  '^ifyot 
used  the  pri\nleges  of  your  near  relationship  to 
point  out  to  Rupert  the — the  impropriety *' 

"  But  there  is  none  whatever.  K  it  amuse  hi* 
to  learn  how  a  woman  can  perfectly  manage  a 
horse,  notwithstanding  all  the  difficulties  of  te 
awkward  position,  why  should  he  not  ?  " 


CTRILLA.  267' 

"Why not?"  interposed  Klemmhem,  with  af- 
5ctcd  gravity.  *'  And  why  should  he  not  practise 
ntting  her  on  and  taking  her  off  her  horse,  as  I 
aw  him  do  to-day  at  least  a  dozen  times  consecu- 
ivcly?" 

Cyrilla  laughed,  and  continued :  "  I  too  was  pre- 
eat  one  morning  with  Melanie,  and  liked  looking 
^  of  all  things ;  but  Rupert  said  there  were  too 

lUny  men  there and he  did  not  wish  us  to 

Jo  again." 

^  I  daresay  not,"  observed  Zomdorff. 

"I  must  acknowledge,"  said  Virginie,  "that  I 

^1  a  good  deal  of. curiosity  to  see  this  won- 

erftd  woman." 

"  Go  with  Melanie  to  the  circus  to-night,"  sug- 
ested  Cyrilla — "  I  believe  you  are  the  only  per- 
Hi  in  Exfort  who  has  not  seen  her ;  and  1  think  I 
uiy  assure  you  tliat  you  will  be  surprised  and 
leased.  Madame  Vinci  is  the  queen  of  equestrians, 
id  will  to-night  play  Queen  of  the  Amazons." 

"  Is  she  then  so  very  remarkably  handsome  ?" 

"  Eupert  says  so,"  replied  Cyrilla,  nodding  her 

!ad  with  an  arch  smile  ;  "  and  there  he  is  now  at 

e  garden-gate." 

**  Upert !  Upert !"  cried  little  Alphonsc,  rushing 

wn  the  gravel  walk  and  shouting  with  delip^ht,  as 

felt  himself  raised  six  or  seven  feet  high  in  the 

by  his  tall  friend. 

iTirginie   followed,   and   seemed   to  be  making 
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some  reproaches^  to  which  Bupert  did  not  ip- 
parentlj  pay  much  attention. 

^^  How  delightftillj  naive  she  is  in  the  denot- 
stration  of  her  regard/'  obeerred  Zomdorfftolitf* 
garet,  who  was  standing  beside  Cyrilla. 

"Who?    Virginie?" 

"Yes.  Is  it  possible  you  did  not  ohflervcbff 
jealousy  about  Madame  Vinci?" 

"  Poor  thing !  What  tyrants  men  aie  wk* 
they  once  discover  their  power  over  us!  Y* 
ought  to  scold  your  cousin,"  she  added,  turning*' 
Cyrilla,  "  for  his  cruel  neglect  of  Virginie  diBflJ 
the  last  fortnight." 

Cyrilla  did  not  answer.  Zomdorff  inaagin* 
he  detected  uneasiness  in  her  quick  glance  towtfw 
the  gate. 

"  Such  perseverance  and  constancy  deserve  to  Ic 
rewarded,"  he  continued  ;  "  and  Adlerkron  cann^ 
be  so  inhuman  as  to  hold  out  much  longer." 

Just  then  Rupert  advanced  and  extended  ^ 
wards  Cyrilla  an  enormous  bouquet  of  the  cbxiff^ 
hot-house  plants.  She  was  accustomed  to  recent 
flowers  from  him,  and  had  never  thought  it  ncctf" 
sary  to  express  much  gratitude  either  for  themi' 
for  any  of  the  attentions  he  habitually  bestowed  <» 
her ;  but  liis  fragrant  gift  and  beaming  smile  wcitj 
at  that  moment,  more  than  welcome.  Theyd*" 
pel  led  the  first  scarcely  defined  cloud  of  jealooflf 
that  had  ever  threatened  to  darken  their  intercwDSt 
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^0110  step  towards  him  was  almost  a  bound^ 
r  more  than  a  mumte,  she  held  the  hand  as 

the  honquet,  while  she  eagerly  explained  to 
at  he  mnst  keep  a  place  for  her  in  his  box  at 
cos,  as  Virginie  had  at  last  consented  to  go 
[elanie  to  see  Madame  Vinci. 

that's  right but  I  have  not  time  to  tell 

w  glad  I  am,  as  I  most  go  on  directly  to 
ids.  I  wish  Melanie  and  you  would  go  with 
le  could  stay  on  the  balcony  while  we  went 

river  together  to  see  how  my  drainage  is 
on.  I  never  was  so  interested  in  anything 
life.  The  course  of  the  river  is  being  cor- 
several  canals  cut,  and  there  is  every  likeli- 
lat  my  little  colony  of  turf-cutters  will  be- 
n  the  course  of  time,  rich  farmers.     I  shall 

to  do  more  for  them  when  we I  mean 

when   I,  settle   definitively  at  Freilands. 

is   something  very  pleasant  in  watching 

idually  increasing  prosperity  of  these  poor 

—one  feels  that  one  has  not  been  altogether 

in  the  world." 

ar  Rupert,  how  good  you  are!"  cried  Vir- 
^ho  had  approached  them  unawares. 
►,  no,"  he  replied,  quickly  ;  "  you  must  not 
B  me  better  than  I  am.  My  motives  are  not 
ier  philanthropical.  The  interests  of  my 
^  are  mine  in  point  of  fact — the  only  differ- 


alter  drove  away  together,  and  became  sc 
(ill,  tli;it  she  scarcc-ly  perceived  tlie  eoi 
gniiij^  lit'  licT  other  numerous  visiterri.  ^\ 
oi'  all  formality  waa  perhaps  one  of  tlie 
tiiigiiisiiing  features  of  their  little  cotf 
came  and  went,  spoke  or  were  silent,  e 
they  felt  inclined,  and  no  one  took  the  le 
of  her  now  as  she  sauntered  up  and  do 
rcntly  occupied  ivith  her  child,  while  her 
were  wandering  uncr-sily  &om  the  turc 
marsh  at  Freilands. 

"  I'm  going,"  said  Madame  de  Bellega 
ing  slowly  along  the  gravel  walk,  trailin) 
some  shawl  after  her  in  the  most  approvet 
"  the  garden  is  cold,  and  so  is  the  tea,  a 
Klemmhein  is  getting  dull.  Where  do 
to-night  after  we  leave  the  circus?"  si 
with  didiculty  suppressing  a  yawn;  "for 
I  neither  know  the  day  of  the  month  nor  i 
week ! " 

"  It  is  Wednesday,"  anawered  M.  de  Kl 
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the  Countess  Zomdorff ;  ^^  I  cannot  stay  here  any 
longer,  the  garden  smells  of  a  churchjard/'  and  she 
tkuddeied  while  speaking. 

^^  Bless  me,  Margaret,  what  uncomfortable  ideas 
you  always  have ! "  exclaimed  Madame  de  Belle- 
8*rfe;  "  I'm  snre  if  this  garden  ever  put  me  in 
■rind  of  such  a  place,  nothing  would  induce  me  to 
enter  it  again." 

"If  it  were  not  for  the  people  I  meet  here,  I 
4)n't  think  I  ever  should,"  said  Margaret. 

"  We  certainly  must  be  very  agreeable,"  observed 
Julie,  who  had  heard  her  remarks,  having  found  it 
^possible  to  retain  ZomdorfF's  attention  from  the 
foment  his  wife  had  begun  to  speak;  "we  eer- 
ily must  be  very  arp'eeablc,  to  induce*,  the  pos- 
*®*8or  of  such  a  garden  as  yours  to  sit  among  the 
*pinage  and  celery  plants  liere." 

"  You  are  something  more,  sometliing  better  than 
•peeable — ^you  are  healthy!  "  said  Margaret,  with 
*  sigh. 

"  Why,  yes — ^but — surely  you  will  allow  us  to 
appose  you  come  here  chiefly  for  our  society?" 

"My   health   compels   me   to   seek   association 
with  the  young,  the  strong,  and  the  healthy — my 
very  existence  almost,  dejjends  on  the  emanations 
fiom  the  nerves  of  others." 

"  Are  you  taking  anything  from  me  or  my 
icrves  now  ?  "  asked  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  with 
nreteuded  alarm. 
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Zomdorff  rose,  drew  his  wife^s  arm  within  bis, 
and  led  her  out  of  the  garden.  Contraiy  to  bia 
usual  custom,  however,  he  returned  immediately) 
and  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  half  expecting  some 
severe  speech,  hurried  past  him.  It  was  un- 
necessary :  he  was  not  thinking  of  her  or  of  Julie 
cither,  though  the  latter  stopped  him  to  hope  he 
had  not  been  offended  at  Adrieime's  jesting  ques- 
tion. He  assured  her  it  was  the  damp  air  alone 
which  had  induced  him  to  hurry  Margaret's  depar- 
ture; and  then  he  walked  on,  and  she  saw  him 
approach  her  sister  Virginie,  and  speak  a  few,  a 
very  few  words.  The  answer  was  a  look  of  8U^ 
prise  and  a  slight  inclination  of  the  head.  Her  curi- 
osity was  excited;  it  would  have  been  more  sohw 
she  seen  them  afterwards  for  more  than  an  houi 
walking  up  and  down  the  solitary  garden  in  earnest 
conversation. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

ening  as  nsual  "brought  the  friends  together 
they  poured  into  adjacent  boxes  at  the 
ind  greeted  each  other  with  familiar  nods, 
and  that  peculiar  manner  of  shaking  one  of 
ids    in   the  air  so  common   in   Germany. 

surrounded  by  hundreds  of  human  beings 
resembling  them  in  dress  and  manner,  they 
proud  consciousness  of  being  an  order  quite 
lie  observed  of  all  observers.     Were  they 

haute  vol^e,  the  cr^me  de  la  cr6me  of 
Was  it  not  a  peculiar  and  much  sought 
3  to  belong  to  them?  Were  there  not 
•f  weak-minded  cravers  of  fashion,  who 
>atiently,  anxiously,  for  a  sign  of  recogni- 
ng  to  deceive  each  other  and  themselves  by 
;  familiarly  of  the  Falkensteins,  Adlerkrons, 
ies,  and  others,  as  if  they  were  their  most 
acquaintances  ?    And,  O  ye  Falkensteins, 

n2 
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Adlerkrons,   Bellegardes,   and   others,  how  ote 
have  your  faults  and  follies  heen  the  jest  of  fto* 
too  often  disappointed   of  the  expected  bov, « 
casual  sentence !     Careless  of  the  annoyance  Aey 
caa^d,  or  rejoicing  in  their  power,  as  the  case  iMJ 
have  been,  they  talked  to  each  other  as  eagerly* 
if  they  had  not  met  for  a  week;  and  when  they 
did  L-X)k  round  them,  it  was  generally  towards  tkc 
upper  benches,  occupied  by  those  whose  names  ini 
faces  were  alike  unknown  to  them,  that  their  ey» 
wandered. 

As  to  Rupert,  he  deserved  to  be  sent  to  Coventry 
for  standing  up  and  talking  in  such  an  unreservei 
manner  to  all  the  people  behind  him.  Howdififf- 
ent  was  Zomdorft'!  with  what  supreme  indifference 
he  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  scarcely  deigning  to 
bestow  a  look  even  on  those  who  composed  the 
outer  ring  of  his  own  circle  of  acquaintance !  Hov^ 
well  he  understood  Julie's  freedom  of  speech! 
How  intensely  satiric.il  he  could  be ! 

Among  the  hundreds  assembled  in  that  brightly 
lighted  circus  to  admire  the  gay  dre^es,  hand30in^ 
hoi-ses,  and  graceful  riders,  there  were  other  cotenc? 
no  doubt.  Perhaps,  too,  there  may  have  been  * 
kind-hearted  young  man  in  some  of  those  mi^^ 
benches,  who,  careless  of  the  imaginary  boundan* 
of  rank,  six)ke  -willingly  to  those  who  seemed  to 
wish  it,  even  if  they  happened  to  be  in  that  jJi^ 
where   superior   height  denotes   inferior  rank  ^ 
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ric'Jies, — there  mav  liavf  breii  an  liiiiiiLlc  imitator 
of  -/iomdorlF  too,  with  head  lialf  averted  from  the 
area,  superciliously  inattentive  to  tlie  performances, 
and    confining  his  glances  to  a  fair  girl  in  a  white 
robe,  £rowning  when  she  smiled,  or  eagerly  watch- 
ing    for  the  shade  of  melancholy  that  so  often 
passed  over  her  delicate  features.     There  may  have 
l)ecn  subject  for  many  an  interesting  volume  in  the 
Wstoiy  of  some  of  those  groups,  but — ^we  know  it 
not.     In  vain  we  scan  the  rows  of  faces,  remark 
every  peculiarity  of  form — to  us  it  is  like  the  pages 
rf  a  book  in  an  unknown  hmguage :  we  see  dis- 
tinctly every  letter,  we  can  even  distinguish  the 
words,  but  they  convey  no  meaning  to  the  mind. 
Are  we  annoyed  at  our  ignorance  ?    Do  we  regret 
^  limited  number  of  our  acquaintance  ?     No  ;  on 
«e  present  occasion  decidedly  not.     We,  that  is  to 
^y  the  reader  and  writer  of  these  pages,  belong  to 
^ke  haute  vol^e  of  Exfort,  if  an  intimate  acquaint- 
ance with  some  of  its  most  distinguished  members 
^  give  any  right  to  the  title ;  we  are  therefore 
elusive — so  completely  so,  that  for  us  tliere  is  no 
^  in  that  wooden  rotundo  but  our  friends,  our 
acquaintances ;  and  to  them  then  let  us  turn  our 
^divided  attention,  the  more  so  as  at  this  moment 
4c  Vinci  is  about  to  make  her  appearance. 

A  moment,  and  she  appeared — ^a  moment,  and 
the  was  wildly  galloping  round  the  arena.  To 
those  who  had  expected  to  see  her  raised  to  the 


stretched  at  i^ill  length  on  the  horse 
kneeling  to  take  aim  at  an  imagiuarj 
her  faultlesa  fomi  8«cmctl  of  itself  to  f 
most  graceful  and  nervous  attitudes. 
merable  folds  of  the  transparent  drapery 
round  her  was  of  such  amplitude,  that 
erer  closely  followed  her  rasheet  movi 
flesh-coloured  tricot  covered,  but  in  no  i 
cealed,  the  upper  part  of  her  figure ;  tli 
Iielmet  of  green  and  gold,  of  antique  foi 
while  it  heightened  the  regularity  of  ] 
marked  features,  and  the  light  javelin  tl 
in  her  hand  gave  endless  opportunities 
ing  an  arm  of  perfect  symmetry.  At 
stopped  or  rather  walked  her  horse,  wh 
barriers  were  being  arranged,  over  «h 
her  impatient  steed  were  to  spring ;  het 
eyes  wandered  boldly  and  haughtily 
tiers  of  spectators ;  but  as  she  passed 
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A08  beneath  them^Bhe  sprang  upright  on  his 
i  cleared  eyeiy  impediment  with  an  ease 
nifest  by  her  alighrng  alternately  on  her 
eet.  Thunders  of  applause  shook  the  frail 
;  Kupert  contributed  to  the  noise  with  all 
t — ^he  clapped  his  hands,  rattled  his  sabre, 
;ered  Italian  words  of  approbation.  On 
aring  again  to  receive  renewed  plaudits, 
ilia's  tiny  right  hand  tapped  quickly  on 
of  the  left ;  and  at  that  moment  Rupert 
ards  her  and  whispered  a  few  words :  for 
she  seemed  to  hesitate,  but  then  gave 
L  a  scarcely  perceptible  reluctance,  her  beau- 
much  valued  bouquet,  which  he  instantly 
the  feet  of  the  fair  Amazon.  She  raised 
sed  it  to  her  heart,  while  bestowing  on 
:  the  greater  part  of  one  of  those  flourish- 
jances  peculiar  to  members  of  equestrian 

is  had  been  carefully  noted  by  ZomdorflF. 
jring  jealousy  seized  eagerly  the  refutation 
y  this  trifling  circumstance  to  some  doubts 
by  Virginic  during  their  private  conversa- 
le  hours  before,  and  he  was  completely 
i  in  the  persuasion,  that  whatever  hopes 
ions  Rupert  might  have  entertained  a  few 
Fore,  they  were  now  abandoned  altogether, 
I  him,  as  a  rival,  he  had  nothing  more  to 
e  stooped  forward  to  speak  to  Virginie, 


not  linvu  given  him  my  flowers  lo  tliro' 
ihat  wiHnau!"' 

"  I  (larcsiiy  not,"  obscired  llarga 
■'  I  confess  I  was  rather  siirjirised,  s! 
exceedingly  glad  to  get  that  very  boi 
garden  to-day  I     Did  you  not  think  » 

"  Yes ;  but  Count  Zomdorff  said 
Jloweis  merely  for  their  colour  and 
that  Rupert  was  a  too  near  relation  fo] 
such  little  attentdoDs  on  his  part" 

"  I  did  not  hear  you  aay  bo,"  beg 
turning  to  Zomdorff;  when  did  you  s 

Vii^nie  looked  a  little  embansssed 

"  I  remember,"  she  continued,  " 
something  about  constancy  and  peiB( 
that  Baron  Adlerkron  would  be  inhnn 
— did  not " 

"  Exactly,"  said  Zomdorff;  "  wht 


a>i<.n  )>«>r  all  > 
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ffleet  yau,  I  eruppoBe/'  she  added,  turning  to  Vir- 
giaio.  **  I  am  so  glad,  that  you  have  broken  the 
ice,  and  intend  to  go  out  again. — Edouard  says  you 
sing*  as  well  as  Cyrilla,  and  that  your  voices  are  so 
alito  that  one  can  scarcely  distinguish  them  from 
each  other  when  you  sing  together," 

*^  Our  voices  have  a  singular  resemblance  even  in 
speaiing,"  replied  Virginie ;  **  but  Cyrilla  sings 
infinitely  better  than  I  do." 

**  I  hope  you  will  allow  Margaret  to  judge  for 
herself  this  evening,"  said  ZomdorflF.  "  I  know 
Ail^jkron  expects  you  to  sing  with  him." 

V  irginie  smiled,  and  shook  her  head  incredu- 

i'act,  I  assure  you. — You  will  see." 
A^nd  she  did  see  some  music  that  she  had  been 
^n  t:He  habit  of  singing  with  Eupert  laid  conspicu- 
oualy  on  the  pianoforte  in  the  music-room  by  him ; 
*^i  when  Cyrilla  seemed  unwilling  to  join  them, 
"^  i^equested  her  to  accompany  him  ;  then  to  sing 
^^H  him ;  others  assisted.  A  little  concert  was 
^'^^^^ged,  and  Cyrilla  was  for  a  short  time  appa- 
'^tly  forgotten. 

.She  walked  unheeded  through  the  rooms,  and  in 

**^^  last  of  them  sat  do^vn  on  ajme-Bieu,  and  rested 

**^^  elbow  on  her  knee,  her  cheek  in  her  hand.     A 

^^le  concealed  her  from  the  few  people  who  still 

l^^tered  near  the  doorway ;   but  even  they  were 

*^ii  drawn  towards  the  music-room,  as  much  by 
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the  sound  of  speaking  as  singing  Toices ;  fer  erea 
the  essentially  musical  GermanB  find  music  a  gie^i 
promoter  of  general  conversation. 

Cyrilla's  melancholy  train  of  reflection  was  brokei 
by  hearing  the  door  of  her  sister's  boudoir  opei 
softly,  some  one  enter  and  walk  directly  behind  hei 
chair.     Besides  herself,  there  were  but  three  per- 
sons allowed  to  pass  through  that  apartment,  as  it 
communicated  with  Melanie's  dressing-room.    She 
heard  Rupert  singing; — she  knew  the  President 
was  in  the  music-room ; — and,  without  looking  up, 
felt  convinced  that  the  person  who  now  leaned  on 
her  chair  was  ZomdorfF.     There  had  been  some- 
thing  so   perversely  obstinate  in   his   manner  of 
avoiding  her  of  late — something  so  mortifying  to 
her  feelings,  in  having,  though  ever  so  covertly,  to 
watch  him  and  seek  his  vicinity,  that  her  pride  hw 
revolted,  and  caused  a  sort  of  desperate  resignation, 
almost  immediately  perceived  by  Zomdorflf,  who, 
not  knowing  the  total  alienation  that  had  takc^ 
place,  became  first  uneasy,  then  alarmed,  and>^ 
last  resolved  to  temporize. 

He  now  waited  in  vain  for  her  to  look  up,  and** 
length  said,  "  Cyrilla — I  am  here." 

"  I  know  it.'' 

"  Was  I  wrong  in  supposing  you  wished  to  speak 
to  me  ?  "  he  asked  with  some  surprise. 

"  No." 

"  Well,  then,  speak." 
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"  »ot  here.^ 

-And  why  not  ?  We  are  more  alone  now  than 
^  «Me  likely  to  be  in  my  library.  There  are  but 
^  Iioars  in  the  day  I  can  call  mine — the  hours 
*t  Kargaret  sleeps." 

TTou  might  have  given  one  to  me,  when  I  re- 
ested  it" 

**  You  came  too  late." 

*^  If  you  chose  to  speak  to  me,  you  could  come 
1^,  I  suppose,"  said  Cyrilla,  coldly. 
**  And  be  interrupted  by  my  uncle,  or  have  Me- 
we  present  to  interfere  between  us  ?  No,  Cyrilla, 

you  wish  for  these  papers " 

**  I  have  ceased  to  care  about  them." 
"  Indeed  I  and  why  ?  " 

Because  I  cannot  make  use  of  them.  The  only 
^'^n  to  whom  I  could  apply  for  advice  or  assist- 
^^  is  Rupert,  and  you  can  easily  imagine  why 
"""dare  not  consult  him." 

I  understand  you." 

Melanie  is  unfortunately,  for  other  reasons, 
9:tially  unwilling  to  consult  the  President. — Of 
^W  use  would  they  be  to  me  ?  " 

**  Not  much  if  you  do  not  intend  to  acknowledge 
r^Up  marriage,  or  wish  to  have  me  more  in  your 
power  than  I  am  at  present." 
Cyrilla  looked  at  him  inquiringly. 
"  I  might  now,"  he  continued,  "  if  I  chose,  deny 
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our  marriage,  and  you  would  find  it  Teiy  difficult 
to  prove." 

"  I  know,"  began  CyriUa,  with  trembUng  etge^ 
ness,  '^  I  know  that  many  necessaiy  fen&alitM 
were  omitted ;  it  was  on  this  that  all  mj  hopts 
were  built — I  thought — " 

"  You  mistake  me,"  said  Zomdorff,  quickly,  "1 
only  wished  to  point  out  to  you  that,  in  everyway, 
you  are  completely  in  my  power.  Without  ©y 
proof  of  your  marriage,  how  can  you  hope  to  aiiD» 
it?  I  so  little  expected  your  indifference  alxwtf 
these  papers,  that  to  prevent  any  difficolties  i* 
establishing  my  claims  hereafter,  I  have  botiJ" 
Weekmann  to  me  by  the  strong  chain  of  pecuni*^ 
interest,  and  have  never  ceased  to  correspond  reg^' 
larly  with  him."  ' 

"  Who  is  Weekmann  ?  "  asked  CyriUa. 

*'  He  who  met  us  at  the  G^ronst^re  Spring 
Spa!" 

"  I  thought  his  name  was  Maier — you  called  t* 
Maier." 

"  His  name  is  j\Iaier  ;  but  you  know  he  is  a    'J 
litical  exile,  and,  preferring  the  character  of 
grant,  he  has  assumed  the  name  of  Weekmann. 

Although  ZomdorfF's  explanation  was  given 
some  eagerness,  it  was  a  matter  of  such  indi 
cnce  to  Cyril  la,  that  again  her  head  sunk  on 
hand,  and  her  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  ground. 
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3ome  people  began  to  saunter  into  the  room,  and 
mdorff  slightly  raised  his  voice  as  he  continued : 
le  writes  often,  and  gives  a  most  interesting 
oimt  of  the  part  of  America  where  he  resides, 
rhaps  yon  would  like  to  see  some  of  his  letters  ?  " 
*  No,  thank  you — America  does  not  interest  me 
the  least." 

^  But  his  letters  would :  the  descriptions  are  so 
id,  80  inspiriting,  that  I  have  found  them  irrc- 
ible,  and  have  sent  him  money  to  purchase  land 
me  on  the  banks  of  the  Ohio." 
*Tou?" 

'  Yes ;  a  voyage  across  the  Atlantic  has  ceased 
be  anything  very  extraordinary." 
3yrilla  had  not  spirits  to  jest,  and  merely  shook 
head  incredulously. 

Jomdorff  saw  his  wife  and  Julie  de  Lindesmar 
•roaching,  and  whispered,  "  Cyrilla,  will  you 
it  me  this  day-week  ?  " 

^  Is  there  any  use  ?  "  she  asked,  without  moving 
ooking  up.     "  Have  I  any  thing  to  hope  from 

L?" 

Tes,  yes — everything — give  me  but  time  to 
^k — to  arrange — and — and  come  earlier — at 
'en. — I  promise  we  shall  be  uninterrupted  for 

whole  hours." 

I  do  not  want  two  hours  to  make  a  last  appeal 
^our  justice  and  generosity — five  minutes  will 
ice." 
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^  Asym  please ;  but  witiidtit  TlitMoit.^ 

'^  Melanie  cannot  in  aiijr  wajr  'bt  a  reatia 

"    Heie  Cjrilla  stopped,  fer  Jtdie  ted 

garet  stood  before  her. 

"  So  here  you  are — sittmg  in  this  quiet 
together,"  cried  the  former,  with  a  half-mischi 
half-inqnisitiye  glance;  ^'and  so  grave  to( 
one  cannot  help  suspecting  you  have  been  t 
of  old  times." 

Margaret  looked  inquiringly  ftom  one  l 
other,  her  wild  eyes  opening  wider  as  she  re 
the  words,  "  Old  times ! "  and  then  added,  " 
times?" 

"Not  very  old  times  either,"  said  Zor 
quietly ;  "  even  if  you  refer  to  the  commenc 
of  my  acquaintance  with  Mademoiselle  i\ 
kron.  We  were,  however,  not  talking  of 
times  and  the  fi^tes  at  Freilands,  as  you  p 
supposed,  but  of  America." 

"  America ! "  said  Margaret,  "  and  what 
America?" 

"  I  was  speaking  about  a  friend  of  mine  ' 
tiiere." 

"O,  I  know the  man  who  writes  so 

and  who  offered  to  purchase  land ;  what  he 
clearings  for  you?" 

Zomdorff  nodded  his  head. 

"  I  dread  the  arrival  of  those  letters  more 
I  can  tell  you,"  she  continued ;  "  they  mak 
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^  vesdesa  and  discontented.  I  cannot  imagine 
^orv^  tny  one  can  wish  to  go  to  America  who  has  a 
<)<xziifoitable  home  here ! " 

**  I  can,"  interposed  Julie.  "  Nothing  I  desire 
w  much  as  to  have  an  opportunity  of  seeing  the 
world ;  and  if  Count  ZomdorflF  will  let  me  know 
when  he  intends  to  set  out  on  his  travels,  I  shall 
te  most  happ7  to  accompany  him." 

*'  You  must  wait  until  the  funeral  service  has 

tft^n  read  for  me,"  said  Margaret,  putting  her  arm 

within  Zomdorff's,  and  clasping  her  hands  tightly 

^gether  in  a  manner  that  had  become  habitual  to 
her, 

**  0,  not  at  all — we  could  make  a  little  expedi- 
^^tx  to  the  back-woods  together,  and  then  return 
h^i^  and  tell  you  all  about  it." 

**  No,  no ;  he  shall  not  go  with  you,"  said  Mar- 
S^x^t,  forcing  a  smile,  and  trying  to  enter  into  the 
jest ;  "  I  would  rather  trust  him  to  Cyrilla." 

**  There  vxis  a  time  when  you  might  have 
"^^tight  differently,"  said  Julie,  nodding  her  head 
^tli  peculiar  archness ;  "  but  Count  Zomdorff 
^^Id  not  easily  persuade  her  to  go  to  the  back- 
Woods  of  America  with  him  7ww  .^" 

t-iike  all  great  talkers,  Julie  often  said  more  than 

^^  intended ;  but  though  it  is  not  to  be  supposed 

*a^  was  quite  unconscious  that  this  speech  might 

^^Ve  her   hearers   disagreeably,  she  was   by  no 

^cans  prepared  for  the  effect  which  it  instantly 
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produced.  Cyrilla  rose  from  her  lowly  scat, 
left  the  room  without  bestowing  even  a  paflong 
glance  on  any  of  them.  Margaret  hung  heavily 
on  Zoradorff^s  arm,  and  looked  up  into  his  free 
with  intense  anxiety ;  and  that  face,  though  the 
features  were  compelled  in  some  degree  to  assome 
an  appearance  of  composure,  exhibited  such  fierce 
internal  struggles,  that  Julie  found  it  difficult  to 
endure  the  glare  of  his  angry  eyes.  She  had  in- 
tended to  hint  in  a  playful  manner  what  she  fiimly 
believed  to  be  the  case — ^that  Cyrilla  no  longer 
cared  for  him  ;  but  nothing  was  further  from  her 
thoughts  than  to  rouse  his  ire,  as  she  so  evidently 
had  done.  She  stammered  some  excuses,  which 
were  received  coldly  enough  to  mortify  her ;  and 
then  she  began  a  voluble  explanation  of  her  words 
to  Margaret,  trying  to  remove  her  jealous  anxiety, 
and  to  extricate  herself  from  embarrassment  by  the 
contemptible  subterfuge  but  too  often  used  by 
women,  of  changing  and  misplacing  the  words  until 
they  bore  quite  another  meaning.  Provoked  «t 
finding  herself  unanswered,  she  at  length  shrugged 
her  shoulders  and  walked  away. 

"What  did  she  mean?"  asked  Margaret  in  « 
scarcely  audible  voice,  and  trembling  violently; 
"  I  saw  that  both  you  and  Cyrilla  understood  h», 
and  that  she  was  referring  to  something  that  1 
ought  to  have  heard  from  you — what  did  she 
mean  r 


. .  .1  remember Ah !  now  I  understand 

will    not   come   to  onr  house,   wliy  she 
especially  nic Why  did  you  not  tell 


ng  ago  ? 


'7 


ise  you  are  so  unreasonably  jealous  of 

^ of  everything  I  may  say." 

won't  be  jealous  if  you  tell  me  the  whole 

rff  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then  said: 

)iselle  d'Adlerkron  was  staying  with  her 

first  year  I  came  to  Exfort.     At  that 

know,  I  almost  lived  in  my  imcle's  house 

I  not  avoid  meeting  her  every  day " 

and  she  loved  you,"  cried  Margaret, 

"  tried,  perhaps,  to  alienate  your  heart 

never  heard  you  named,  and  was   not 
my  engagement  until  informed  of  it  by 


"  No,  no  ;  it  is  not  that bnt  wh; 

so  v<'ry  aiiQTj'  at  Julie's  rumark?" 

"  I  could  not  quite  patiently  endu 
wliioli,  though  aiti>areiitlj'  aimed  at  m 
upon  a  gentle  and  moat  innocent  womai 

"  And  are  you  quite  sure,  dear  Ed 
recollections  of  her  were  not  tiie  caose  o 
neglect  which  nearly  broke  my  heart 
marriage  ?" 

"  Anotlier  useless  jealous  question," 
dorff,  smiling  coldly, 

"  No,  no ;  I  am  not  jealooa." 

"  Prove  it,  then,  by  never  referring  1 
ject  again." 

There  was  eomethli^  so  uniuiuilly  ha 
his  tone  and  manner  as  he  pronounced  t 
that  he  eSectually  silenced  and  intin 
wife ;  but,  alas,  confirmed  all  her  i 
From  that  evening  her  sospidons  vigUa 
unremitting,  and  at  last  so  intolenb 
visibly  beG:an  to  chafe  at  it. 
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» loob !  She  no  longer  sought  Cyrilla's  society, 
to  whom  the  cessation  of  her  proffers  of  regard  and 
popetnal  invitations  seemed  rather  a  relief  than 
otherwise.  She  changed  the  hour  of  her  daily 
sleep  to  a  time  when  Zomdorff 's  business  compelled 
Urn  to  be  absent  from  home ;  and  the  two  hours 
which  he  had  once  called  his  were  no  longer  at  his 
^^K)8al.  It  was  absolutely  necessary  to  inform 
Cyrilla  of  this  change,  to  appoint  some  other  day, 
•ome  other  time,  for  the  interview  now  equally 
denied  by  both ;  and  for  this  purpose  he  once  more 
•ttddenly  appeared  at  the  well-known  door  of  his 
'Oicle's  study.  Great  was  his  annoyance  when  he 
heheld  his  wife  stretched  on  a  chaise  longtie  just 
^^pposite  him,  her  eyes  wandering  from  Mclanie 
^d  her  manuscripts  to  Cyrilla,  wlio  was  arranging 
•oine  drawings  in  a  portfolio.  He  saw  at  once 
^t  when  he  was  beyond  her  observation  slie  in- 
'^ded  to  watch  Cyrilla. 

He  sat  down  beside  Melanie,  and,  taking  up 
•^e  of  the  papers  strewed  on  the  table,  said  he 
^•me  to  apologize  for  not  having  yet  looked  them 
^^^ ;  but  he  would  read  her  last  poem  if  she  wished 
*' just  then,  as  he  had  a  few  minutes  to  spare. 

Always  eager  to  obtain  his  opinion  or  corrections, 
Melanie  handed  him  the  well-known  red  book,  and 
•toe  visiters  being  at  the  same  moment  announced, 
ie  walked  with  it  to  one  of  the  windows.  His  wife's 
(jyw  alone  pursued  him,  and  she  saw  that  before  he 
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had  had  time  to  read  even  the  yeiyshortestolpoeoSy 
his  pencil  began  to  move  quickly  over  the  tiny  pip; 
then,  although  Melanie  was  speaking  to  a  stiaBp 
who  had  but  lately  arrived  at  Exfort,  he  almost  m- 
temipted  her  to  place  the  book  in  her  hand,  whik 
observing :  "  I  have  made  a  change  which  I  hope 
will  not  be  disapproved." 

Melanie  nodded  her  head,  continued  speaking  tf 
she  leaned  back  in  her  chair,  played  carelessly  witk 
the  little  volume  until  ZomdorflF  had  left  the  tomb, 
and  then  threw  it  on  the  table  nearest  her. 

Margaret's  manner  had  latterly  been  so  intranqnl 
and  odd,  that  Cyrilla  could  not  help  watching  te 
with  a  mixture  of  uneasiness  and  wonder.  In  her 
eyes  and  movements  there  was  much  of  the  restleaa- 
ness  of  incipient  insanity,  which  her  words  and  ads , 
however  strangely  contradicted.  She  spoke  rati(»- 
ally,  and  less  of  herself  than  formerly,  made  giet^ 
exertions  to  go  out,  and,  though  she  looked  fatigued, 
seemed  painfully  alive  to  everything  passing  aroani 
lier.  The  presence  of  strangers  was  no  restraint; 
they  did  not  interest  her,  and  she  began  to  saunter 
about  the  room,  first  looking  at  Cyrilla's  drawings 
and  then  playing  with  the  flacons  and  vases  on  Ac 
different  tables.  As  the  visiters  rose  to  leave,  mi 
while  Melanie  was  standing  in  the  middle  of  the 
room,  saying  some  civil  parting  words,  CydU 
chanced  to  look  again  towards  Margaret :  she  tai 
ofxined  Melanie's  manuscript-book,  and  was  reading 


alannedy  that  Cyrilla  added,  with  a  smile  : 
I  is  no  great  harm  done;  but  as  it  contains 

[  iiiifinislicd  uncorrected  poems.  It  is  an  uu- 
tlilng  tliat  it   is  not  to  be  opened  ^vitllout 


n. 


not  know  ;  I  thought  when  Edouard  was 


»» 


A  in  the  habit  of  asking  his  advice  and  as- 
said  Cyrilla;  and  Melanie  unconsciously 
[  all  she  had  been  saying  by  thrusting  the 
her  pocket  the  moment  she  turned  round, 
rving,  with  a  smile  :  "  I  must  study  the 
3  at  my  leisure  ;  and  if  I  do  not  quite  ap- 
ti  may  tell  Edouard  to  prepare  for  a  long 

I  at  Freilands  to-morrow." 

II  not  forget  to  tell  him." 

meet  at  dinner  then,  of  course,"  said  Me- 


« 


but  not  this  evening  at  the  Rudharts. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 


"  Cyrilla,  I  regret  to  say  that  Edonard  canirt 
keep  his  appointment  with  you,"  said  Melanicfc 
next  morning,  as  she  entered  the  drawing-room  it, 
for  her,  an  unusually  early  hour.  "  I  assure  yoal 
should  this  time  have  been  ready  at  eleven  o'cloi, 
had  he  not  written  to  say  that  it  is  absolutely  D^ 
cessary  to  postpone  the  meeting  for  some  days." 

"  I  wish  I  had  known  it  yesterday  evening,"  «■• 
swered  Cyrilla,  in  a  tone  of  annoyance.  "  I  cooH 
not  sleep  during  the  night  from  mere  anticipiitiWj 
and  feel  now  so  tired  that  I  do  not  even  wish  to  go 
to  Freilands." 

"  But  it  IS  exactly  there  he  expects  to  see  yon  i» 
make  some  other  arrangement." 

"  Let  me  see  his  note,"  said  Cyrilla. 

"  There  is  no  note  ;  I  have  forbidden  any  ©<»* 
enclosures  to  Wilhelm,  as  he  always  seems  to  tlnBk 
I  ought  to  show  them  to  him  ;  and  when  Edooiw 
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one  of  his  servants^  Margaret  inyariably 
It  from  Vica^  and  either  asks  him  tiresome 
,  or  comes  here  to  me  for  information, 
liave  no  inclination  to  give  her." 
1  how  did  he  manage  to  let  you  know  ? '' 
erday,  instead  of  scanning  my  lines,  as 
►sed  doing,  he  wrote  a  few  words  under 

'  very  provoking,"  cried  Cyrilla,  quickly, 
ly  fear  that  Margaret  read  them  before  you 

)ssible !  she  knows  as  well  as  you  do  that 
:  is  not  to  be  opened  without  my  permis- 


opened  it,  nevertheless,  and  seemed  to 
that  Edouard's  permission   extended  to 

I  is  intolerable,"  cried  Melanie ;  "  her  jeal- 
kes  her  forget  the  commonest  rules  of  good 
I  dare  say  she  saw  him  writing,  and 
laps  made  her  wish  to  inspect  a  book  which 
jrto  been  totally  uninteresting  to  her ;  but 
ber  having  found  out  the  place  ;  for  had  she 
$e  words  we  should  inevitably  have  had  a 
^h  as  I  hope  you  may  never  be  obliged  to 

N"  quite  enough  that  one  night,"  began  Cy- 

bat  was  nothing;  she  had  been  so  long 


'riicy  w(Ti'  tVisteno-il  on  a  Kteel  tipriiig, 
llii-in  llii'  appearance  of  spurs ;  and  ilel 
laid  llioni  beside  Cyrilla,  beji^ed  lier  i 
on  and  dance  a  few  steps,  that  she  migl 
tinkle ;  but  Cyrilla  shook  her  head,  a 
looked  at  them.  It  waa  evident  that  t 
had  not  intermpted  her  train  of  tiioaghl 
served,  vith  a  eigh :  "  I  quite  dteai 
Freilands  and  seeing  Rupert,  as,  with 
parent  careIe«Bneas,  hie  memorj  is  ex 
this  very  day  the  three  months'  sileno 
on  him  is  at  an  end.  What  can  I  s 
asks  for  an  answer  which  I  am  not  in  tl 
pared  to  give?" 

"  Tell  him  you  have  had  no  opportonii 
ing  to  Edouard  alone." 

"  But  he  will  think  me  so  weak,  so 
to  have  insisted  on  an  interview.  O,  3 
me  what  I  ought  to  do  1"  she  ezclaime 
on  a  footstool  beside  her  sister's  chair,  i 
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me,  that  even  demanding  an  interview  with 

}  the  appearance  of  an  impropriety,  and  must 

\  secretly.   O,  how  I  hate  secrets  and  secrecy ; 

e  the  bane  of  my  life." 

nie  kissed  her  forehead,  while  she  murmured, 

la,  I  cannot  counsel  you  ;  there  is  too  much 

e — Margaret's  life,  Edouard's  honour,  and 

earthly  happiness ! " 

now,"  said  Cyrilla,  thoughtfully,  "  I  know 

ougJu  to  do,  and  I  believe  I  could  act  hon- 

',  and  resign  myself  to  a  calamity  caused 

icr  by  my  own  folly  ;  but to  make  Ru- 

BFer,  after  all  his  kindness  and  patience 

than  I  can  resolve  on.  Margaret  is  getting 
trong,  and  I  still  indulge  the  hope  that 
d  will  at  last  relent." 

u  labour  imder  a  strange  mistake  with  re- 
these  two  men,"  said  Melanie,  after  a  pause, 
e  had  time  and  opportunity  to  know  them 
bU,  and  our  near  relationship  and  extreme 
y  prevented  either  from  concealing  their 
ions  or  tempers  from  me.  Edouard's  pas- 
re  strong,  his  will  imbending.  After  what 
said  to  you,  I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt 
i  would  indeed  brave  disgrace,  imprison- 
leath  itself,  rather  than  resign  you.  Now, 
:  meaning  in  the  least  to  disparage  Rupert's 
[1,  which  is  undoubtedly  greater  for  you 
J  has  ever  felt  for  any  one  else,  I  may  assure 
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you  that  you  are  mistaken  if  you  think  his  Lapp^' 
ness  or  misery  is  in  your  keeping.  He  id  a  m*D 
of  unbounded  energy,  diversified  employmente,iDd 
cheerfiil  temper.  Love  is  with  him  an  additkw 
occupation — ^nothing  more ;  he  has  not  an  idea  rf 
passion  or  anything  resembling  it." 

"  So  much  the  better,"  cried  Cyrilla,  "  so  fflwi 
the  better.  I  have  had  enough  of  all  that— too 
much — it  terrifies  me  now,  and  that  is  the  reaaa 
why  I  dread  speaking  to  Edouard — I  fear  him." 

"  And  is  not  fear,  in  such  a  case,  preferable  to 
the  dull  contentment  produced  by  a  quiet  commoO' 
place  affection?" 

"  No!  oil,  no  !  "  cried  Cyrilla,  impetuously. 

"  We  never  shall  think  alike,"  observed  Melaafej 
resting  her  liead  on  the  back  of  her  chair,  and  look- 
ing at  the  ceiling,  "  never !  for  I  could  bear  any 
extent  of  tyranny,  provided  the  cause  wer&- 
love!" 

"  And  that  you  loved  tlie  tyrant,"  suggestoi 
Cyrilla. 

"  That's  it !  "  cried  Melanie.  "  You  have  ceaaed 
to  love,  ceased  to  care  for  Edouard,  just  when  I 
supposed  you  were  beginning  to  forgive,  and  betf 
your  wrongs  with  a  heroism  worthy  of  your  6- 
ther's  daughter !  That  Rupert  has  been  the  «» 
chosen " 

^'  I  suppose,"  said  Cyrilla,  interrupting  her,  whi* 
a  slight  blush  passed  across  her  features,  "  I  «?• 
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tt  consider  thai  worthy  of  my  mother  8 
?    Be  it  80.     I  have  seen  my  error,  and 
I  wish  Edouard  no  evil,  not  even  the 
ent  of  regret  for  what  he  has  done.     And 
Qtinned  indifferent  to  all  others,  it  is  very 
my  resignation  might  have  assumed  the 
ice  of  heroism,  and  been   much   admired 
;   for  I  confess,"  she  added,  rising,  and 
her  face  from  her  sister,  "  I  have  only  be- 
are  of  all  the  horrors  of  my  position  since 
considered  it  my  duty  to  combat  and  con- 
increasing  interest  and  regard  I  feel  for 

e  still  speaking,  Rupert  himself  was  an- 
,  and  immediately  afterwards  entered  the 


r,  Melanie,  what  did  you  mean  by  sending 
I  you  would  drive  out  to  Freilands  with  the 
it,  instead  of  spending  the  day  there,  as 
nised  me  ?  I  supposed  you  must  have  had 
ry  important  engagement,  and  here  I  find 
ng  as  unconcernedly  as  if  you  had  not  dis- 
d  me  in  the  most  outrageous  manner." 
le  loss  of  our  society  for  a  few  hours  be  such 
ointment,"  said  Melanie,  smiling,  "what  will 
the  certainty  of  enjoying  it  permanently 
lole  month  ?  The  continuance  of  the  fine 
has  overcome  all  Wilh elm's  scruples,  and 
e  only  to  let  us   know  when  your  leave 

0  2 
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of  absence  commencesy  and  we  remoYe  to  Fni- 
lands." 

"  Let  me  write  about  it  this  Toy  momcait, 
cried  Rupert,  beginning  to  draw  the  writing  ntfto- 
rials  towards  him.  "  I  must  confess  it  is  niff 
unreasonable  asking  for  leave  so  soon  again,  ktit 
will  not  be  refused,  as  it  is  pretty  generaUj  known 
that  I  shall  leave  altogether  in  a  few  months." 

"  Have  you  quite  resolved  on  doing  so?"  asked 
Melanie. 

"  Quite :  Cyrilla  wishes  it,"  he  answered,  legin* 
ning  to  write. 

A  short  pantomime  was  now  performed  Wioi 
his  chair.  Melanie  seemed  disposed  to  give  CjtS» 
an  opportunitty  of  explaining,  which  the  latter  d^ 
clined  with  piteous  looks  and  shakes  of  thehea^! 
and,  when  the  letter  was  put  in  an  envelope  and 
sealed,  they  both  agreed,  without  hesitation,  to  g'^ 
at  once  with  him  to  Freilands. 

"  Your  coming  so  soon  to  stay  with  me  will  be* 
pleasant  surprise  for  Virginic,"  observed  Bupc^ 
as  they  passed  from  the  pavement  of  the  towB 
to  the  smooth  road  beyond  the  fortificatioBS' 
"  The  cabbage-garden  has  begun  to  disagree  ti* 
little  Alphonse,  and  she  asked  me  yesterday^ 
allow  her  to  take  him  to  Freilands  for  a  few  weeU 
I  was  of  course  delighted,  wondered  she  had  not 
thought  of  it  before,  and  naturally  concluding  »* 
meant  to  accompany  him,  begged  she  would  rf 
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we  tkere  witiiout  delay.  All  at  once  she  thought 
necessaiy  to  look  prodigiously  prudish  and  pro- 
r,  and  said  it  would  be  quite  impossible  for  her 
reside  in  my  house  until  you  were  established 
ere." 

"  I  think  «he  was  quite  right,"  said  Cyrilla, 
ickly ;  "  it  would  have  had  a  very  odd  appear- 

ICC." 

"  Would  it?"  said  Rupert,  laughing ;  "  I  thought 
idows  with  children  might  do  all  those  sort  of 
tings  with  impunity,  and  never  for  a  moment 
Jubted  that  she  intended  to  go  to  Freilands  with 
er  child.  As  she  is  now  experienced  enough  to 
now  what  she  may  or  may  not  do,  1  did  not 
d  in  the  least  disposed  to  raise  any  objection  to 
^  arrangement  that  would  make  the  house  look 
habited,  and  give  me  an  agreeable  companion 
kenever  I  had  time  to  go  there." 
"  0,  I  dare  say  not ;  men  seldom  have  any  ob- 
"Ction  to  such  arrangements,"  said  Cyrilla,  a  little 
stulantly. 

**  When  I  was  very  young,"  continued  Rupert, 
I  was  rather  unnecessarily  scrupulous  in  such 
ttters,  especially  with  the  Lindesmars,  perhaps 
scanse  their  father  was  so  careless  about  them, 
Jd  their  mother  so  singularly  intriguing.  I  am 
ay  glad  she  is  likely  to  remain  at  Amboise,  where 
e  can  use  her  talents  in  carefully  watching  the 
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remnant  of  property  which  she  hopes  hers 
may  yet  inherit  from  the  old  Maiqnis." 

As  they  passed  the  gardener's  gate,  thq 
of  Bupert's  jfetwyon*  drawn  np  before  it,  ai 
time  after  they  met  one  of  his  carriages  bei 
in  the  same  direction. 

"  Is  that  for  Virginie?"  asked  Melanie 

"  Yes,  I  have  promised  either  to  send  f( 
her  myself  to  Freilands  every  day  to  see  -^ 
she  could  not  bear  complete  separation  £ 
yon  know." 

"  But  surely,"  observed  Cyrilla, "  Adrie 
take  her  there  just  as  well  as  you?" 

"  Bellegarde  is  not  particularly  obligi 
his  horses — ^brothers-in-law  seldom  are," 
pert;  "it  is  only  cousins  and  friends  ^ 
themselves  to  be  made  use  of  in  that  way 

"  You  allow  yourself  to  be  made  use  of 
remarkable  manner,"  observed  Cryilla  ^ 
pique. 

Rupert  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  pb 
his  whip. 

"Every  one,"  she  continued  with  h 
colour,  "  every  one  agrees  in  thinking  tha 
ought  to  go  t9  her  father-in-law,  now  t 
willing  to  receive  her ;  the  evident  interc 
child  ought  to  induce  her,  no  matter  how 
she  may  feel  to  leave  her  own  fam 
Exfort." 
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i  turned  suddenly  round,  half-smiled,  seem- 

3d  to  speak,  changed  his  mind,  and  drove 

ince. 

I  afraid,"  whispered  Melanie,  "  he  thinks 

tie — jealous." 

I  started,  and  was  about  to  disclaim,  when 

I  conviction  of  the  truth  of  the  remark 

cross  her  mind.     It  was  but  too  true,  for 

time  in  her  life  she  was  actually  jealous ; 

i  right  had  she  to  be  so  ?  None — less  than 

e  very  idea  was  a  mental  crime.      She 

ick,  silent  and  ashamed,  and,  on  arriving 

nds,  endeavoured  to  escape  alone  to  the 

upert  ran  after  her,  exclaiming,  "  Cyrilla, 

k,  I  have  something  to  tell  you ! " 

ow  what  you  mean,"  she  answered,  when 

her :  "  it  was  an  absurd  weakness  on  mv 
ending  not  to  remember." 
ou  knew  all  the  time,  and  I  intended  you 
surprised !    The  President  must  have  per- 

betrayed  the  trust  I  placed  in  him ;  he 
>nly  one  to  whom  I  thought  it  necessary 
n. 

President!  oh,  Rupert,  how  could  you..." 
f  you  see,  he  has  a  better  opinion  of  me 
►erhaps  deserve ;  so  I  did  not  choose  him 
a  few  weeks  to  believe  any  of  the  absurd 
bout  Madame  Vinci,  which  you  of  course 
•d,  but  did  not  condescend  to  care  about ; 
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however,  come  with  me  now,  and  don't  look  m  i£ 
you  were  annoyed  at  my  having  pmchafled  Sdm^ 
and  having  had  him  trained  for  yon." 

"  For  me  ! " 

"  For  you,  and  for  no  one  else." 

"  Dear  Rupert — ^but  you  know  I  cannot  ride!*' 

^^  I  flatter  myself  I  can  teach  you  as  well  as  an  V 
riding-master  now — if  not,  I  have  spent  somehooTS 
very  unprofitably  in  the  circus." 

"  Dearest  Rupert,  how  can  I  thank  you  sofi* 
ciently — 1  should  like  so  much  to  learn  to  ride,  i^ 
you  think  I  have  courage — but — ^I  cannot  accep* 
the  horse ;  indeed  I  cannot,  it  would  create  quite  • 
sensation  among  our  friends,  and  might  give  rise  "to 
all  sorts  of  reports." 

"  I  hope  we  shall  care  very  little  about  that  in  * 
short  time,"  answered  Rupert ;  and  then  he  huirie^ 
forward  to  receive  a  crowd  of  guests  who  had  ju^ 
arrived.  They  were  all  in  good  spirits,  and  full  o* 
expectations  of  pleasure,  for  a  dinner  at  Freiland^ 
was  invariably  gay,  their  host's  happy  temped 
seeming  for  the  time  to  reflect  itself  on  all  in  ki^ 
vicinity. 

The  day  was  warm,  and  dancing  being  part  o* 
the  proposed  evening  amusements,  the  company 
preferred  lounging  about  in  groups  under  the  trees 
nearest  the  house,  or  sitting  on  the  balcony,  to  th^ 
usual  excursions  in  the  park.     Selim,  the  beautifal 
Arab  intended  for  Cyrilla,  was  returning  from  1*- 
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scnraifled,  just  as  some  o£Eicers  of  Bupert^s  regi- 
^  lode  up  the  aTenue,  and  they  simultaneously 
'^  up  to  inspect  and  admire  him.  As  Cyrilla 
Eupert  approached^  the  groom  could  not  resist 

temptation  to  exhibit  some  of  the   animal's 
iriplishments,  and  then  all  the  company  gath- 

iround  them,  and  Klemmhein  declared  it  would 
^pital  fim  if  Adlerkron  were  to  represent  the 
ci,  and  favour  them  with  a  performance.  Every 
a.pplauded,  the  groom  dismounted,  and  Rupert 
l^ting  into  the  saddle,  rode  into  the  lawn. 
Nothing  could  be  more  perfect  than  the  motions 
K>th  horse  and  rider;  but  while  some  of  the 
-tators,  with  folded  arms  and  eager  glances,  fol- 
^  every  gesture,  fully  understanding  and  ap- 
-iating  all  the  niceties  of  his  horsemanship,  there 
&  others,  whose  ignorance  on  the  subject  verged 
that  of  the  assembled  yoimg  ladies,  whose  ad- 
Mion  wavered  from  the  long  flowing  mane  of 
Ixorse  to  the  bright  face  and  shining  curls  of  the 
*• — from  the  arched  neck  of  the  one,  to  the 
ille  form  of  the  other,  unconscious  of  the  train- 
f  practice,  and  art  necessary  to  produce  motions 
t  appeared  so  natural  and  easy.  Among  the 
oiant,  we  may  place  the  greater  number  of 
^^ueratists;  and  at  their  head  his  excellency 
tot  Falkenstein,  who,  arriving  during  the  per- 
liuince,  looked  on  with  the  rest,  scarcely  perceiv- 
g  the  instantaneous  obedience  of  the  noble  ani- 
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mal  to  the  almost  imperceptible  signs  given  Ub, 
but  greatly  pleased  with  the  suoceeding  spnop 
over  bars  and  portable  gates^  and  delighted  wto 
Selim  began  to  draw  his  legs  together,  after  4c 
manner  of  a  chamois  on  a  ledge  of  rock,  and  then 
stretch  them  out  to  their  fullest  extent ;  but  wbcB 
he  alternately,  slowly,  and  majestically  raised  wd 
extended  his  forelegs,  or  lifted  those  on  the  same 
side  together,  dancing  as  if  in  the  circus,  the  female 
part  of  the   spectators   clapped   their  hands  and 
advanced  to  pat   his  neck,  play  with  his  mane, 
and  kiss  his  nose ! 

"  I  never  was  a  rider,"  said  the  President  to 
Rupert,  "  and  know  nothing  of  the  art,  yet  I  can 
imagine  it  very  pleasant  having  the  four  legs  of  gnch 
an  animal  at  one's  command ;  but,"  he  added,  with 
a  smile,  "  you  ought  to  have  had  a  side-saddle  and 
a  cloak  as  drapery,  to  show  how  well  he  can  cany 
a  lady!" 

"Is  he  intended  for  a  lady?"  asked  Julie  4c 
Lindesmar ;  "  perhaps  for  the  future  Baroneas 
Adlerkron?" 

The  President  and  Rupert  looked  towarto 
Cyrilla,  who  turned  away  and  pretended  not  ^ 
have  heard. 

"  What  Selim's  ultimate  destination  may  H 
ob^^e^ved  Rupert,  as  he  alighted,  "  I  do  not  kno^! 
for  this  summer  I  have  placed  him  at  my  consM* 
Cyrilla's  disposition." 
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^  0  Jbow  I  wish  I  had  such  a  cousin! ''  exclaimed 
lie;  '^  how  I  should  adore  him  I '' 
"  My  cousin  only  just  likes  me  well  enough  to 
ie  use  of — ^my  horse,"  said  Rupert,  smiling ; 
1  then  turning  to  Klemmhein  and  Captain 
auffen,  he  asked  them  if  they  felt  inclined  for  a 
me  of  "  chalked  gloves." 

"And  may  I  ask  what  that  may  be?"  inter- 
sed  the  President ;  "  the  name  is  not  very  sug- 
stive." 

"  It  is  a  sort  of  joust  which  we  learned  from  the 
uestrian  troop  who  have  just  left  Exfort,"  replied 
ttpert.  "The  combatants  run  against  or  chase 
ch  other  on  horseback  within  a  limited  space ;  the 
'^  a  dark-coloured  coat ;  the  only  weapon  a  well 
*lked  chamois  glove.  To  bestow  the  mark  of  a 
Ute  hand  on  the  left  shoulder  of  one's  opponents, 
^  avoid  receiving  the  same  oneself,  must  be  the 
^  of  three  riders — whoever  escapes  unmarked,  has 
^^ ;  but  we  adjudge  the  prize  to  whoever  man- 
^  to  avoid  the  mark  the  longest,  as  the  two  who 
^c  lost  naturally  make  common  cause  against  the 
^er,  and  very  good  riding  is  necessary  to  evade 
*  double  pursuit  if  only  for  live  or  six  minutes. 
*^  game  amused  us  greatly  last  week ;  but  whether 
^ot  Klemmhein  will  choose  to  be  chalked  before 

many  bright  eyes  as  will  now  look  on 1 

W>w  not." 

"  I  have  no  objection  to  take  my  chance,"  said 
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Klemmhein ;  ^'  but  the  enclosme  must  be  bsger  dia& 
last  time, — I  will  not  manoeuyre  in  so  Bmall  a  qpicc 
again." 

"  And  I,"  interposed  Stanffen^  "  decline  giving 
Adlerkron  the  advantage  of  such  a  horse  as  Sdim 
— he  must  not  be  better  mounted  than  we  shaflbe.'^ 

"  All  fair,"  said  Rupert;  "  Selim  did  give  mcthe 
victory  last  time — I  will  take  Dr  Faust  to-day — 
have  you  any  objection  to  him?" 

"  Decidedly,  he  is  scarcely  inferior  to  Sclim,  if 
it  were  not  for  the  chance  of  his  getting  impatient 
and  leaping  the  barriers." 

"  Well,  well,"  cried  Rupert,  laughmg,  "  1«* 
Klemmhein  order  out  the  movable  fence,  and  gi^* 
whatever  directions  he  pleases  about  the  enclosing  3 
and  do  you  choose  my  horse,  while  I  go  to  receiv^ 
the  last  of  my  guests." 

It  was  Zomdorff's  faultless  equipage  which  y^^ 
then  appeared  in  the  distance,  advancing  so  rapid*^ 
that  Rupert  had  but  just  time  to  reach  the  portic"^ 
before  it  drew  up,  with  that  suddenness  which  «f^^ 
pears  so  correct  in  a  town,  so  unnecessary  in  ^^ 
country.     A  footman  and  chasseur  sprang  to  tb^ 
ground,  and  the  latter,  in  his  green  braided  ooa^ 
silver  belt,  cocked  hat  and  waving  green  feather^ 
peered  into  the  carriage  after  Zomdorff  had  i^ 
scended  from  it,  with  an  expression  of  grave  atteH' 
tion  on  his  wondrously  bearded  countenance,  vm^ 
assisting  as  much  as  he  could  the  movements  of  tn^ 
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lady  who  still  remained  in  it,  and  who,  after 
emoval  of  a  footstool  and  various  air-cushions, 
tngth  made  her  appearance.  Magnificently 
ed  in  pink  brocaded  silk,  her  dark  hair  con- 

hy  bands  of  costly  pearls,  the  paleness  of  her 
res  ameliorated  by  the  reflection  from  her  own 
y  and  the  bright  colours  that  fell  on  her  from 
surge  painted  glass  window  which  lighted  the 
iase  where  it  branched  off  to  the  right  and 
— her  appearance  was  striking,  picturesque, 
St  beautiful ;  and  Rupert,  in  his  peculiarly  sin- 
manner,  without  a  moment's  hesitation,  told 
io;  she  looked  back  to  Zomdorff,  who  was 
Bving  them,  and  smiled. 

Being  imprisoned  in  a  carriage,  with  all  the 
lows  up,  on  such  a  day,"  he  observed,  with  a 

of  weariness,    "  may  give  you  a  becoming 
,  but  it  has  almost  stifled  me." 
I  hope,"  said  Rupert,  hurrying  her  forward, 
lope  you  are  not  afraid  to  venture  on  the  bal- 

;  we  intend  before  dinner  to  ride  a  game  of 

ted  gloves but  it  will  not  last  long." 

Have  we  mistaken  the  hour  ?  are  we  too  early  ?  " 
By  no  means — I  shall  request  the  President 
to  give  us  more  than  ten  minutes ;  the  moment 
aises  a  flag  the  game  will  end.  We  shall  be 
"mously  flattered  if  you  will  look  at  us,  even 
I  a  window,"  he  added,  on  perceiving  that  she 
t  towards  the  end  room,  usually  occupied  by 
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Melanie.     He  rolled  what  he  supposed  to  be  the 
most  comfortable  chair  towards  her,  murmured    ^ 
few  words  of  ajwlogy,  and  passing  through  theoih-^T 
rooms,  was  followed  to  the  lawn  by  all  th«^  wli<) 

'  ml 

had  previously  taken  their  jx)st  in  the  Ixilconv. 

'' Margaret,  have  you  any  objection  to  my  ope  xx- 
ing  the  window?"  asked  Zonidorff. 

*'  0  no,  not  the  least,"  she  answered  eagerlj*' 
fearin?  that  tlie  slightest  demur  miirht  Ix*  iwed  si.< 
an  excuse  to  lea^'e  her.     He  threw  it  wide  operi. 
lr&:!t*i  •■uT.  and  watcht-^l  the  busy  scene  beneatJ 
LiE.  T^iii  i^  inim-'vaVIe  comiy^suie,  partly,  perhaps^, 
fcij^i-nsri  r*  w  :l-r  !>'c?^"i:Ti5ncS5  that  she  was  as 

"     ^T"  r  •       ■    -  ♦■     ^      ■■  -  ^*« 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

DER  Elemmhein's  directions  a  tolerably  large 
ie  was  enclosed,  and  the  spectators  retired  to  a 
Qp  of  oaks,  and  seated  themselves  on  garden- 
ia, camp-stools,  and  benches;  crowds  of  ser- 
ts,  under  pretence  of  assisting,  hurried  to  and 

The  officers,  whose  arrival  had  been  the  in- 
ive  to  all  these  proceedings,  again  mounted,  and 
^  up  their  stations  at  different  parts  of  the  barriers ; 
President  advanced,  his  eyes  fixed  intently  on 
'Cratch,  and  followed  by  a  servant  carrying  a 
ed  flag,  and  at  the  same  moment  three  horses 
e  led  forward.     Rupert,  Kleramhein,  and  Stauf- 

after  exchanging  some  gestures  of  mock  de- 
ce,  advanced  to  meet  them;  laughingly,  but 
ii  unusual  attention,  they  examined  girths,  bit, 
i  bridle,  drew  on  their  gloves,  vaulted  lightly 
>  their  saddles,  and  extended  their  right  hands 
be  chalked.     Rupert  could  not  resist  the  temp- 


310  CYRILLA. 

tation  to  try  his  on  the  shoulder  of  the  groom,  wlo 
had  evidently  bestowed  a  double  quantity  on  Us 
master's  glove,  with  the  laudable  intention  of  mak- 
ing his  victory  notorious :  nothing  could  be  mow 
perfect  than  the  impression  of  the  sprawling  hand; 
nothing  more  exhilarating  than  the  shout  of  laughter 
that  followed. 

The  President  gave  the  signal,  and  they  all 
pressed  eagerly  forward:  even  in  doing  so,  tbeie 
was  something  characteristic  in  their  manner. 
Klemmhein  was  daring  and  thoughtless,  Enpert 
agile  and  dexterous,  Stauffen  steady  and  waiy;and 
tliese  qualities  they  exhibited  imremittingly  as  they 
cliased  each  other  round  the  enclosed  space,  endea- 
vouring to  keep  close  to  the  fence,  where  the  left 
shoulders  were  safe  from  their  opponents,  and  their 
right  hands  ready  to  descend  should  opportunity 
offer.  Unceasing  were  the  impetuous  charges  made 
by  Klemmhein  to  obtain  this  envied  position,  but 
Stauffen's  horse  invariably  reared  to  save  his  rider 
from  the  intended  blow;  and  Rupert  not  unfte- 
qucntly  threw  himself  completely  on  the  other  side 
of  his,  and  laughed  merrily  as  Klemmhein's  hand 
waved  violently  and  fruitlessly  in  the  air  above 
him.  One  or  two  narrow  escapes  at  length  made 
Rupert  in  earnest  and  Stauffen  determined ;  uncon- 
sciously they  made  common  cause  against  their  im- 
petuous adversary,  and  after  the  following  encounter 
Klemmhein  bore  tlie  mark  of  defeat  on  his  jacket ; 
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adered  desperate  bjliaying  nothing  more  to  lose^ 
i  dashed  after  Stanffen,  who,  in  his  endeayoars  to 
cape  him,  received  the  dreaded  mark  from  Rupert, 
bile  passing  him  in  full  career.  From  that  mom- 
ent the  interest  of  the  spectators  increased  visibly ; 
ey  pressed  towards  the  barriers,  and  unreservedly 
tstowed  all  their  anxiety  on  Rupert,  who,  hotly 
LTBued  by  adversaries  who  had  nothing  to  fear 
>in  him,  was  obliged  to  make  use  of  all  his  art 
id  activity  to  escape ;  he  turned  so  offcn  and  so 
ddenly,  forced  his  horse  to  such  violent  springs 
at  he  was  for  some  time  unapproachable ;  and  at 
agth,  when  hemmed  in  completely,  and  just  as 
ery  one  supposed  all  lost,  he  threw  himself  flat 
t  his  back,  and  once  more  laughed  as  the  liands 
3^ved  harmlessly  over  his  head.  How  much  longer 
'  could  have  evaded  his  pursuers  it  is  hard  to  say ; 
ey  were  again  forcing  him  to  perform  the  most 
^traordinaiy  manoeuvres,  when  the  President  gave 
^  signal  to  unfurl  the  flag,  and  declared  Rupert 
ctor. 

-As  they  all  walked  together  towards  the  house, 
ficussing  what  Malenie  called  their  modem  tour- 
^Hient,  Klemmhein  observed,  "  You  see,  Stauflen, 
^«  horse  makes  no  difierence,  you  might  as  well 
*ve  let  Adlerkron  have  had  Faust." 

''I  suppose  so,"  said  Stauffen,  "  he  has  so  many 
Afferent  ways  of  riding  that  I  don't  intend  to  enter 
he  lists  with  him  again,  if  I  can  help  it." 
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"  I  must  acknowledge,"  said  the  Preffldent,  "thit 
the  joust  was  inteicsting,  veiy  much  so  bdeed,  lod 
if  we  had  had  time,  I  should  have  had  no  olgtt* 
tion  to  witness  another  bout.  I  dare  say  there  are 
others  in  this  far-famed  regiment  who  would  h*n 
been  equally  willing  to  exliibit  their  skill  in  bom- 
manship. " 

^'  I  don't  think  we  could  easily  find  three  nun 
such  riders/'  observed  one  of  the  officers,  laaghn^ 

"  It  would  be  better,"  said  Count  Lindesmir, 
^^  and  a  vast  deal  more  chivalrous,  were  we  to  ptf 
on  armour  and  break  a  lance,  as  our  anceston  dil 
before  us.  Could  not  we  get  up  a  tournament  or 
carousal  here,  and  send  to  Windliorst  for  a  cartload 
of  armour." 

"  I  like  the  idea,"  said  Rupert,  "  and  beg  TOU 
will  remind  me  of  it  some  time  hence ;  for  the  pre- 
sent, I  want  to  engage  you  all  for  my  theatre,  which 
has  been  fitted  up  according  to  ZomdorflTs  pto» 
and  is  really  very  pretty." 

The  President  seemed  to  dread  a  discussion  about 
the  theatre,  and  not  without  reason,  for  Rupert  was 
instantly  surrounded  and  overwhelmed  with  (p^ 
tions. 

"  Um a your  chef  will  not  be  satijjfied  if 

you  are  not  punctual,"  he  observed,  drawing  forth 

the  watch  so  hated  by  Melanie ;  "and a 

I  suppose  you  will  think  it  nccessarj"  to  chai^ 
your  dress,  and " 
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'  ^  I  should  think  so,"  replied  Rupert,  langhing  as 
ie  iprang  up  the  steps,  and  entered  the  house  with 
08  companions,  whose  toilets  had  become  disor- 
lered. 
The  President  paced  the  balcony,  his  hands 
usped  on  his  back,  and  exchanging  occasionally  a 
^  words  with  Melanie  and  her  companions.  Zom- 
oiff  had  closed  the  window,  out  of  which  his  wife 
<hr  listlessly  gazed,  silent  and  abstracted,  until 
HMed  by  Virginie's  approaching  her,  and  saying, 
I  have  followed  the  advice  of  my  friends,  and  put 
We  my  mourning." 

"For  friends,  read  Rupert,"  whispered  Zom- 
wff ;  "  I  suppose  he  likes  red,  or  pink,  or  what- 
trthe  colour  of  your  dress  is  called." 
"I don't  know,"  she  answered  in  a  low  voice; 
Vat  he  dislikes  black,  and  why  should  I  wear  it 
^J  longer  ?     I  believe  he  prefers  white  to  any  co- 

•or,  a  dress  like like  that,^^  she  added,  point- 

ig  to  the  long  glass,  which  it  may  be  remembered 
^  been  placed  by  the  upholsterer  opposite  the 
Norway,  to  prolong  the  vista  of  the  suite  of  rooms. 
*  it  they  now  saw  Cyrilla  issuing  from  the  cor- 
^nding  apartment  at  the  other  side  of  the 
Hiae.  Rupert  was  beside  her,  and  apparently 
■Baking  eagerly,  for  his  head  was  bent  down,  and 
C  seemed  to  listen  gravely  and  attentively,  though 
t  still  continued  to  walk  on  through  the  inter- 
Bing  rooms :  suddenly  he  stopped,  took  her  hand, 

roL.  II.  p 
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and  endeayonred  to  place  a  ring  on  one  of  kr 

fingers Zomdoiff,  who  had  retired  with  V!^ 

^nie  as  much  aside  as  was  compatible  with  t  viet 
of  both  figures  in  the  glass,  now  started  forwiiJ, 
and  uttered  a  smothered  exclamation,  which  attract- 
ed his  wife's  attention  ;  she  followed  the  diiectiflB 
of  his  eyes,  and  with  him  (in  the  glass)  distinct^ 
saw  Cyrilla's  hurried  agitated  reftisal  of  the  ringj 
notwithstanding  her  cousin's  evident  expostolatioitf) 
— saw  her  also  turn  quickly  back  into  the  mwk- 
room,  while  Rupert  slowly  and  thooghtfrilly  it 
vauced  towards  those  who  now  began  to  enter  tie 
large  drawing-room  from  both  doors  and  balcony. 

"  I  wish,  Madam,"  observed  ZomdorflF  to^ff- 
ginie,  in  a  low  voice,  "  I  wish  for  your  sake  k 
liad  offered  any  bauble  ratlier  than  a  ring — ^however, 
this  second  refusal  must  be  conclusive,  I  shonlfl 
think." 

^^  There  is  some  strange  confusion  here/'  ^ 
Margaret,  drawing  Virginie  towards  her;  *^^ 
thought  it  was  you  he  preferred." 

"  /  have  had  no  reason  to  think  so,"  replied  Vr 
ginie,  turning  away. 

"  It  is  extremely  foolish  of  Cyrilla  to  refose  hiiBj 
continued  IMargaret,  with  unusual  animation;   ^ 
wish  I  knew  her  well  enough  to  tell  her  so ;  bo^  ^ 
can  speak  to  our  aimt  Melanie,  who " 

"  I  request,  Margaret,  you  will  not  interfere  m 
any  thing  tliat  so  little  concerns  you,"  said  Zom- 
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orf^  eoldlj.  "  This  glass  has  betrayed  a  secret 
Inch  we  should  certainly  never  have  been  told ; 
»e  leas  we  speak  about  it  the  better — in  fact,  we 
B^t  to  try  and  forget  it  altogether." 
"Can  you  forget  it  so  easily  ?"  she  asked,  with 
lore  meaning  than  he  quite  liked ;  and  as  Virgi- 
ie  left  the  room,  she  added,  "  Do  you  not  more 
»n  suspect  that  recollections  of  you  have  made 
tt  act  so  unwisely  ?" 

'*  I  leave  such  surmises  to  you,  Margaret,"  re- 
lied ZomdorfT,  turning  away  to  hide  the  flush  of 
msciousness  that  he  felt  spreading  over  his  ooun- 
oance. 
"I  could  pity,  if  I  did  not  fear  her,"  said  Mar- 

ttet    "  Tell  me did  she love  you  as  I  did 

•...and  do?" 

"  No,  Margaret,  she  never  fainted — or  even  cried 

T  me." 

"  Then,  after  all,  perhaps  it  was  merely  a  pass- 

•g  admiration  on  her  part But  Julie  says,  it 

*8  supposed  she  refused  her  cousin  three  years 

{0  on  your  account,  and  that  you " 

^  So,"  said  Zomdorff,  inteiTuj>ting  her,  "  so  you 

^ve  been  making  inquiries?" 

^  But  no  one  seems  to  know  any  thing ;  and  it  is 

«  mystery  that  makes  me  uneasy.     O,  Edouard, 

yofu  would  only  tell  me  the  whole  truth — every 

ing  without  reserve ! " 

^It  would  be  a  great  satisfaction  to  you,"  he 
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said,  ironically,  ^^  to  have  some  one— or  Mnie  Htf 
to  complain  of  besides  your  nerves !  Whit  moR 
have  I  to  tell  you? — ^that  dufing  the  three  monAi 
that  Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkrou  has  been  in  St- 
fort  I  have  spoken  to  her  twice — once  inonrhove^ 
and  once  at  my  uncle's  ?" 

^^  And  where  will  you  speak  to  her  for  Ae  tUri 
time  ?"  asked  Margaret,  quickly. 

"  Here,  if  opportunity  ofiFer,"  replied  Zoftiyk^ 
so  unhesitatingly,  that  what  she  knew  to  betk 
blunt  truthfulness  of  his  answer  completely  €0i- 
founded  her. 

The  gay  dinner  was  a  painful  exertion  to  her- 
and  to  Cyrilla.  ZomdorffwaB  unusually  gaj;^ 
even  appeared  wonderfully  interested  abont  Bfr 
pert's  theatre,  and  joined  the  President  in  dificnfr 
ing  its  capabilities.  With  all  the  versatility  of  <>" 
lent  usually  exhibited  by  amateur  performers,  VDff^ 
of  the  company  declared  their  willingness  to  tsk* 
parts,  whether  in  tragedy,  comedy,  or  ope»;* 
short,  it  at  last  became  evident  that,  among  ^ 
histrionic  geniuses,  suTwrdinate  characters  mufit  b 
altogether  disjxjnsed  with, "  if,"  as  Kupert  obecftd 
with  perfectly  serious  intentions, — "  if  it  wcflH 
not  be  a  famous  good  plan  to  get  a  cargo  of  8«i 
understrappers  from  one  of  the  theatres  in  Berlin! 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  Rupert  made  «• 
veral  bungling  attempts  to  arrange  a  t^te^-te^  ^ 
tween  Cyrilla  and  ZomdorfF;  but  either  Jnlicc^ 
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t  firastrated  all  his  efforts,  and  at  last  he 
i  case  up  as  hopeless,  and  proposed  the 
mce.  Then  it  was  discovered  that  Major 
.  haying  gone  to  his  father  to  make  arrange- 
yoat  his  marriage,  his  betrothed  had  no 
and  it  became  necessary  to  press  Zom- 
)  the  service.  He  was  absently  studying  the 
on  the  ceiling  when  Bupert  laconically  in- 
im,  that  '^  they  wanted  a  man." 
e  my  uncle,"  he  answered ;  "  in  your  house 
s  seems  to  grow  twenty  years  yoimger,  and 
everything  that  is  going  on." 
is  very  good-natured,  certainly,"  said  Ru- 
ut  this  dance  is  quite  beyond  his  powers, 
mow  your  indolent  propensities,  and  would 
you  if  we  could  help  it ;  but,  as  we  have 
X)  let  you  choose  your  partner,  you  can 
refuse,  I  think." 

ippose  not,"  said  Zonidorff,  slowly  rising, 
'ou  let  me  have Mademoiselle  d'Adler- 


;  Lindesmar,  with  whom  she  was  to  have 
resigned  her  with  some  affected  but  a  great 
re  real  reluctance. 

ever  Zomdorff  did  he  did  well ;  and  those 
iposed  he  required  to  learn  a  dance  he  had 
hree  times  attentively  observed,  were  mis- 
But  he  had  a  habit  of  listening  with  mock 
3  to  any  one  who  was  disiKjsed  to  give  him 
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instniction,  no  matter  on  what  sabject ;  and  now, 
with  the  greatest  composure^  fixing  his  eyes  on 
Count  Lindesmar,  let  him  explain  the  figure  and 
caper  before  him,  while  he  himself  neither  moni 
muscle  of  face  or  foot. 

Margaret's  eyes  followed  every  turn,  every  mof^ 
ment ;  and  when  the  music  ceased,  and  Zomixd 
again  sat  down  beside  her,  and,  leaning  back  in  to 
chair,  once  more  began  the  interrupted  contemplir 
tion  of  the  ceiling,  she  turned  to  him  with  a  mixtnR 
of  surprise  and  annoyance,  and  said,  "  I  w»fl  not 
aware  that  dancing  was  one  of  your  accompluk' 
ments ! " 

"  It  happens  to  be  one  of  the  very  few  I  eveia^ 
quired,"  he  replied. 

"  You  never  danced  with  me." 

"  1  believe  we  were  never  together  in  society  hbdI 
after  our  marriage,  when  people  generally  cease  to 
dance  with  each  other.  In  a  small  circle  of  tto 
kind,  however,  that  should  be  no  impediment ;  f^ 
if  you  feel  in  the  least  inclined  just  now  to  join  tW 
mazurka,  I " 

"  You  know  that  was  not  what  I  meant,''  ^ 
said,  with  some  irritation. 

"  Then,  what  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  0,  nothing  of  any  consequence bnt ^ 

should  like  to  know  what  you  said  to  Cyril* 

I  saw  your  lips  move  when  you  were  dancing 
You  spoke  to  her." 
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I  told  her  you  intended  to  give  a  ball  be- 
you  closed  your  house  for  the  summer." 
And  was  that  all?    Did  you  not  ask  her  to 
oe  at  it  with  you?" 

'  No ;  for  though  I  could  not,  without  rudeness, 
)id  dancing  this  evening,  I  know  that  Amheira 
U  have  returned  before  your  ball.  He  will  dance 
th  his  fiancSej  and  then  Mademoiselle  d' Adler- 
m  will  naturally  choose  either  Lindesmar  or  Ad- 
bon." 

ind  all  this  was  true ;  but  when  Rupert  foimd 
opportunity  soon  after  to  ask  Cyrilla,  "  When  ? 
ere  ?"  her  answer  was — 

^  The  evening  of  the  ball.  At  his  own  house, 
ing  the  cotillon,  lie  wijl  speak  to  me  in  tlie 
raiy. 
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CHAPTER  XVra. 


Contrary  to  his  usual  custom,  and  under  pretence 
of  wishiug  to  make  himself  popular,  Zomdorff  re- 
quested that  an  unusual  number  of  inyitatiotf 
should  be  issued  for  this  last  ball;  and  though 
Margaret  ventured  to  object,  reminded  him  th»t 
their  rooms  were  not  large  enough  for  so  vmj 
people;  that  a  crush  would  be  inevitable,  andsW 
might  become  ill  in  consequence;  he  persisted, aw 
for  once  their  house  was  as  full  as  the  Presidents 
on  those  evenings  when  ZomdorflF  professed  to.ie- 

main  at  home  in  order  to  facilitate,  as  far  as  lay  id 

• 

his  power,  the  respiration  of  the  suffocating  W" 
habitants  of  Exfort !  Many  were  invited  to  tie 
ZomdorfFs'  for  the  first  time  that  evening,  and  they 
were  easily  distinguished  from  the  habitual  guests 
by  the  manner  in  which  they  examined  the  p^ 
tm*es,  marbles,  vases,  inlaid  tables,  and  bronzes. 
Many  were  the  fruitless  efforts  made  to  get  into  the 
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ind  adjoining  breakfast -room;  but  both 
ita  were  locked,  and  it  was  whispered  that 
omdoiff  feared  that  the  passing  and  re- 
►f  the  crowd  might  injure  the  plants  in  the 
x)ry.  Much  as  Zomdorff  at  other  times 
he  habit  of  considering  the  wellbeing  of 
ne  plants,  and  highly  as  he  valued  many 
it  is  quite  certain  that  not  one  thought 
bestowed  on  them  by  him  for  many  days, 
he  keys  of  both  rooms  were  just  then 
in  his  possession. 

observed  that  the  Countess  Zomdorff  was 
antastically  and  becomingly  dressed  on 
don.  Her  sea-green  robe,  composed  of  the 
nsparcnt  material,  was  so  flounced  and 
id,  that  every  movement  produced  a  light 
f  something  green,  almost  resembling  im- 
water,  which,  added  to  a  profusion  of  wa- 
that  seemed  to  float  on  it,  and  others  that 
dant  from  her  shining  hair,  gave  her  alto- 
e  appearance  of  a  Naiad, 
xture  of  Cyrilla's  dress  was  similar,  but  it 
B,  and  unrelieved  by  any  colour  whatever  : 
natural  flowers,  and  wreaths  of  ivy,  and 
asitic  plants,  for  the  tasteful  arrangement 
she  had  long  been  remarkable,  had  been 
p  avoided.  She  looked  unusually  pale, 
Lgh  she  danced  incessantly  during  the 
not  the  faintest  tinge  of  colour  passed 

p2 


carved  gilt  fi-nmen,  crook«l-le^ed  chw 
nii'l  a  profiwioii  of  tat  fuijitls  ami  rilond 
t'usep,  making  t!ieiiiSL-lvcs  useful  and 
in  an  equally  inj^cnioiLi  and  ivonder 
While  Cj-rilla  stood  with  lier  eyes  fi3 
on  the  grotesque  ornaments  of  the  chi 
and  sbirering,  not  from  cold,  but  from 
sible  horror  of  the  approaching  intei 
dorff  walked  silently  tbroogh  the  rooi 
scarcely  perceptible  sign  to  Melanie  to 

"  Cyrilla,"  she  whiapered,  "  we  ma} 

"  I  know wait  a  moment Tel 

he  look  cheertnl,  or or earnest' 

"  He  looked  as  pale  and  anxious  as 
poor  child,"  replied  Melanie ;  "  bat," 
glancing  round  her,  "  let  tta  go,  whiles 
nnperceired.  These  people  are  not  < 
now." 

The  locked  doors  were  open,  the  ro 
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l^tts-door,  and  seemed  half-disposed  to  escape  into 
Ae  garden. 

"  Oh,  Melanie,  you  surely  will  not  desert  me  in 
tluB  distressful  moment  ?" 

"  My  presence  can  serve  no  good  purpose,"  an- 
swered Melanie ;  "  any  restraint  will  only  serve  to 
iRxtate  Edouard.  I  know  the  useless  appeals  that 
^uld  be  made  to  my  judgment — ^know  that,  with- 
<*t  benefiting  either,  I  should  inevitably  offend 
^;  a  mediatrix,  in  such  cases,  is  worse  than  use- 

"  Tell  me,  at  least,  whether  or  not  I  ought  to 
confess  to  Edouard  that  I  now  prefer  some  one  else 
to  him." 

"You  had  better  not  unnecessarily  rouse  his 
J^ousy,  but  go — do  not  lose  any  more  time — here 
**  the  fatal  ring  he  gave  you  that  unfortunate 
^^orning  at  Spa — returning  it  to  him  will  bring 
y^  at  once  to  the  subject  you  must  discuss." 

As  Cyrilla  reluctantly  opened  the  door,  and  then 
•^Ood  at  it  gasping  rather  than  breathing,  Melanie 
•*W  that  all  the  doors  and  windows  of  tlie  library 
^^  covered  with  their  heavy  crimson  curtains ; — 
^t,  on  the  writing-table,  a  large  lamp  burned 
•^htly,  and  that  ZomdorfF  was  walking  up  and 
^*own  the  room  with  hurried  steps  and  folded  arms. 
"Se  came  quickly  towards  them,  and  having  re- 
^^mended  Melanie  to  lock  the  door  of  the  room 
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she  was  in  to  preveut  interruption,  he  closed  tt^ 
one  between  them,  and,  unperceived  by  eitlier  o^ 
the  sisters,  softly  turned  the  key  in  the  lock,  aa^ 
then  followed  Cyrilla  to  the  table,  where,  extcnii'' 
ing  a  visibly  trembling  hand,  she  endeavonied  *^ 
deposit  the  hated  seal-ring.     Perhaps  his  foUod^" 
ing  her  so  closely  increased  her  agitation — perhaps 
an  indistinctness,  which  seemed  to  pervade  eveiy^ 
thing  around  her,  prevented  her  fipom  calcnlatml? 
the   distance:   the  ring  fell  from  her  hand, 
bounded  like  a  thing  alive  along  the  smooth 
quet  floor. 

"  It  is  of  little  importance,"  murmured  Zomdorff? 
as  he  stooped  to  pick  it  up,  and  slowly  and 
placed  it  on  his  finger.  "  Biug  or  no  ring,  you 
mine ;  and  though  fully  aware  what  you  mean 
returning  it  to  me,  I  cannot  help  being  glad  to  h^'V^ 
it  again,  for  I  have  never  known  peace  of  inis»<* 
since  I  parted  with  it." 

*^  Nor  I,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  since  it  has  been  in  t^xy 
possession." 

"  Twice    has   this  ring  had  strange  inflnemice 
over  my  destiny,"  he  said  thoughtfully.    "  Never 
will    I   part  with  it  again   with   my   couseat/ 
Then  opening  a  drawer  of  the  table,  and  takinjT  * 
small  packet  from  it,  he  added :  "  Here  are  tfc 
papers  you  wished  to  have,  and  I  so  willinglj  i** 
sign  to  you.     The  sooner  you  make  our  relation  to 


«^^ 
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:li  other  known  to  the  world,  the  better  for  me — 
iih  or  inflanity  must  be  mj  portion  if  mj  present 
>  continue  much  longer." 

*  Edouard/'  said  Cyrilla,  gently,  "  it  is  not  for 
ae  papers  I  have  come  to  you — ^you  know  it  is 
«  I  have  no  desire  whatever  to  make  known 
'  unfortunate,  ill-advised  marriage.  You  told 
lanie — ^you  have  told  me,  that  you  can  have  it 
i-nlled  if  you  choose  to  do  so ;  and  I  trust  that 
'H  is  your  intention,  now  that  there  is  no  longer 
'  slightest  doubt  that  Margaret  is  recovering  her 
tlth  completely — ^visibly — daily ! " 

*  Curse  her  I"  muttered  Zomdorflf,  between  his 
^«d  teeth. 

^  Heaven  forbid,"  said  Cyrilla,  earnestly.  "  Her 
^xice  or  weakness  has  been  mine  too — ^we  have 
ii  loved  you  better  and  trusted  you  more  than 
1^  deserved." 

2omdorff  began  to  stride  up  and  down  the  room, 
tdlla  advanced  a  few  steps,  and  continued,  with 
Suppressed  emotion,  "Listen  to  me,  Edouard; 

not  persist  in  making  two  women  wretched. 
"^  have  publicly  acknowledged  Margaret  as 
Xr  wife  for  two  years;  she  is  lost  for  ever  if  you 

*ert  her  now;  for  me,  there  is  still  hope " 

^^  paused,  and  anxiously  watched  the  expression 

his  face,  before  she  added,  "  I  might  forget  the 
*%!  and  be  happy  once  more,  if  restored  to  my 
'^er  freedom  of  action  and  thouglit." 
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^^  And  would  not  the  thoughts  be  mine  u  nfflck 
as  ever?"  he  asked,  with  that  pathos  which ihe 
had  formerly  found  irresistible. 

Cjrilla  shook  her  head.  ^^  No,  Edouard,  I  b^ 
long  taught  myself  to  think  of  you  as  the  hus- 
band of  another  woman,  without  anger,  withoot 
jealousy." 

"  You  say  that  to  try  me,  CyiiUa;  it  is  not,  can- 
not be  true." 

"  It  is  true :  had  it  been  otherwise,  I  must  b»^ 
died." 

"  Not  when  you  knew  that  my  affection  for  joa 
continued  unabated,  increasing  rather,  day  hy  i^h 
from  the  horrible  contrast  offered  me  at  home." 

"  I  cannot  listen  to  you  if  you  speak  in  this 
way,"  said  Cyrilla.  "  Surely  you  must  feel  that  ali 
your  professions  of  regard  for  me  now  must  sotjJw 
like  mockery.  Spare  me,  and  do  not  let  us  waste  i^ 
idle  discussion  these  precious  moments,  obtain^ 
with  such  difficulty." 

"  You  are  right,"  said  ZomdorfF,  with  a  (f^ 
glance  towards  the  clock.  "  I  know  not  why 
endeavour  to  evade  an  explanation  which  is  iB^^ 
tabic."  Here  he  paused,  and  looked  veiy  eBxne^ 
at  her,  while  adding  slowly,  "  Cyrilla,  say  ^^ 
you  will,  I  am  convinced  you  love  me  still!* 

"  Pass  over  that,"  she  answered  hastily;  "^^  ^ 
irrelevant." 

"  By  no   means,   Cyrilla;   to  me  it  is  of  tbc 
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Mitest  importance  to  be  assured  that  such  is  the 

She  slowlj  shook  her  head,  and  turned  away 
m  him  in  silence  more  eloquent  than  words. 
'^  Sesentful  girl !  can  all  my  wretchedness  and 
litence  procure  no  commiseration,  no  pardon  from 
a?" 

•*  Both,"  she  answered  eagerly;  "  both  to  the 
lest  extent,  when  otice  relieved  ftom  this  thral- 
xi,  that  makes  me  even  more  unhappy  than 
ojself.     Be  generous,  Edouard,  and  my  pardon 

I  mean  my  gratitudcr-my— my  friendship " 

^*  Tour  friendship,"  he  repeated,  ironically,  "  and 
or  love  you  perhaps  reserve  for  Lindesmar?  " 
'*  Count  Lindesmar  I  "  said  Cjrilla,  with  a  look 
unfeigned  astonishment. 

'*  And  have  you  really  never  observed  what  is 
evident  to  every  one  else  ?     Women  are  gener- 
y  clear-sighted  enough  on  such  occasions." 
'*  I  never  observed — never  thought  of  him  at 


Then,"  cried  ZomdorflF,  eagerly,  "you  can 
^e  me  the  assurance  I  desire.  Oh,  Cyrilla,  say 
M;  you  never  have  loved — ^promise  that  you  never 
ll  love — any  one  but  me." 
**  No,"  she  replied,  blushing  deeply,  "  I  will 
■t  deceive  you,  or  make  a  promise  I  cannot  keep. 
be  wish  to  love  and  be  loved  in  return  is  too 


tliat  moment  to  hear  a  raatling  noise  in  the 
u\-j;  fijn.'JfTvntory;  ton  iuli'iist'ly  occupitrd  wi 
iilliiT,  to  perceive  a  pale  faee  with  wild  da 
ylitriiig  at  tlieiii  through  the  thick  foliage  ■ 
tropical  plants, 

"  Then,"  said  CyriUa,  feintlj,  "  joa  had 
rcsolred  not  to  consent  to  ft  divorce  ?  " 

"  Consent  • ' '  exclaimed  Zomdorff,  forcing  i 
"  never ! " 

"  Oh,  what  tyranny ! "  flhe  b^an,  cU^ 
hands  tightly  together;  but  Zomdorff  al 
unmoved,  that  she  suddenly  remembered 
callooe  to  angry  words  and  reproaches, 
hard  stru^le  for  compoaore,  she  advanced  t 
him,  placed  her  hand  on  hia  arm,  and  said  ii 
constrained  voice,  "  I  will  fbr^ve,  forget  i 
hftve  made  me  sufiler  for  nearly  three  yean 

"  she  hesitated,  and  then  ezclaimed  f 

ately,  "  Oh,  Edouard,  you  surely  cannot  hi 


* 
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,  Yainly  hoping  that  at  last  he  was  about 
;  ^^  No !  Let  us  flj  from  these  intolerable 
ferialfl — let  us  leave  for  ever  this  countrjy 
>ught  but  frustrated  plans  and  disappointed 
kve  been  our  portion.  In  America,  that 
)romise  to  all  our  suffering  countrymen,  a 
"eadj  awaits  us.  I  have  delayed  this  ex- 
1  until  all,  even  the  most  minute,  arrange- 
ive  been  completed — It  was  but  yesterday 
ent  the  last  remittance  to  Cincinnati,  for- 
a  large  sum  of  money  to   London,  and 

the  passport  I  required  from  Berlin, 
ill  now  be  dangerous  in  every  way,  for, 
ay  intention  to  leave  Germany  be  spoken 
d  anything  about  this  pasport  transpire,  I 
compelled  to  excuse  conduct  so  apparently 

by  a  fiill  confession  of  our  clandestine 
;  at  Spa." 

Bi  released  herself  from  him  with  the  energy 
r,  but  all  her  attempts  at  articulation  were 
d. 

*t  look  so  horrified;  have  I  not  a  right  to 
to  follow  me  to  America,  Africa,  anywhere 
jrld?" 

lid  not  answer,  but  grasped  the  nearest 
d  seemed  to  breathe  with  difficulty,  while 
ised  paleness  overspread  her  features. 
)rff  became  uneasy.     "  Cyrilla — my  love 
aven's  sake  speak  to  me." 
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But  she  only  gazed  at  her  tonnentor  witlk<ioir- 
ering  lips. 

"  You  are  alarmed — shocked — "  he  ccmtiraed, 
^^  and  must  have  time  to  consider  this  propoeaL  B^ 
member  I  do  not  ask  you  to  commit  a  crime,!  only 
entreat  you  to  fulfil  a  duty.  See,  at  your  fi»t  I  en- 
treat— implore  you  to  consent — ^implore  when  I 
might — command.'' 

Although  strongly  impressed  with  the  idea  dut 
she  still  clung  to  him  with  undiminished  affecdon, 
the  expression  of  her  face,  as  she  struggled  to  i^ 
lease  her  hand  from  his,  had  something  so  voy 
like  abhorrence,  that  he  started  up,  and  some  vio- 
lent explosion  of  passion  might  have  ensued,  ha^ 
she  not  murmured  the  word  *^  Margaret"  as  she 
turned  to  leave  him. 

.  "  Bestow  your  compassion  on  me  rather  than  on 
her,"  he  said  bitterly  ;  "  she  aided  and  abetted  in 
the  most  infamous  imposition  that  ever  was  pi*^ 
tised  on  man !  Stay,  Cyrilla,  and  hear  all  voj 
misery !" 

"  No — my  own  portion  is  enough  for  me,"  sbc 
answered,  sighing  deeply ;  "  our  conference  is  *^ 
an  end,  and  I  shall  never  demand  another." 

"  Then  you  must  hear  me  now,"  cried  Zorndorfj 
vehemently.  "  Margaret  has  imposed  on  me— d^ 
ceived  me — talked  of  her  nerves — pretended  sonJ- 
nambulism — all  to  prevent  my  discovering,  or  even 
suspecting,  the  real  nature  of  her  disease,  until  it 
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^  U>o  late.    Her  phyBician^  too,  was  in  the  plot, 
^  i^ever  even  hinted  that  fits  of  the  most  firight- 
^  description  have  been  hereditarj  in  her  feunily 
'  ixianj  generations !  '^ 
I'Rts!" 

Epilepsy,  and  to  a  degree  that  admits  of  no 
^;  and  she  may  live,  Cyrilla,  live,  like  most  of 

£imily,  long  enough  to  become  an  idiot,  and  to 
kerne  a  maniac  I'' 

Ho,  no,  no,  no — never — never ! ' '  screamed  a  voice 
ex  the  conservatory,  and,  with  a  harsh  horrid  cry 
tngnish,  Margaret  rushed  into  the  room.  The 
Btliness  of  her  appearance  was  greatly  increased 
ber  ball-dress  with  its  artificial  flowers,  and  she 
ned  to  feel  this  herself,  for  she  tore  tlie  lilies 
:x  her  hair  with  firantic  gesticulations,  flnng  them 
:lie  giound,  and  stamped  her  foot  upon  them, 
"jrrilla  thought  her  mad,  and  endeavoured  to 
'^c  unperceived  towards  the  door ;  but  JIargaret 
wng  after  her,  and  with  a  strength  that  seemed 
^matural,    held   her   arm,    while    she   gasped 

the  words,  "  He that  man  there,  is  fidse, 

iUa — false — you  know  it  as  well — ^no,  not  so 
L  as  I  do  now  !  But  I  loved  him — O,  so  de- 
^y,  that  had  I  known  the  nature  of  my  illness, 
ill  Heaven  to  witness,  had  I  known  it,  I  should 
^  have  been  his  wife  !  " 

Writh  passionate  gestures,  and  breathless  eager- 
»,  she  continued  rapidly  :  "  At  no  period  of  our 
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acquaintance  did  I  endeavour  to  deceive  bim  is 
any  way.  He  knew  that  I  was  wretchedly  lUr 
healthy — every  one  knew  it ;  but  from  a  mistakoi 
notion  of  kindness  or  consideration,  no  one  era 
mentioned  the  word  epilepsy  before  me.  I  not 
understand  it  all ;  it  was  for  this  reason  that  my 
father  made  me  promise  never  to  di^T"ift«  Yica,  who 
has  been  with  me  from  my  infancy.  It  was  fitsrf 
this  kind  that  wore  out  my  brother  and  brouf^ 
him  to  an  early  grave,  and  it  is  this  which  is  now  to 
make  me  an  idiot ! ''  Here  she  released  CyiilU's 
arm,  shuddered — and,  looking  wildly  roimd  tej 
advanced  a  few  steps  nearer  Zomdorff,  and  said, 
"  You  love  riches  and  luxury,  Edouard — they  art 
even  dearer  to  you  than  honour — I  would  not  de- 
prive you  of  them  if  I  could — ^but  all  I  have  is 
yours.  Is  it  not  so  ?  Was  not  that  the  puipcfft 
of  the  paper  I  signed  a  few  days  after  my  father* 
death  ?  Even  that  did  not  enlighten  me.  I  was 
an  idiot  even  then,  Edouard ;  but  for  the  short  re- 
mainder of  my  life  you  will  give  me  a  pittance  to 
secure  me  from  want,  for  I — cannot  work— y<>* 
know." 

^'  Good  Heavens,  Margaret,  what  do  you  mean? 
exclaimed  ZorndorfF,  in  a  voice  stifled  by  contend- 
ing emotions. 

^'  I  mean  to  leave  you — for  ever.  After  what! 
have  heard  this  night,  what  else  can  I  do  ?  YoW 
house  is  no  longer  mine  j  but  God  is  merciful,  aod 
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J  provide  me  a  place  where  I  may  hide  my 
stchedness  from  the  eyes  of  the  world." 
3he  was  evidently  in  a  state  of  desperate  excite- 
nt  as  she  pronounced  these  words,  and  percep- 
ly  staggered  while  endeavonring  to  reach  one  of 
:  glass  doors  that  opened  into  the  garden. 

*  Margaret,  where  are  you  going  ?  Listen  to  me. 
t  me  explain — "  cried  Zomdorff,  while  he  placed 
:uelf  before  her,  endeavouring  to  prevent  her 
m&lling;  but,  as  he  touched  her,  she  sprang 
oa  him,  with  a  long  loud  piercing  scream,  and 
owing  her  arms  round  Cyrilla,  clung  to  her  con- 
aively.  Melanie,  alarmed  by  the  unexpected 
iek,  made  violent  but  ineffectual  efforts  to  enter 

room.     Zomdorff  strode  towards  Cyrilla,  and 
ting  a  look  of  horror  on  his  wife,  tried  to  remove 

•  She  writhed  as  if  in  agony,  breathed  quickly, 
(ped,  moaned,  sobbed,  and  when  at  length  her 
td  was  raised,  the  paleness  of  death  was  on  her 
tnres,  as  they  worked  in  hideous  convulsions. 
^  rolling  of  the  sightless  eyes,  the  audible  grind- 
r  of  the  teeth,  the  white  foam  that  gathered  round 
'  parted  lips,  shocked  Cyrilla  beyond  measure. 
^  had  never  seen  any  one  in  a  similar  state ;  and 
>tigh  compassion  at  first  induced  her  to  repel 
•^dorff's  attempts  to  relieve  her,  and  she  tried  as 
^H  as  she  could  to  support  the  suffering  woman, 
^  seemed  to  have  sought  her  protection  ;  yet,  on 
*eeiving  that  total   unconsciousness  had  com- 
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menced,  she  endeavoured  to  assist  him.  Onekftd 
had  closed  on  her  arm  with  a  grasp  of  iron,  tndlff 
gently,  yet  firmly,  drew  up  one  by  one  the  con- 
vulsed fingers,  letting  the  hand  close  of  itself  in  i 
manner  probably  well  known  to  him ;  but  the  bng 
emaciated  fingers  of  the  other,  on  being  leas  catt- 
fully,  though  with  great  difficulty,  extricated  fiom 
Cyrilla's  hair,  fell  on  the  shoulder  nearest  them,  vA 
in  a  moment  the  nails  were  buried  in  the  W; 
every  effort  to  remove  them  causing  long  scnitchtfj 
from  which  the  blood  flowed.  Cyrilla  recoiled,  tni 
though  no  sound  escaped  her  lips,  she  unintention- 
ally betrayed  some  impatience  and  pain,  as,  in 
self-defence,  she  pulled  the  offending  hand.  Zorn- 
dorff  became  exasperated — furious.  He  used  force 
— angry  force, — dragged  back  the  fingers,— and 
when  at  last  the  hand  was  in  his,  flung  it  so  vio- 
lently from  him,  that  the  unhappy  woman  fell 
heavily  to  the  ground,  where  the  comnlsions 
subsided  by  degrees  into  a  more  than  deathlike 
rigidity. 

"  I  have  murdered  her,"  he  said  gloomily,  as 
lie  raised  the  lifeless  form,  and  placed  it  on  a  sofa; 
and  while  C}Trilla  sprang  to  the  door  to  admit  Me- 
lanie,  te^rs  of  remorse  gushed  plentifully  firom  his 
eves. 

ft 

Melanie  was  more  annoyed  than  surprised  to  find 
her  niece  in  the  room.  The  scream  had  made 
known  to  her  the  disagreeable  intemiprion  of  the 
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iportant  interview ;  but  bo  unconscious  was  she 
At  anything  more  than  a  common  attack  of  epi- 
P*7  Had  taken  place,  that  she  imlocked  the  doors, 
Jetted  fresh  air  through  the  windows,  rang  the 
ell,  and  felt  Margaret's  pulse  with  perfect  com- 
OBure. 

"  Doctor  Hurtig  and  Vica,"  she  said  calmly  to 
^^  servant,  who  instantly  appeared.  And  when 
'i'^ectly  afterwards  the  latter  entered  the  room,  she 
"inied  to  Cyrilla,  and  scarcely  looking  at  her,  ob- 
erved,  "  We  must  return  to  the  ball-room,  it  will 
ever  do  if  we  are  all  absent — I  hope  we  have  not 
een  missed." 

And  Cyrilla  followed  her  into  the  adjoining  room 
1  silence ;  but  there,  throwing  herself  into  the 
rarest  chair,  she  burst  into  a  passion  of  tears. 

It  was  only  then  that  Melanie  perceived  her  sis- 
^'s  crushed  dress,  disordered  hair,  and  bleeding 
"Onlder ;  she  stopped  and  looked  at  her  with  an 
^ression  of  amazement  and  inquiry. 

"  Margaret  overheard — all — "  said  Cyrilla ;  but 
^*I8  choked  her  utterance,  and  further  explana- 
^^  was  then  impossible. 


END  OF  VOLUME  II. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

Here  are  few  human  beings  to  whom  the  im- 
ediate  and  complete  realization  of  their  most 
"dent  wishes  would  bring  unalloyed  satisfaction. 
tany  may  at  first  feel  disposed  to  doubt  this — 
one  would  have  done  so  more  unreservedly  than 
•omdorff,  the  evening  of  the  eventful  ball  at  his 
^  house.  A  few,  a  very  few  days  had  passed 
•ver,  and  the  scarcely  concealed  desire  of  his  heart 
^ad  been  fulfilled.  Margaret  lay  stretched  on  her 
^ — a  corpse — and  he  was  sole  possessor  of  all 
ler  wealth !  Was  he  satisfied,  contented,  happy  ? 
ie  did  not  appear  so.  There  was  a  terrible  ear- 
estness  in  his  manner,  as  he  sat  beside  the  dead, 
is  eyes  wandering  firom  the  rigid  outline  of  the 
feless  form,  to  the  marble-like  features  which  he 
camined,  as  if  their  perfect  symmetry  had  never 
ruck  him  until  then.     Occasionally  he  bent  for- 
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ward,  gazed  long  and  anxiously  into  thebutbatf- 
closed  eyes,  and  then  with  a  sort  of  shndder  applied 
a  handkerchief  to  the  parted  lips,  from  which  some 
drops  of  blood  occasionally  trickled. 


The  sudden  death  of  the  Countess  Zomdwff 
caused  an  unusual  sensation  in  the  town  of  Exfort. 
Even  those  whose  knowledge  of  her  was  limited  to 
having  seen  her  languidly  reclining  in  one  of  her 
luxurious  carriages  as  she  passed  them  in  die 
streets,  or  to  having  stared  at  her  from  some 
obscure  comer  of  the  theatre,  now  eagerly  dis- 
cussed her 'domestic  sorrows,  real  or  supposed- 
indulged  freely  in  conjectures  as  to  the  inmiediate 
cause  of  her  deatli — ^related  circumstantiallj  aB 
they  had  ever  heard  of  her  or  her  family,  and  en- 
deavoured to  increase  the  mystery  which  had  pfl^ 
vaded  everything  concerning  her  by  all  the  mcatf 
in  their  power.  With  a  large  proportion  of  the 
population  of  the  town,  the  porter  at  the  Presidents 
house  rose  to  an  imprecedented  degree  of  import- 
ance when  it  became  known  that  Vica  and  her 
niece  were  relations  of  his,  that  he  would  prabftUy 
marry  the  latter,  and  was  perhaps  already  in  p«" 
session  of  all  the  secrets  of  the  Zomdorff  familj* 
He,  however,  considering  his  situation  of  a  partly 
official  description,  thought  it  incumbent  on  him  *o 
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a  dignified  silence  on  this  occasion^  and 
s  room  as  nearly  as  possible  in  the  same 
»  his  master  did  his  study,  sternly  unob- 
►f  all  attempts  at  colloquy,  and  giving  pre- 
3  same  answer  to  every  servant  who  came 
npliments,  cards,  or  condolences,  "  Her 
y  the  Frau  Ptesid&ntin  was  tolerably  well, 
Quch  fatigued  to  receive  any  one." 
t  heard  this  message  being  loudly  and 
ly  delivered  as  he  passed — it  told  him 
3  was  likely  to  find  his  cousins,  and  he 
lirectly,  and  without  being  announced,  to 
I  boudoir.  She  made  a  motion  of  silence 
J  he  entered,  and  pointed  to  Cyrilla,  who 
p  on  a  sofa — ^her  cheeks  flushed,  her  eye- 
led,  and  a  pink  streak  along  her  eyebrows, 

but  too  plainly  that  the  handkerchief 
le  held  in  the  hands  clasped  under  her 
i  been  placed  there  to  receive  tears,  of 
wariness  alone  had  caused  the  cessation. 
I;  noiselessly  disencumbered  himself  of  his 
ad  then  drawing  a  chair  close  to  Melanie, 
I  towards  Cyrilla,  and  asked  in  a  whisper 
\&  the  eflFect  the  Countess  Zomdorff 's  death 
on  her  ? 

is  perfectly  inconsolable,"  answered  Me- 
he  same  manner. 
>pose,"  he  said,  after  a  pause,  "  I  suppose 
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she  fears  that  Zomdorff  will  now  insist  on  the&l- 
filment  of  her  promises  to  him  ?  " 

Melanie  nodded  her  head  two  or  three  ia^ 
and  then  said :  '^  One  cannot  blame  him  for  doing 


so." 


"  Will  she  consent  ?  "  he  asked  with  fiwocd  cob* 
posure. 

"  I  am  afi-aid  not." 

"Afraid?" 

"  Why,  yes ;  she  must  either  fulfil  her  eagagC" 
ment  to  him,  or — or — ^in  short  she  cannot  nanjf 
any  one  else  without  his  consent,  and  of  that  tkeie 
is  not  the  slightest  chance  now." 

"  Melanie,"  said  Rupert,  after  another  and  longff 
pause,  "  if  you  have  in  any  way  used  your  bfa* 
eiice  in  persuading  Cyrilla  to  make  an  agreement 
of  so  very  questionable  a  description,  you  Ii»^ 
betrayed  tlie  confidence  placed  in  you  by  my  ^ 
when  slie  committed  her  to  your  care,  and  blight** 
for  ever  the  happiness  of  those  whose  interest  oagkt 
to  liavc  been  nearest  to  you.  Heaven  only  knows 
where  the  mischief  will  end !  " 

"  Rupert,"  cried  Melanie,  quickly,  "  remember 
you  have  promised  not  to  interfere " 

"  Unfortunately,  I  have  made  a  promise  totW 
eifect ;  when  1  did  so,  it  was  under  the  impresfflW 
that  Cyrilla  would  confide  in  me  without  re«^ 
at  the  end  of  a  few  months,  and  that  I  should  be 
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he  to  proTe  her  promisee  and  fears  alike  chimeri- 


>j 


Hears  stood  in  Melanie's  upturned  eyes  as  she 
i^laimed :  "  0,  could  I  have  foreseen  the  total 
linction  of  a  first  love,  so  replete  with  the  iresh- 

feelings  of  youth,  so  exuberant  on  both  sides 

ih  all  that  enchains  the  imagination,  and " 

'*  Pshaw!"  cried  Rupert  impatiently.  "On 
xilla's  side  there  may  have  been  a  good  deal  of 
^i^ral  admiration  for  a  remarkably  handsome 
iXi ;  but  it  was  you  and  your  incessant  encomiums 
Zomdorff  that  made  her  fancy  she  loved  him." 
^*  Really,  Rupert,"  said  Melanie,  with  some  irri- 
ion,  "  you  seem  to  forget  that  Edouard  is  quite 
oapable  of  inspiring  affection  as  yourself,  per- 
pe  even  more  so,  if  reports  may  be  trusted." 
^*  I  have  not  forgotten  his  celebrity  in  that  way," 
oined  Rupert ;  "  but  I  am  convinced  that,  edu- 
3^  as  Cyrilla  has  been,  more  than  common 
i«Uis  were  used  to  induce  her  to  make  a  promise 
Uch  even  his  marriage  with  another  woman 
Uld  not  annul.  However,  she  has  seen  her  error, 
^  ceased  altogether  to  care  for  him,  and  I  am 
^W  resolved  that  she  shall  not  be  persuaded  by 
^,  or  forced  by  him,  into  a  marriage  against  her 
ttcEnations." 

Bupert  unconsciously  raised  his  voice  as  he  pro- 
ioonced  these  words.  Cyrilla  moved,  looked  up, 
nd  extended  her  hand  to  him 
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^^  I  am  afraid  I  have  disturbed  yoa,**  he  aiil, 
with  unfeigned  annoyance. 

^'  No,  for  I  onlj  intended  to  deep  until  ff^ 
came.    Yesterday,  I  heard  you  were  on  gaud,  mA 
did  not  expect  to  see  you ;  but  to-day  I  knew  J9''^ 
would  come  here." 

^'  Then,"  said  Rupert,  with  an  ajqpeannoe  c^ 
cheerftdness  he  was  far  from  feeling,  "  peihapB  jo^^ 
also  know  my  intention  of  propoeing  your  iuuui^ 
to  Freilands,  either  this  evening  or  to-morro^ 
morning?" 

^^  Nothing  I  should  like  so  much,"  she 
starting  up  eagerly ;  "  let  us  go." 

"  I  have  not  slept  for  several  nights," 
Melanie,  "  and  am  too  tired  to  leave  home." 

"I  fear  you  are  offended  with  me  for  wW 
said  just  now?"  observed  Rupert,  penitently. 

"  No ;  though  hearing  the  truth  is 
painful  enough." 

"  I  ought  to  have  waited  until  you  had  lecovwe^ 
from  your  recent  fatigue,"  he  continued.   ^'Tfl^* 
have  been  at  the  Zomdorffs'  I  know  since  the  n^^ 
of  the  ball,  and  by  all  accounts  must  have  suffiw^ 
there  from  more  causes  than  want  of  rest    Peofl^ 
say,  she  was  not  merely  delirious  but  perfectly  iBi* 
for  several  hours  ;    that  she  called  ZorndxniS » 
murderer ;  said  he  had  killed  her  child,  and  wooU 
not  allow  him  to  approach  her." 

Cyrilla  walked  to  the  window,  while  Mdia* 
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iswered :  "  I  cannot  imagine  how  you  or  any  one 
old  have  heard  that — ^but  it  is  quite  true." 
"  Is  it  also  true  that  she  said  she  was  not  his 
fe,  and  insisted  on  being  carried  out  of  his  house?" 
ted  Eupert,  with  some  curiosity. 
Sielanie  blushed,  while  answering  with  some 
litation.  "  Y — es,  she  said  that  also." 
^  But,"  continued  Rupert,  "  the  last  part  of  her 
y  is  most  probably  an  invention.  Determined 
t  the  marvellous  should  predominate  even  at  her 
thbed,  it  is  said  that  her  madness  was  dispelled 
gether,  and  instantly,  by  merely  looking  at  a 
^  which  Zomdorff  held  towards  her — a  seal-ring 
3^0  way  remarkable,  but  which  she  examined 
b.  an  attention  incomprehensible  to  those  around 
f  and  after  he  had  said  a  few  words  in  a  low 
^,  she  sent  every  one  out  of  the  room,  and  from 
t    time  scarcely  spoke  to  or  looked  at  any  one 

him." 
^  The  ring,"  said  Melanie,  "was  one  she  had 
'^n  him  when  they  were  betrothed,  and  which 
^  had  supposed  lost  or  given  away  by  him. 
iser  people  than  Margaret  attach  importance  to 
ings  of  that  kind." 

"  I  know  they  do,"  said  Rupert,  "  and  no  one 
lore  than  Zomdorff  himself.  His  wife  was  ever 
8ort  of  mysterious  being,  and  naturally  inclined 
awards  everything  mystical — in  that  respect  she 
lited  him  perfectly." 
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^^  In  that,   but  in  nothing  else  V   qacuktei 
Melanie. 

"  I  suppose,"  observed  Bupert,  "  the  ring  led  to 
some  satisfactory  explanations?" 

"  Most  probably,  for  though  the  subject  of  djOT" 
long  conversation   is  unknown    to    me,  I  heard 
Edouard  making  vows  that  he  can  now  never  fulfil  ^ 
but  which  served  to  render  her  last  moments  hap — 
pier,  as  she  said  repeatedly,  than  any  part  of  he:^" 
previous  life." 

"  It  is  better  for  her  that  she  died,"  said  Kupert  ^ 
thouglitfully ;  "  for  Zomdorff  was  most  probaUy 
merely  yielding  to  one  of  those  fits  of  remorse  t 
which,  like  all  men  of  susceptible  feelings  an 
strong  passions,  he  is  so  subject ! " 

"  I  believe  it  was  something  better  than  that, ' 
said  Melanie  ;  "  for  I  am  convinced  he  would  har^^^ 
given  his  life  to  save  hers  at  the  last ;  and  she  ^^^ 
quite  conscious  of  it  too.     His  grief  afterwards  wa^ 
frantic,  and  now  he  will  not  believe  that  she  i^ 
really  dead  ;  says  tliat  he  has  seen  her  in  the  safflC 
state  Ijefore,  that  it  is  only  asphyxia,  or  a  trance  J 
and  he  will  not  allow  the  slightest  preparation  fo** 
a  fimeral  to  be  made.     Is  it  not  dreadful  ?" 

"  I  think  his  doubts  very  natural,"  said  Rupert, 
^^  especially  since  I  heard  that  an  exclamation  of 
his  brought  her  back  to  life  after  she  was  supposed 
to  have  expired." 

"  That  is  not  so  uncommon  a  thing  as  you  aecm 
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e,"  rejoined  Melanie.  "  I  am,  however, 
0  think  that  Margaret^s  spirit  was  at  the 
recall,  and  that  his  voice  merely  brought 
stiU  hovering  soul,  perhaps  at  the  very 
f  separation  from  the  body.  A  question 
ight  have  enabled  me  to  ascertain  the 
ny  conjectures,  but  Edouard  would  not 

0  approach  or  speak  to  her.  For  the  first 
ly  life,  I  saw  distinctly  what  may  be 
5  shadow  of  death — ^it  was  as  if  a  gray 

passed  between  her  face  and  the  sun, 
iround  was  bright  with  life  and  light ! " 
you  tliought  of  all  that  while  the  unhappy 
is  in  the  agonies  of  death  !  "    exclaimed 

could  not  help  it — I  constantly  think  of 

imagine  you  understand  them — ^but  you 
elanic — such  knowledge  is  too  wonderful 
>r  any  one,  and  will  never  be  attained. 

1  like  you,  my  dear  cousin,  I  sincerely 
your  speculative  eye  may  be  far  distant 
bed  of  death.  Let  us  not  further  discuss 
80  painful  as  this  luckless  woman's  last 

I  only  wanted  to  ascertain  that  Zom- 
ef  was  genuine — if  it  be  so,  Cyrilla,  there 
or  us  still — do  you  not  think  so?"  he 
bag  to  the  window  where  she  was  stand- 
tly  gazing  at  tlie  fountain  in  the  court. 

B  2 
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"No,"  she  answered,  in  a  subdued  tone;  "I 
may  not  hope,  and  dare  not  deceive  you." 

"  We  shall  have  time  enough  to  talk  of  oor 
hopes  and  fears  a  few  days  hence  at  Freilands," 
suggested  Rupert,  looking  down  compassionatdy 
on  lier  relaxed  features  and  glistening  eyelaste. 

"  Speak  now,"  said  Cyrilla ;  "  I  know  you  dislib 
tears ;  mine  are  exhausted  for  the  present,  vA 
nothing  you  may  say  can  make  me  more  wretched 
than  I  am,  or,"  she  murmured  to  herself,  "than I 
deserve  to  be." 

"  Dearest  love,"  cried  Eupert,  drawing  her 
towards  him,  "  you  altogether  mistake  me— I 
merely  intended  to  say,  that  I  feared  the  death « 
the  Countess  ZomdorfF  would  greatly  increase  our 
difficulties  ;  but  I  still  hope — may  I  not  hope, 
CjTilla?" 

She  Kshook  her  head  mournfully. 

He  bent  down,  and  whispered,  "  You  will  not 
marry  him?" 

Uttering  a  stifled  sob,  she  covered  her  face  with 
her  hands. 

"  Cyrilla,"  he  continued  gently,  "  I  have  waited 
more  than  three  months  for  some  explanation  ot 
this  mysterious  connexion.  Not  alone,  as  your 
legitimate  protector,  but  as  a  man  who  considcis 
himself  affianced  to  you,  I  demand  it  now.  W  *^ 
be  without  reserve  for  both  our  sakes." 

"Oh,  Melanie,  what  can  I  say  to  him?"  she 
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riedy  taming  quicklj  ronnd ;  but  her  sister,  per- 
Aps  fearing  an  appeal  of  the  kind,  had  left  the 
K)m. 

"  Tell  me  the  true  nature  of  this  promise,"  said 
npert,  "  or  rather  this  engagement,  for  such  it 
"Ost  be,  and  of  no  common  kind  either.  When, 
here,  how  did  it  take  place  ?  Who  was  present  ? 
«ve  you  signed  any  papers  ?" 

*'I  have  done  everything  that  was  weak  and 
olish,"  she  answered,  despairingly,  "and  have 
Lly  the  alternative  of  being  his  wife,  or re- 
fining as  I  am." 

*^  Then  he  cannot  annoy  you  by  openly  claim- 

^ " 

*'No,"  she  said,  interrupting  him,  "  that  trial  at 
^iSt  is  spared  me." 

^'You  speak  so  enigmatically,  Cyrilla,  that  I 
ti  confirmed  in  my  first  supposition  of  there  being 
"^e  misunderstanding  on  your  part — some  misre- 
'^sentation  on  his." 

"  0  no,"  she  replied,  sorrowfully,  "  there  is  not, 
tnnot  be  anything  of  the  kind,  I  assure  you." 

"  I  don't  think  I  can  endure  this  state  of  unccr- 
i^inty  much  longer,"  said  Rupert,  a  little  impa- 
iently.     "  Cyrilla,  you  mtist  allow  me  to  interfere 

KTWI" 

"Not  for  the  universe!"  she  exclaimed,  vehe- 
ncntly.     "  Death  would  be  preferable  to  the  conse- 
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quences  of  your  interference !  Remember  jm 
promise,  and  oh  !  Rupert,  if  you  ever  loved  mc..." 

"  If  I  ever  loved  you! "  he  repeated,  reproachfully. 
^'  I  tell  you  I  do  love  you  dearly,  devotedly— not 

like  ZomdorfF;  for  I  believe if  I  were  certain  of 

l)eing  able  to  secure  your  happiness  by  resigning 
you I — would — do — so." 

"  Then  you  can,  you  can,"  cried  Cyrilla.  "R^ 
sign  and — forgive  me." 

"  And  tJiat  will  make  you  happy?" 

"As  nearly  so  as  I  can  ever  hope  to  be.'' 

^'  1  did  not  expect  to  be  taken  at  my  word  when 
1  made  the  offer,"  said  Rupert,  with  quivering  lips; 
''  Init  I  will  not  retract.     You  arc  free." 

"  And  you  forgive  me,  and  will  love  me  still? 

"I forgive you "  he    began,  in  so 

constrained  a  voice,  that,  supposing  him  angry,  ?li<' 
clasped  her  hands,  and  exclaimed  jmssionatcly : 
"  Indeed,  indeed,  I  did  not  intend  to  deceive  you. 
I  had  hopes,  just  hoj>es  imtil  now.  Oh,  Eupert, 
you  arc  the  only  real  friend  left  me  in  the  world 

I  cannot dare  not   tell   you  this  hateful 

secret but  trust  me  and  love  me  still — ifyo^ 


can. 


>' 


"  Never  for  a  moment  doubt  my  affection, '  he 
replied  warmly,  "  or  8upjx)sc  that  a  want  of  trust 
ill  you  made  me  wish  to  know  your  secret.  L^tus 
not  speak  of  it  again,  and  I  shall  endeavour  to  for- 
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i  &at  we  Imve  ever  had  even  a  conditional 
jagement" 

"  And,"  said  Cyrilla,  anxiously,  "  you  will  be 
U  the  same  to  me but  without  any  engage- 
tut  or  thought  of  the  future  ?  I  know  your  regard 
ao  unselfish  that  it  can  bear  any  test." 
^*  You  are  trying  it  severely,"  said  Rupert. 
"  I  regret  that  it  is  so,"  she  rejoined,  in  a  low 
ice ;  "  but  you  will  continue  luichanged  to  me 
^ertheless — ^won't  you  ?" 

''Tyrant!"  he  said,  forcing  a  smile.  "And 
^  unconscious  of  your  tyranny !  Still,  there 
wt  be  some  limits  put  to  it,  Cyrilla ;  for,  even 
pposing  that  I  continue  to  love  on  without  a  hope 
aiiy  kind,  you  must  at  least  define  liow  much 
rsonal  freedom  you  are  disposed  to  grant  me." 

*'I  do  not  understand " 

^'  I  wish  to  know  exactly  how  much  I  am  en- 

ged  to  you." 

''Not  at  all,"  said  Cyrilla,  turning  away  her 

^.     "I  never  considered  you  bound  to  me  in 

y  way." 

"But  I  did,"  said  Rupert ;  " and  being  so,  sup- 

3ed  that  I  had  no  riglit  to  leave  the  army,  travel, 

make  any  serious  change  in  my  mode  of  life, 

thout  consulting  you." 

^^Dear  Rupert,  you  know  I  have  long  wished 

it  you  should  leave  the  army;  and  as  to  any 

mge  you  may  propose,  I  am  sure " 


:iny  fixed  ]iur]>osc  of  any  kind  is  too  muc 
my  iijitmv  t"  l)i'  fmluvr'l,  wr.,  wlieii  I  h.i' 
army,  ami  the  Prfsiilcnt  can  no  longer  l 
to  n'main  fit  FroiliUuU T must,  travel.^ 

Cyrilla  felt  and  looked  perplexed. 

"  You  do  not  object  ?  In  fiict,  what  c 
better?" 

"  A  great  many  things,"  she  answered 
"  Yon  have  your  matsh  to  drain,  and  yo 
to  build — ft  work  of  years,  as  yon  haTi 
yourself." 

"  But  not  one  that  I  can  accomplish  al 
hare  engaged  a  civil  engineer  to  oversee  t 
and  have  little  doubt  of  being  able  to  i: 
former  tutor,  the  Vicar  of  Windhorst,  to  i 
the  management  of  the  colony  during  my 

"  And  have  yon  already  forgotten  tl 
school  and  children's  hospital  we  have 
much  about?"  s«d  Crrilla,  reiiroachfallv 
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rget  that  three  months  hence,  instead  of  remain- 
g  here  with  me,  as  I  had  hoped,  you  will  probably 

•  to  Aix-la-Chapelle  with  the  President  ?  Haye 
not  already  heard  of  a  journey  to  Milan,  and  a 
rtt  to  Fernanda?" 

^'  But  you  could  go  with  us.  Melanie  would  be 
%hted,  I  am  sure." 

*  Very  possibly ;  but  Fernanda  might  not  be 
lally  so,  therefore  Italy  is  out  of  the  question. 

hen  you  are  at  Milan,  I  may  perhaps  go  to 

•usalem." 

'And  why  there?" 

'*  In  order  to  see  something  new.     The  Holy 

tid  and  Egypt  are  fashionable  countries  just  now, 

d  have  become  the  usual  resort  of  gentlemen  in 

T  situation." 

**Whatcfo  you  mean?" 

^  1  mean  that  disappointed  men  travel  in  the 

ist,  get  a  fever  at  Smyrna,  are  reported  dead,  and 

him  home  cured  of  their  hopeless  passions ! " 

Cyrilla  turned  away  from  him,  observing  almost 

iignantly,  "  Melanie  was  right — you  cannot  be 

rious — ^love  is  a  mere  pastime  to  you ! " 

*^  It  has  proved  rather  a  dismal  one  lately,"  he 

swered. 

"  Our  present  painftd  position,"  she  continued, 

is,  to  say  the  least,  an  ill  chosen  subject  for  jest- 

**  Very,"  said  Eupert ;  "  I  wish  you  would  sup- 
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j)osc  me  quite  serious,  aud  give  me  leave  to  tnTd 
for  three  or  four  vears." 

•r' 

Cyrilla  was  silent. 

"  You  consent?" 

"  Not  if  you  allow  me  to  refiise," 

"  Refuse,  by  all  means;  it  will  prove  clearly  ml 
at  once  that  this  plan  of  yours  will  never  answer 
for  cither  of  us." 

"  Oh  y as  it  aWU.   T^et  me  persuade  Melanie  to  gi« 
up  the  journey  to  Italy,  and  wc  can  all  remwn  it 
Exf»)rt  for  tlie  winter;  but,  perhaps,"  she  added,    j 
liesitatingly,  ^^  perhaps  you  will  consider  this  too 
t^YQixi  a  sacrifice." 

^'  1  am  afraid  I  must  confess  that  it  is  none  it 
all,"  answered  Rupert,  smiling;  "  parting  from  you 
on  any  terms  wtaild  have  been  intolerably  painful 
to  me,  and,  as  you  say,  I  have  emplojTnent  enougl 
and  of  all  kinds  here.  A  good  many  of  my  build- 
ings will  be  roofed  before  Christmas,  and  the  work- 
men can  got  on  with  the  interiors  diuring  the  cold 
weatlier.  T  shall  have  the  society  to  which  I  have 
been  accustomed  too,  as  my  regiment  will  still  be 
quartered  at  Exfort.  The  shooting  at  Freiland* 
is  excellent,  and  there  must  be  famous  skating  on 
the  lake  in  January  ! " 

("yrilla  sighed  deeply;  she  saw  that  aneffortwouM 
be  made  to  banish  her  from  his  thoughts,  and  feared 
the  diversity  of  occupations  might  soon  enable  hiw 
to  dispense  with  her  society  altogether.   ^*  It  seem?; 
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s^ed,  after  a  pause;  "  you  rather  enjoy  the 

continuation  of  your  gar9on  life?" 

IS  not  what  I  wished  or  intended,"  said 

^  but  you    command,  and  I  obey.     By 

DW  long  is  this  singular  compact  of  loving 

ly  to  continue?" 

ly  part — for  ever,"  replied  Cjrrilla,  gravely. 

is  long,"  said  Rupert,  equally  seriously. 

e,  however,  in  consideration  of  oiur  mor- 

3  were  to  name  a  time — say  a  score  of 

ou  please,"  she  answered,  with  diflBculty 
g  her  tears  at  what  she  supposed  the  sar- 
lis  words. 

le  end  of  twenty  years,"  continued  Rupert, 
J  have  arrived  at  what  the  French  politely 
]e  mUr,  Do  you  not  think  it  possible  that 
it  time  Zomdorff  may  voluntarily  release 
vows  the  fulfilment  of  which  he  cannot 

aps  so,"  she  answered,  thoughtfully;  "  Me- 
med  to  think,  from  what  she  overheard 
to  Margaret,  that  had  she  lived  all  would 
ed  well.  It  was  my  last  hope — could  he 
sfied  heTy  I  should  have  had  nothing  more 


» 


ther  enigma!"  said  Rupert,  shrugging  his 
I,  but  his  sanguine  temperament  grasping 
at  even  a  shadow  of  hope,  he  added,  "  Let 
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US  see  what  the  next  three  months  will  bring  ib; 
and  in  the  mean  time,  I  promise  to  love  yoa  idl 
with  all  my  heart  and  soul.  Your  so  eameatly  »• 
questing  me  to  do  so  i^  the  strongest  proof  yw 
could  have  given  me  that  the  engagement  between 
you  and  ZomdorfF  is  of  a  less  serious  nataie  tins 
you  have  lately  led  me  to  suppose," 

Unconscious  of  the  overwhelming  reproach  coo- 
tained  in  his  last  words,  Rupert  turned  towarfs 
Melanie,  who  just  then  appeared  at  the  door,  ui 
began  to  upbraid  her  for  having  made  her  esopc 
just  when  they  most  wanted  her. 

Cyrilla's  marriage  had  been  of  so  dreamlike « 
description,  that,  tliough  forced  by  circumstances  to 
feci  tlie  Icgiil  imi)ortance  of  the  act,  the  moral  ob- 
ligations had  been  very  nearly  forgotten  in  tie 
anger  caused  by  Zomdorff's  desertion,  and  tbc 
scorn  produced  by  the  baseness  of  his  motives. 
Some  doubts  of  having  a  right  to  bestow  her  heart 
on  her  kind-hearted  cousin  had,  it  is  true,  occa- 
sionally disturbed  her  peace  of  mind,  but  the  fiJ* 
lacious  hopes  continually  held  out  to  her  by  Zom- 
dorff  had  removed  her  scruples  as  fast  as  tliey  rosf' 
Rupert's  last  words  to  her  were  like  a  flash  of  light- 
ning, showing  the  precipice  on  which  she  stood, 
but  throwing  no  light  on  the  path  that  would  lew 
her  from  it. 

Let  not  those  to  whom  trials  of  a  somewhat  anu" 
lar  nature  are  unknown,  condemn  her;  still  l^ 
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those  who,  sarronnded  hj  all  that  ought  to  keep 
their  regard  iixed  on  the  man  to  whom  they  have 
[dedged  their  faith,  nevertheless  err  mentally  as 
Cryrilla  did  1  The  worthiest  of  the  latter  could  not 
xmdemn  themselves  more  instantaneously  and  com- 
pletely than  the  unhappy  victim  of  Zomdorff 's  vil- 
any,  as  she  now  stood  beside  her  cousin  ;  his  low 
sager  conversation  with  her  sister  unheeded,  and 
3ven  the  constant  repetition  of  her  own  name  fail- 
ing to  attract  her  attention,  until  Melanie,  taking 
lier  hand,  appealed  to  her  in  words  that  seemed  to 
aiss  in  her  ears :  "  Cyrilla,  for  Heaven's  sake 
consider  what  you  are  doing !  A  compact  of  this 
kind  is  now  actual  madness — think  of  the  jealousy, 
hatred,  ungovernable  anger  that  you  will  provoke — 
remember  what  the  consequences  may  be  to  us  all ! " 

Rupert,  who  was  about  to  leave  the  room,  paused, 
looked  back,  and  watched  Cyrilla's  changing  colour 
^th  anxiety. 

"  Stay,  Rupert,"  she  faltered,  "  stay — listen  to 

Melanie — she  is  right — you  were  right — it  cannot 
be " 

'*Had  Margaret  lived,"  continued  Melanie,  fully 
•Ware  that  then  or  never  would  it  be  possible 
^  break  an  agreement  so  fraught  with  danger  to 
**Win  all,  "  had  Margaret  lived,  it  might  have 
"^n  otherwise ;  but  now  Edouard  is  free,  and,  as 
•^  as  propriety  permits,  will  undoubtedly  endea- 
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vour  to  repair  the  enor  which-  a  comlwTiatMmlii^ 
toward  ciicamstanoes  forced  him  to  ookmnit^'     '.! 

CTrilla's  eyes  flashed.  "  Melaiuey  jon  t^fl^ 
temper  bejond  endurance  by  speaking  in  ihii  aaa» 
ner/'  she  said^  indignantly.  '^  An  error  do  yoa  cal 
such  unprincipled  selfishness — such " 

Bupert  advanced  quickly  towards  her.  (jjnSk 
paused  a  moment,  and  then  added,  n^dly,  "  The 
past  cannot  be  remedied,  the  fiitaie  is  still  pttdf 
mine,  and  the  proposal,  which  as  a  matter  of  ootne 
he  will  make  a  few  months  hence,  I  shall  rete 
without  one  moment's  hesitation.  Tou  will  oUge 
me  by  telling  him  so,  should  he  consult  you." 

^^  I  shall  do  no  such  thing.  Dear  Cyrilla,  think 
of  what  you  are  saying." 

^^  Oh,  I  have  thought  enough  and  msBatd 
enough,  too.  His  conduct  has  been  so  dcspicsbfei 
his  motives  have  been  so  sordid,  that  I  scticdv 
know  whether  I  most  scorn  or  abhor  him ! " 

^^  I  did  not  think  her  capable  of  such  vioknoe,* 
said  Melanie,  turning  to  Bupert,  who  was  lifltea* 
ing  attentively  to  every  word,  and  watching  enrf 
movement. 

^^  She  is  an  Adlerkron,  and  eloquent  in  anger, 
he  observed,  unable  to  conceal  the  pleasure  whkk 
her  last  words  gave  him ;   "  but  it  will  not  h^ 
long — see,  it  is  past  already." 

It  seemed  to  be  so.     The  whole  expre«lon  « 
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OyriUa's  oountenance  changed  as  she  tamed  to 
Bnpert ;  and,  laying  her  hand  on  his  arm,  said, 
slowly  and  with  evident  effort,  "  It  was  wrong — 
selfish,  of  me  to  wish  to  bind  you  in  any  way.     I 

hare  no  right  to  control  you no  claim  to  your 

r^rd   beyond   what  is    due    to    me — as    your 
cousin." 

"  But  I  give  you  a  right,  and  admit  that  claim, 
ind  all  others,  too,"  he  said,  putting  his  arm  round 
ker,  "  I  am  yours  to  dispose  of  as  you  please. 
There  is  no  sacrifice  I  am  not  ready  to  make  if  it 
in  any  way  promote  your  happiness.  Do  you  be- 
lieve me  ?  " 

As  she  looked  up  to  him,  tears  fell  from  his 
eyes  upon  her  forehead,  and  the  words  she  wa« 
»Wt  to  utter  were  stifled  in  a  passionate  burst  of 
grie£ 

"  There  now,"  he  said,  endeavouring  to  speak  in 
kis  usual  cheerful  manner ;  "  don't  cry  about  it  any 
'*W)re.  Never  think  of  me  at  all,  but  do  and  say 
\  'whatever  you  like  from  this  time  forward ;  I  shall 
[  hftve  no  right  to  complain  after  having  given 
you  foil  power  to  tyrannize  to  any  extent  you  may 
Aiak  proper." 

''Oh,  Rupert from  my  tyranny  you  have  no- 
thing more  to  fear I  am  not  likely  ever  again 

^  forget  my  unfortunate " 

^'  I  wish  you  would  forget  it,  and  let  me  see  you 
cheerful  and  happy  again,"  he  said  quickly,  as  he 
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gathered  xxp  his  warlike  aooooinaeotiyaiidliiiiU 
oat  of  the  room. 

^^  Would  that  he  were  leas  Benaibley  and  hadiMR 
sensibility  I  "  ejaculated  Melanie,  as  she  drew  bff 
handkerchief  across  her  q^^s.  ^^EyenwhenidBg 
magnanimonslj — ^noblj — ^he  spoils  all  b^  spealdig 
commonly  and  jocosely.    What  perversion ! '' 

^'  Bather  say— What  perfection  I "  cried  GyiiHi, 
warmly.  '^  Can  you  not  peroeiye  that  hismotntf 
for  so  doing  are  to  diminish  the  sense  of  obligttifla? 
How  differently  would  he  act  were  he  in  'Eiaaab 
place! — ^What  do  I  say?  He  never  ooold  kn 
been  in  such  a  position  :  the  first  dereHction  ta 
the  right  path  would  have  been  impossible  to  oi0 
80  honourable." 

^^  Perhaps  so/'  said  Melanie  ;  '^  but,  in  chtfi^) 
bestow  some  pity  on  Edouard  now — ^he  is  mdUa( 
beyond  all  you  can  imagine." 

^^  He  has  cause/'  murmured  Cyrilla,  tboof^ 
folly. 

^*  You  blame  him  for  his  wife's  death,  I  knar, 
continued  Melanie,  ^^  but  unjustly.  As  joo  V 
her  that  night,  I  have  seen  her  repeatedly  in  fti 
course  of  a  single  day.  It  is  better  that  she  Sd] 
no  efibrts  of  his  could  ever  have  made  life  ote 
than  a  burden  to  her." 

"  There  are  few  lives,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  couWdflf 
be  minutely  foreseen,  to  which  an  early  <k^ 
would  not  be  preferable,  especially  when  we  nStf^ 
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lit  those  who  die  young  ever  leave  an  image  of 
uthy  and  beauty,  and  supposed  excellence,  on  the 
Jid  of  the  survivors.'' 

**  I  believe  you  are  right,"  said  Melanie.  "  One 
ing  is  certain,  that  the  older  we  grow,  the  more 
iwiUing  we  are  to  leave  this  world.  When  a 
ild,  death  had  no  terrors ;  fears  during  illness 
ere  unknown  to  me :  at  a  later  period,  I  rather 
joyed  a  dangerous  illness,  as  it  enabled  me  to  see 
e  strength  of  my  father's  affection ;  a  time  fol- 
wed  when  I  would  willingly  have  died — ^when, 
y  fondest  hopes  blighted,  and  compelled  by  cir- 
imstances  to  many  a  man  of  whom  I  felt  an  un- 
nquerable  dread — life  had  lost  all  charms  for  me ! 
fit  by  degrees  I  became  accustomed  to  the  com- 

rtable  mouotony  of  my  destiny, — and  now 

»W  that  the  most  desirable  period  of  my  woman's 
iatenc^  is  past — now  I  begin  to  value  life  for 
^{j  feel  alarmed  at  illness,  think  of  death  as  a 
Hible  necessity,  and  can  even  imagine  that  cling- 
8  to  this  world  experienced  by  the  aged,  often 
Oi8t  strongly  when  nothing  but  vitality  remains  of 
I  that  had  made  life  a  blessing." 
At  this  moment  the  President's  heavy  step  was 
!tid  approaching  through  the  adjoining  rooms, 
4  Melanie  suddenly  stopped  with  a  shrinking 
dtbn  and  raising  of  the  shoulders,  a  habit  which 
Q  had  acquired  to  hide  embarrassment,  but  which 
Unently  served  to  betray  it.    Cjiilla  drew  a  piece 
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of  work  towards  her^  over  which  she  hent,  toUk 
the  traces  of  recent  grief.  Useless  care :  the  dnop* 
ing  mouth  and  crimson  lips,  the  brimful  eyeliili, 
ready  to  overflow  when  they  could  do  so  impff- 
ceived,  the  listless  attitude, — all  became  evident  at 
a  glance  to  a  man  who  had  his  own  reascms  fa 
watching  the  efiect  that  his  niece's  death  would  piD- 
duce  upon  her.  He  was  surprised — ^peipkxei; 
and  his  scrutinizing  eyes  still  rested  on  her  i^ 
]ic  addressed  his  wife. 

'^  Melanie,  you  have  more  influence  than  moit 
j)eople  with  Edouard, — go  to  him,  and,  if  poaBilk, 
induce  him  to  consent  to  his  wife's  interment 
Every  physician  within  twenty  miles  round  Exfcrt 
has  pronounced  her  dead.  The  sj^mptoms  whici 
have  given  liim  the  idea  that  she  still  Kw* 
arc  by  no  means  so  uncommon  as  he  supposttj 
and  a  continuance  of  his  present  state  of  excite- 
ment may  seriously  aflect  his  health,  if  not  li 
mind." 

"  But,"  paid  Melanie,  hesitatingly,  "  wonlditnot 
be  better  to  wait  until  there  is  some  out^'ard  &ffl 
of  decay?  The  idea  of  any  one  being  buried  ali^^ 
is  the  most  horrible  imaginable !" 

"  Undoubtedly,"  rejoined  the  President,  "aod  it 
is  the  duty  of  the  surv^ivors  to  take  even'  possible 
j)recaution.  About  an  hour  ago,  I  tried  to  jwi^Mrt^ 
Edouard  to  consent  to  an  incision  being  made  ui 
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et's  foot,  hoping  by  that  means  to  convince 

her  decease,  hut " 

at  would  not  satisfy  me,"  cried  Melanie,  in- 
ng  him  ;  "  I  read  lately  an  account  of  the 
ition  of  skeletons  in  an  old  churchyard,  and 
discovered  that  a  considerable  number  of 
'ere  turned  upon  their  faces,  which  proved 
J  miserable  beings  had  recovered  sufficient 

isness  to  make  a  struggle  for  life O, 

n,  I  wish  you  would  promise  to  have  some 
ground  inflicted  on  my  body  before  you  con- 

0  the  grave ! " 

her  let  me  exact  such  a  promise  from  you," 
President,  smiling ;  ^^  I  am  five-and-twenty 

)ur  senior,  and  in  the  course  of  nature " 

mise,"  cried  Melanie,  eagerly.     "  You  do 

1  speaking  of  death,  and  I  may  not  again 
opportunity  of  making  the  request." 

la  looked  up  :  she  expected  some  ironical  re- 
but her  brother-in-law  appeared  grave  and 
Eul,  as  he  answered :  "  I  promise  it ;  and 
you  survive  me,  do  the  same.  Try  now 
wers  of  persuasion  to  the  same  effect  on 
I,  about  whom  I  feel  extremely  uneasy." 


[II. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


The  remains  of  the  Countess  Zomdorff,  after  hid- 
ing formed  the  sole  topic  of  conyersation  in  Exto 
for  several  days,  wore  at  length  consigned  to  the 
grave  and  consequent  forgetfulness.  The  Presidcntj 
Melanie,  and  Cyrilla  removed  to  Freilands,  andtl* 
Bcllegardes  to  their  immediate  vicinity ;  the  boiff" 
geois  proprietor  of  a  large  white-faced  house,  calW 
Ncuhof,  having  been  induced  for  a  consideratioa^ 
place  mansion,  meadows,  and  young  plantations  tt 
their  disposition  for  the  summer  months.  Opcnlv 
avowing  that  the  neighbourhood  of  Freilands,  aw 
no  rural  or  rustic  inclinations,  had  induced  them  to 
occupy  this  abode,  they  directly  after  tlieir  establiA" 
ment  thdte  requested  Rupert  to  have  a  gate  fflt^fc 
in  the  high  wooden  fence  which  separated  them 
from  his  deer  park,  and  a  well-gravelled  walk  fr*" 
it  to  his  house. 

Virginie  was  the  only  person  not  quite  satiflfe" 
with  these  arrangements  ;  she  felt  that  she  hd  b^ 
plausible  excuse  for  remaining  any  longer  at  Frei- 
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nd  prepared  to  leave  with  a  degree  of  reluc- 
at  astonished  Melanie  and  provoked  Cyrilla. 
however,  no  sooner  perceived  it  than  he 
o  urge  her  to  remain  with  them,  observing 
[le  rehearsals  would  soon  begin  at  their  little 
when  it  would  be  necessary  for  them  to  be 
•  every  day ;  that  if  obliged  to  make  ap- 
nts  with  her  he  was  quite  sure  he  should 
3ep  them,  although  they  had  so  many  duets 
y  ;  that  Alphonse's  comfort  and  health 
»rth  her  consideration,  and  it  would  be  just 
that  the  little  fellow  should  not  be  cuffed 
)ed  by  the  Bellegarde  children  until  he  was 
;  and  then  he  appealed  to  Melanie  and  Cy- 
corroboration.  The  former  said  what  she 
d  necessary  to  satisfy  him,  the  latter  was 
r  silent;  yet  Virginie,  still  pretending  to 
,  allowed  Rupert  to  urge,  reason  with,  and 
:  her  for  a  very  considerable  length  of  time 
he  consented,  contriving  to  do  so  at  last,  as 
ring  the  greatest  possible  favour  on  him. 
3  much  better  that  she  stay  with  us,"  said 
addressing  Cyrilla  after  Virginie  had  left 
"  I  should  have  been  preciously  inconve- 
by  rehearsals  at  stated  hours  every  day.  I 
ould  get  off  altogether  now,  as  your  refusal 
part  has  spoiled,  as  far  as  I  am  personally 
id,  all  the  pleasure  I  expected  from  these 
als." 
)pe  not,"  replied  Cyrilla,  with  some  embar- 
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rassment ;  jet  she  found  it  impoBsiUe  to  lepm  t 
feeling  of  satisfBU^on  that  it  waa  ao.    CoDodemg 
it  her  dnty  henceforward  to  avoid  everjiliing  w 
would  bring  her  in  immediate  contact  or  oomiiiiaiiri 
cation  with  Bupert,  she  had  declined  the  put  ur^ 
signed  her  in  the  opera  about  to  be  performed;  tJk 
this  her  first  effort  had  caused  her  a  mixture  of  pab^ 
irritation,  and  regret,  that  she  found  hard  to  endm? 
with  patience.     It  was  at  least  a  sort  of  oonsolttkiK 
to  her  that  Rupert  openly  avowed  his  disappcnnt— 
ment ;  and  for  the  twentieth  time  she  listened  tolas 
covert  reproaches  with  pleasure,  vainly  endcsfoar— 
ing  to  repress  the  feeling,  and  proving  her  seDseo^ 
its  selfishness  by  the  effort  to  conceal  it. 

"  I  doubt  Cyrilla's  being  able  to  play  that  pirt 
as  well  as  Virginie,"  observed  Melanie.  "  All  tk^ 
Lindesmars  are  perfect  actresses." 

"  I  know  they  are.  I  have  often  played  with 
them,  and  have  no  objection  to  do  so  agwi ;  Imta^ 
was  the  rehearsals  and  practisings  with  Cyrillatha* 

However,  there  is  no  use  in  talking  ahouti^ 

any  more.     One  subject  of  mutual  interest— «* 
means  of  enjoying  her  society  without  interruptk* 
for  some  hours  every  day — ^is  still  left,  and  shdl  te 
put  in  practice  this  very  present  time.   Cyrilla,  yo* 
shaU  have  your  first  lesson  in  riding  to-day!" 

She  acquiesced,  and  left  the  room  to  put  on  iff 
habit. 

While  Rupert  gave  the  necessary  directions,  w 
afterwards,  with  a  sort  of  pleased  impatience,  wW 
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r  her  appearance,  he  little  suspected  that  he  was 
itting  not  only  her  fortitude,  but  her  affection,  to 
e  severest  test.  Essentially  timid,  the  vague  wish 
learn  to  ride,  which  she  had  expressed  one  even- 
g  in  the  Circus,  faded  before  the  dreaded  reality 
trusting  herself  to  a  powerful,  spirited  animal, 
customed  to  the  practised  steady  hand  of  a  per- 
ct  rider.  But  what  could  she  do  ?  Rupert  had 
irchased  the  horse  for  her ;  had  taken  the  trouble 
mself  to  learn  from  Madame  Vinci  how  to  in- 
^tict  her ;  and,  in  the  innocence  of  her  heart,  she 
fcimated  this  latter  effort  of  kindness  higher  than 
perhaps  justly  deserved.  After  having  refused 
take  a  part  in  his  favourite  opera,  and  every  day 
tding  some  excuse  to  avoid  going  with  him  to  his 
^rsh,  could  she  decline  riding,  which  he  evidently 
sired  more  than  anything  else?  No — ^ride  she 
ust;  and  he  should  never  know  that  she  was 
J^id !  With  a  trepidation  which  her  maid  mis- 
^k  for  eagerness,  she  dressed  ;  and,  hurrying 
rough  the  hall,  stood  beside  Rupert,  looking  very 
le  and  very  pretty, — her  slight  figure  appearing 
U  slighter  from  the  dark-coloured,  closely-fitting 
bit,  and  the  absence  of  those  starched  under-gar- 
aits  which,  flounced  and  furbelowed,  usually  give 
2h  amazing  amplitude  to  the  "  female  form  divine." 
Two  grooms  stood  at  Selim's  head ;  a  tliird  ca- 
sed him  in  the  most  flattering  manner,  in  order 
induce  him  to  remain  perfectly  quiet  while  Cy- 
la  learned  to  mount.     She  listened  with  great 
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attention  to  her  cousin's  directions,  but  liQrdioa(^ti 
were  too  confused  to  understand  them,  and  dtteoa' 
sequently  fell  back  repeatedly  on  his  shoulder  in  t 
way  that  rather  surprised  yet  did  not  displease  Ub 
in  the  least  He  laughed  a  little ;  and  then,  ssgij 
with  herself  for  exhibiting  so  mnch  awkwardnai} 
she  made  a  violent  spring,  slipped  on  the  saddk, 
and  disappeared  altogether  at  the  other  side  of  tk 
horse.  It  was  then  Eupert's  turn  to  feel  alanned; 
and  he  became  so  to  a  degree  by  no  means  uncomman 
in  such  circumstances.  He  raised  her  to  the  saddle, 
and  held  her  there,  while  Selim  was  being  led  very 
carefully  backwards  and  forwards  before  the  house; 
Ills  own  fear  of  an  accident  preventing  him  from 
observing  the  raised  shoulders,  stooping  fonn,  and 
pallid  parted  lips  of  the  trembling  equestrian. 

A  good  rider  from  his  earliest  youth,  and  dannt- 
less  if  not  daring  by  nature,  Rupert  could  fonn  no 
idea  of  the  tortures  of  timidity  as  far  as  his  own 
person  was  concerned  :  for  the  first  time  in  his  Kk 
he  was  destined  to  feel  them  for  Cyrilla.    EveiT 
curvet  of  Selim's,  and  they  were  not  a  few,  made 
him  throw  his  arm  round  her,  and  stammer  in  tke 
explanations  he  was  giving  about  the  curb,  which, 
in  all  the  unconsciousness  of  perfect  ignorance,  ake 
pulled  and  twisted  in  a  barbarous  manner.    T^ 
ceiving  at  length  his  anxiety,  her  self-posaefflion 
returned,  and  with  it  a  certain  proportion  of  cour- 
age ;  so  that  when  Melanie  appeared  on  the  bal- 
cony,  she  began  to  sit  upright;  and  a  distant  view 
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(Tiiginie  was  sufficient  to  make  her  whisper  to 
pert  that)  ^^  if  he  mounted,  she  thought  she 
id  now  get  on  famously."  He  did  so;  and, 
ceded  by  one  groom,  followed  by  another,  and 
sh  his  hand  on  Selim's  bridle,  they  moved  slowly 
1  cautiously  down  the  lime-tree  avenue  towards 
t  forest. 

The  balcony  was  crowded  with  visiters,  the  Pre- 
ent  standing  in  the  portico  beneath,  when  Cy- 
ia  gaily  cantered  up  to  the  door  on  her  return 
me. 

"  Why,  this  is  an  astonishing  beginning ! "  cried 
5  President,  advancing  to  assist  her  to  dismount. 
[  did  not  expect  to  see  you  ride  in  that  way  for 
:  weeks  at  least,  aud  should  not  liave  been  sur- 
ised  had  a  single  trial  sufficed  to  disgust  you  with 
ch  rough  exercise.  One  never  knows,"  he  added, 
ming  to  Rupert,  "  what  these  women  can  do  un- 

they  are  tried !  You  look  infinitely  more  heated 
d  tired  than  she  does." 

"  I  daresay,"  said  Rupert,  laughing,  "for  I  have 
en  suffering  every  possible  gradation,  from  un- 
siness  to  actual  fear.  Prepared  to  find  Cyrilla 
ther  timid  than  otherwise,  she  absolutely  terrified 
e  by  her  recklessness ! " 

And  this  was  perfectly  true.  Surprised  and 
eased  at  Rupert's  anxiety  and  excessive  care  of 
sr,  Cjrrilla  first  wished  to  reassure,  then  to  aston- 
h  him.  A  lurking  desire  to  obtain  some  of  the 
ftme  kind  of  admiration  which  he  had  bestowed 
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SO  unreservedly  on  Madame  Vinci  succeeded;  and 
for  this  purpose  she  feigned,  then  to  her  infinite 
amazement  actually  felt,  a  temerity  foreign  to  hef 
character,  and  was  with  difficulty  prevented  firoir* 
turning  into  one  of  the  reclaimed  fields  near  tk^ 
marsh,  in  order  to  leap  the  drains !     Let  it  not  h^ 
supposed  that,  with  all  the  facility  of  a  heroine  oj 
romance,  Cyrilla  had  learned  to  ride  in  the  coun^ 
of  a  couple  of  hours.     Such  was  by  no  means  the- 
case.     On  the  contrary,  there  was  all  the  tmsteadi— 
ness  of  a  beginner  in  movement  and  posture.    She- 
was  frequently  thrown  wildly  about  on  her  saddle^ 
sat  considerably  to  the  left  side,  made  most  on — 
necessary  use  of  her  stirrup,  and  was  altogether  aeft 
awkward  as  any  one  so  naturally  graceful  could  be  ; 
nor,  though  she  succeeded  in  concealing  her  fears, 
were  they  by  any  means  completely  subdued.  There 
were  times  when  she  expected  that  Selim's  next 
spring  would  cast  her  to  the  ground  ;  others,  when 
a  slightly  bounding  gallop  deprived  her  of  breathy 
and  gave  her  a  sensation  of  being  on  the  edge  of  a 
precipice.     Yet  even  then  she  urged  him  forward, 
dashing  on  with  a  heedlessness  that  might  have 
passed  for  courage,  had  it  not  too  strongly  resembled 
temerity.     Such  Rupert  evidently  considered  it; 
but  the  more  he  attempted  to  restrain,  the  more 
rash  she  became  ;  and  at  length  he  rode  on  beaide 
her  in  a  state  of  excitement  little  inferior  to  her 
own,  and  with  precisely  the  same  indefinite  dread 
of  some  dangerous  accident  in  perspective. 
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IBttt  nothing  of  the  kind  occurred  either  that  day 
Wknj  of  the  following^  and  then  Rupert's  cautions 
l€3L  fears  changed  into  encouragements  and  openly 
X>xessed  approbation.  Cyrilla  was  soon  a  grace- 
L  and  intrepid  rider;  any  qualms  of  timidity 
»>X€5h  may  have  assailed  her  were  so  successfully 
^csked,  so  perfectly  controlled,  that  they  remained 
iscovered,  and  at  last  they  ceased  altogether, 
completely  absorbed,  as  any  feeling  may  be 
another  and  stronger ;  for  these  rides  soon  be- 
c  the  only  means  of  undisturbed  intercourse, 
last  remaining  bond  of  union,  between  her  and 
cousin  whose  attentions  she  had  herself  for- 
^^.en,  and  who  was  now  from  circimistances 
'-*^;ed  to  obey  her  commands  more  literally  than 
^  liked,  or  ever  perhaps  intended, 
^^upert's  mornings  were  claimed  unreservedly  by 
*  steward,  the  civil  engineer,  and  numerous  work- 
^^  employed  in  draining  the  marsh;  latterly 
®o  still  more  by  an  architect  who  was  inspecting 
••^^  building  of  model  cottages,  a  churcli,  and 
*^*iool-house  for  the  already  populous  village,  the 
^^^bitants  of  which,  still  living  in  temporary  huts 
^  little  calculated  for  winter  use,  that  buildings 
tod  builders  had  become  of  immense  importance  ; 
hni  Rupert's  mind  was  soon  so  occupied  and  in- 
terested on  such  subjects,  that  not  only  morning 
bourSy  but  even  after  riding  with  Cyrilla  in  the 
iftemoon,  he  might  be  seen  day  after  day  rushing 
lawn  to  the  lake,  on  which  soon  after  a  long  nar- 

c  2 
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row  boat  became  visible,  gliding  swiftly  in  tk 
direction  of  the  river.     Cyrilla  sighed — Viipnk 
frowned,  bit  her  lip,  tapped  with  her  foot,  ejdiibitei 
every  symptom  of  ladylike  impatience  imaginatfe, 
then  generally  sent  for  her  child,  and  went  off  to 
her  sister  at  Neuhof,  where,  vexed  and  dispirited, 
she  complained  incessantly  of  Rupert's  continued 
indifference.     Adrienne  listened  at  first  with  in- 
terest and  sympathy,  but  at  length  got  tired;  and 
one  day,  with  an  impatient  shrug  of  her  shouldcn, 
observed  that  "  she  had  foreseen  and  foretold  that 
it  would  be   so — Rupert  never  had  been,  nevff 
would  be,  capable  of  the  devotion  to  be  found  in 
other  men — that  if  Virginie  were  married  to  him 
to-morrow,  she  would  discover  the  day  after  that 
his  copper  mines,  woods,  plantations,  moors,  his 
regiment,   or  even    a   shooting-match,  would  all 
supersede  her  in  his  thoughts." 

"  No,"  persisted  Virginie;  "  I  am  convinced  that, 
if  once  married,  his  wife  would  be  his  first  object- 
that  she  would  be  the  most  fortunate  of  women!' 

"  O,  I  have  no  doubt  he  would  be  good-natnred 
and  generous,"  rejoined  Adrienne,  "  would  pay 
long  bills  without  looking  at  or  wondering  about 
them.  I  admit  he  is  altogether  so  desirable  that  I 
should  encourage  you  to  ])ersevere  if  I  did  not  con- 
sider the  case  quite  hopeless.  Now  Henri  thinks 
it  would  be  better,  all  things  considered,  if  yon 
could  make  up  your  mind  about  General  Keisdoiff 
— he  is  not  young  or  handsome,  but " 
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''Don't  speak  of  him,"  cried  Virginie,  impa- 
tientlj.  "  You  know  I  only  tolerate  him  when  I 
am  trying  to  make  Rupert  jealous." 

"  Rupert  jealous  !  What  an  idea !  Really,  Vir- 
ginie,  for  a  clever  woman  you  are  wonderfully  dull 
on  some  subjects.  Why,  scarcely  a  day  passes  in 
the  course  of  which  you  do  not  in  some  way  or 
other  let  him  know  how  completely  devoted  to  him 
you  are,  and  then  you  expect  him  to  be  jealous !" 

"I  assure  you,"  cried  Virginie,  quickly,  "I 
have  not  once,  since  I  have  been  at  Freilands,  said 

a  word  that " 

"  Say !  Of  course  not.  What  can  a  woman  8ay  ? 
but  your  looks  and  manners  express  more  than 
many  words  ;  and  Henri  is  greatly  amused  at  the 
quiet  way  in  which  Rupert  receives  the  incense  you 
offer  him." 

"  Henri  is  always  unkind  in  his  observations, 
merciless  in  his  judgment  of  mc." 

"  He  thinks  you  are  very  deep,  and  says  I  can- 
not &thom  you." 

A  slightly  ironical  smile  played  round  Virginie's 
lips  at  this  remark,  the  justness  of  which  she  felt 
so  completely,  that  she  suddenly  became  desirous 
of  knowing  more  of  her  brother-in-law's  opinions. 
"  I  suppose,"  she  said,  after  a  pause,  "  I  suppose 
he  disapproved  of  my  remaining  at  Freilands  after 
you  came  here?" 

"  He  thought  it  a  strong  measure,  and  hoped 
you  would  manage  with  your  usual  tact;  for  he 
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more  than  suspected  that  not  only  Cyrilla,  bat  eten 
dear  Melanie  herself,  when  not  actually  wri^ 
verses,  perceived  your your " 

"My  what?" 

"  Your manosuvres." 

"  You  may  tell  him,  Adrienne,  that  had  it  beoi 
less  disagreeable  to  me  I  should  have  returned  to 
his  liouse — that  instead  of  manoeuvring,  as  he  Bup- 
poses,  I  have  been  quite  explicit  with  Rupert,  wbo 
knows  perfectly  well  that  Henri  and  I  disagree) 
and  almost  dislike  each  other.  Impropriety  there 
was  none  in  my  remaining  at  Freilands,  when 
Melanie  herself  said " 

"  O,  as  to  that,"  cried  Madame  de  Bellegarde, 
carelessly  ;  "  I  must  say  I  think  all  scruples  about 
Rupert's  house,  or  Rupert!s  self,  extremely  ridico- 
lous  as  far  as  we  are  coucemed ;  but  Henri  never 
can  be  made  to  understand  the  nature  of  an  intimac}' 
commenced  in  childhood,  and  contmued  without 
intermission  through  life.  Such  intimacies  hate 
their  advantages  no  doubt,  but  also  their  disadvan- 
tagcs.  Only  imagine  Rupert  taking  me  aside 
yesterday  evening,  and  telling  me  I  ought  to  send 
Hortense  to  school ;  that  she  would  be  completely 
spoiled  if  I  kept  her  at  home  ;  and  was  already  an 
astounding  coquette  for  her  years !" 

"  Nonsense ! " 

"  Fact,  1  assure  you.  I  was  dreadfully  offended 
at  first,  for  though  Rupert  did  not  in  direct  woida 
say  it,  1  cjo\]1^  ^i^^v\<i  that  he  a considered 
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'  example  and  a all  that  sort  of  thing  you 

>w but  afterwards  I  was  obliged  to  laugh 

en  he  produced  an  execrably  written  French 
e  from  her,  in  which  she  proposed  a  rendezvcms 
h  him  at  the  Deer-Park  gate;  she  ^Hished  so 
ch  that  he  would  row  her  on  the  lake!  Did 
II  eyer  hear  any  thing  so  amusing  ?" 

*  You  consider  this  matter  too  lightly,"  observed 
rginie,  slightly  contracting  her  brows. 

*  Why  that  is  only  half  the  affair,  and  as  Ru- 
t  said,  would  have  appeared  quite  natural,  and 
de  no  impression  whatever  on  him,  had  she  not 
tviously,  with  great  mystery,  and  some  real  or 
scted  embarrassment,  bestowed  on  him  an  ell  or 
>  of  red  ribbon,  and  a  lock  of  her  hair !  It 
ms  he  returned  these  precious  gifts,  and  proba- 
'  lectured  her " 

'As  she  deserved,  I  hope,"  cried  Virginie,  severely. 

*  Perhaps  more — for,  after  crying  profusely  for 
He  time,  she  told  him  in  excuse  or  justification, 
eally  do  not  remember  which  he  called  it,  *  that 
mma  often  walked  with  Klemmliein  in  the  park, 

I  had  given  him  a  gold  pencil-case,  and ' — In 

^,  it  was  quite  evident  that  Mademoiselle  Jou- 
t  had  talked  of  me  more  than  was  necessary, 
I  had,  moreover,  neglected  her  duties  as  gover- 
»  in  a  most  unpardonable  manner — No  femme 
thambre  ever  wrote  more  incorrectly  than  Hor- 
tte;  and  though  I  did  not  say  so  to  Rupert, 
know  that  her  attempts  in  Grennan  are  still 
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worse.    He  quite  brought  me  round  to  bis  Hfoam 
at  last — She  oertamlj  is  very  ignonnA^  and......-* 

and Temarkabty  tall  for  her  age ;  ao  I  psomiiBi 

to  use  all  my  influence  with  Henri  to  have  to  «Bt 
to  some  hmoua  pension  at  Strasbuig." 

"  Strasburg!  and  why  there?" 

'^  The  best  place  for  learning  French  and  Gtf- 
man  equally  well— -or  ill — as  the  case  may  k; 
but  it  seems  that  Melanie  made  all  scurta  of  bqaiiitf 
about  the  school  three  yean  ago,  when  Bupert 
placed  a  god-daughter  of  his  there.'' 

^^  A  god-daughter  1  I  never  heard  Cff  his  liafiig 
such  an  appendage,"  observed  Yirginie* 

'^  O,  he  has  a  godson  too,  his  tutor's  chfldrea^ 
all  right  and  proper.  I  remember  Melanie  telliif 
me  something  long  ago  about  his  having  depoflitBi 
a  sum  of  money  somewhere  for  their  edncatioD;  ^ 
that  if  he  should  by  chance  break  his  neck  orlc 
drowned 

^'  Adrienne,  for  goodness  sake  don't  talk  in  Ai^ 
light  way !" 

"  Rupert's  own  words,  I  assure  you  j  but  J^ 
lanie  supposed  he  made  the  arrangement  to  paf 
end  to  the  letters  of  thanks  perpetually  writta* 
him  by  the  children  when  their  bills  were  paii  ^ 
was  just  what  one  might  expect  firom  him';  J* 
know  he  is  such  a  dear  creature  about  thinff 
of  that  kind  ;  and,  indeed,  even  when  he  peaches 
propriety,  he  does  it  in  an  off-hand,  woridly-wi*? 
intelligible  sort  of  way,  that  is,  at  least,  veiy  ^ 
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rable.  I  do  not  know  any  one  whose  advice  I 
)iild  more  willingly  ask  were  I  in  any  kind  of 

smma By  the  by,  have  you  heard   again 

m  that  inexorable  marchande  de  modes  at  Turin?" 
^'  No.  Her  shameless  bill  hangs  like  the  sword 
Damocles  over  my  head,  and  I  dread  the  post- 
ar  on  account  of  it." 

**  It  would  have  been  better  to  have  sent  it  with 
i  others  to  your  father-in-law,"  said  Adrienne. 
*  Impossible,"  replied  Virginie,  shaking  her 
id;  "only  just  imagine  an  old  man,  who  has 
5nt  a  quiet  life  in  the  country,  poring  over  a 
tig  of  that  kind  :  besides,  it  is  a  sort  of  double 
icem,  her  husband  being  jeweller  and  money- 
tier,  or  rather  a  usurer,  to  whom  in  my  distress 
^as  obliged  to  apply ;  he  cheated  me  most  un- 
lipulously,  even  in  the  first  instance  scarcely 
"ing  me  more  than  half  the  money  of  the  loans 
-ced  to  my  account ;  and  these  loans,  with  the  ac- 
^ulated  interest,  now  amount  to  a  sum  of  which 
f  father-in-law  would  undoubtedly  dispute  the 
•yment,  and  I  should  fall  in  his  esteem,  without  a 
lance  of  relief  from  my  difficulties." 

"  Have  you  never  thought "  began  Madame 

5  Bellegarde,  sedulously  rubbing  a  spot  on  her 

bve with  her  handkerchief,  "of. applying 

Rupert you  know  his  unhesitating " 

"  No,  no,  no,  no,"  cried  Virginie,  quickly, "  any- 
ing  rather  than  that !     I  thought  of  asking  Vic- 
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tor  to  assist  me.     Grandpapa  is  liberal  to  kim, 
though  not  to  us." 

"  Why,  Virginie,  have  you  forgotten  that  Yidd 
has  been  six  months  in  Paris  ?  That  he  is  living} 
and  must  continue  to  live,  at  an  expensive  hotdi 
here,  imtil  he  is  placed  somewhere  or  other  de- 
finitively, of  which,  too,  at  present  there  seems  bat 
little  chance?" 

^^  I  know  all  that,  but  he  is  prudent,  and  alvajs 

has  money it  would  be  merely  a  loan,  you 

know " 

"  Yes ;  but  one  that  might  inconvenience  bin, 
whereas  Rupert  would  consider  it  a  trifle  not  worth 
talking  or  thinking  about." 

"  It  is  not  a  trifle,"  said  Virginie,  in  a  low  voice; 
"  I  only  confessed  part  of  the  sum  to  you." 

"Virginie!" 

"  You  need  not  look  so  horrified ;  I  think  the  wo- 
man might  perhaps  be  satisfied  with  the  half  in 
the  way  of  part  payment,  and  wait  my  convenience 
for  the  rest.  I  have  written  to  beg  of  her  to  giie 
me  a  little  more  time  ;  but  there  is  little  chance  of 
her  doing  so  when  she  hears  that  my  father-in- 
law  has  paid  all  our  other  creditors.  I  am  really 
very  unfortunate — most  imhappy ! " 

"  I  should  not  have  thought  so  during  the  re- 
hearsal yesterday." 

"  Of  course  not,"  said  Virginie,  "  nor  afterwards 
either.     I  don't  choose  to  disgust  Rupert  with  » 


CYRILLA.  41 

rowM  conntenaDce.      Nothing  he  dislikes  so 

'  I  am  not  quite  so  sure  of  that/'  said  Madame 
Bellegarde,  musingly. 

'But  I  am,"  rejoined  Virginie;  "I  know  it 
kes  him  quite  uncomfortable  seeing  any  one  he 
B8  looking  ill  or  imhappy,  and  if  he  cannot  re- 
ve  the  cause  of  their  sorrow,  he  avoids  them." 
*  He  does  not  avoid  Cyrilla,"  said  Madame  de 
llegarde;  "  and  I  never  saw  any  one  looking  so 
fectly  unhappy  as  she  docs;  but  perhaps  he 
nks  he  can  remove  the  cause,  and   in    that 

te " 

''No — I  don't — think — he  can,"  answered  Vir- 
lie,  slowly ;  "I  am  myself  scarcely  able  to 
iount  for  it  now.  Her  grief  about  Margaret's 
ith  I  should  have  considered  a  good  piece  of 
ing,  had  it  not  lasted  so  long,  and  had  she  not 
By  endeavoured  to  conceal  it  in  every  possible 
p'.  I  can  only  suppose  that  either  she  imagines 
poor  thing  was  wronged  and  ill-treated  on  her 
3imt,  or  that  perhaps  she  herself  has  now  ceased 
are  for  ZomdorflF,  and  rather  dreads  than  wishes 
snewal  of  his  attentions.  I  have  often  lately 
ed  it  might  be  so." 

Not  at  all  improbable,"  said  Madame  de  Belle- 
le;  "  for  my  part,  I  almost  think  her  disinter- 
d  and  romantic  enough  to  prefer  Victor  to  every 
else." 
O  that  I  were  sure  of  that !  "  exclaimed  Vir- 
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ginie,  clasping  her  hands  and  looking  npwnds; 
^'bnt  I  fear,  I  greatly  fear,  she  merely  toWntn 
our  poor  brother.  Gome,  Alphonse,''  she  added, 
turning  to  her  child,  ^^  come,  it  is  time  fiir  lU  top 
home — Iwmel  Wonld  that  Freilands  were  indeed 
our  home ! " 

^'  I  wish  it  were,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegvdt 
"  How  nice  it  would  be,  could  we  arrange  CTwy- 
thing  after  the  fashion  of  the  last  act  of  a  comedy 
— ^you  and  Rupert  with  joined  hands;  Genenl 
Kersdorff,  after  a  moment's  natural  hesitation,  (An 
his  to  Julie,  who  of  course  accepts  it  joyM^j 
Henri  discovers  that  I  am  an  angel,  entreats  Sf* 
giveness  for  his  unjust  suspicions,  ridiculongjeil- 
ousy,  and  so  forth " 

"  And  Cyrilla?  "  asked  Virgin ie,  laughing. 

"  O,  as  to  Victor  and  Cyrilla,  they  are  1»4 
young — can  wait,  and  might  do  better.  Let  n? 
leave  them  out  of  our  play  altogether." 

"  I  wish  we  could  do  so  as  easily  in  life  as  in  Wff 
theatre,"  said  Virginie.  "  I  suppose  you  haT< 
heard  that  Cyrilla  has  also  refused  to  take  a  pirt 
in  the  melodrama  written  for  us  by  Mclanie? 
Rupert  looked  so  disappointed,  that  I  oflered  my 
services  directly,  though  I  dislike  Melanie's  florid 
language  and  weak  plot  beyond  all  expression." 

"  Well,  do  you  know  I  thought  it  all  veiy  w« 
and  pretty,  the  evening  Cyrilla  read  it  to  us,"  MW 
Madame  de  Bellegarde,  "  and  you  seemed  to  Kk^ 
it  too." 
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liked  Cjrrilla's  readings  which  would  have 

a  worse  thing  appear  tolerable." 

Lh — ^to  be  sure — ^it  may  have  been  that — I 

heard  any  one  read  so  before,  and  was  quite 

ished  at  her  conrage.     I  am  sure  I  couldn't 

dare  say  not — ^few  people  can — ^but  it  was 
luite  so  admirable  and  astonishing  as  the 
lent  and  Rupert  seemed  to  think;  it  was 
d  their  saying  they  preferred  reading  even  to 
ig  as.  an  accomplishment." 
Vhy,  it  has  its  advantages,"  said  Madame  de 
^de,  looking  unusually  wise  and  speaking 
r  didactically;  "  it  is  less  noisy  in  the  acquire- 
and  practice,  is  independent  of  accompanying 
ments,  modulates  the  voice  for  ordinary  speak- 

nd " 

^te  true,  dear  Adrienne,"    said  Virginie,  en- 
uring to  suppress  a  smile,  "  but  I  have  heard 
at  before,  you  know,  from  Melanie.     Be  sure 
re  Hortensc  taught  to  read  at  Strasburg." 
^aught!" 

tf  course.  Surely  you  did  not  imagine  that 
ne  could  read  as  Cyrilla  does,  by  inspiration? 
has  had  the  best  instruction  that  could  be 
led;  and  when  one  considers  all  the  advan- 
she  has  had,  it  is  astonishing  after  all  to  find 
>  common-place  a  person." 
),  Virginie !  " 

assure  you  I  think  so,  and  cannot  discover 


erected  near  tliat  ugly  bog.  I  wi: 
her  studying  tlie  jiluiis,  and  galliev 
of  wisdom  as  they  fall  from  the 
terrific  man  the  President." 

"  Are  you  also  afraid  of  him  ?  " 
de  Bellegarde. 

"Beyond  meaaure:  he  ia  eren  i 
severe  than  his  nephew,  withot 
beauty  and  strong  feelings  that  bo 
multitude  of  Zorndorff's  sins;  to  at 
having  at  least  the  one  excellent 
interfering  with  other  people's 
they  abaolutfily  cross  his  own;  whi 
either  conacioualy  or  nnconsciougl 
marring  any  little  innocent  plots  tl 
on  around  bim.  Had  it  not  been 
tinizing  glances,  I  should  have  go 
marshes  to  please  Rapert  long  ago 
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Hake  ourselves  pretty  ?"  repeated  the  child. 
The  President/'  said  Yirginie,  looking  back 

a  toss  of  the  head,  ^^  would  tell  me  to  endeav- 
io  give  my  son  habits  of  punctuality,  instead  of 
lling  the  poison  of  personal  vanity  into  his 
ig  mind.  ^¥t  is  agreeable  to  have  to  listen 
peeches  of  that  kind  continually,  without  dar- 
to  answer  them  ;  but  a  time  may  come,  when 

Rupert's  presence  will  not  impose  silence  on 


» 
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CHAPTEE  m. 

When  Virginie,  a  couple  of  hours  later,  with  » 
good  deal  of  affected  haste,  entered  the  drawing 
room  at  Freilands,  expecting  to  see  the  Piesidait 
comparing  his  watch  with  the  different  clocks  th»t 
in  various  forms  adorned  the  rooms,  she  was  sor^ 
prised  to  find  Melanie,  quite  alone,  waiting  tore^ 
ceivc  the  guests  expected  from  Exfort,  for  the  pur-- 
pose  of  joining  in  the  full  rehearsal  of  the  open^ 
which  was  to  take  place  in  the  course  of  the  eve»^ 
ing.     Her  practised  jealous  eye  had  scarcely  hiA 
time  to  discover  all  that  was  new  and  tasteful  in- 
her  companion's  dress,  before  her  brother,  Victor 
de  Lindesmar,  and  a  number  of  people  arnTcd; 
and  Melanie  began  to  excuse  Rupert's  absence,  b]r 
saying,  that  he  had  persuaded  the  President  to  in- 
spect his  improvements,  and  give  an  opinion  aboat 
a  road  which  he  purposed  making  through  the  Ik? 
to  the  village — a  much  pleasanter  way  of  reaching 
it  than  in  a  boat,  and  of  very  great  importance  to 
the  inhabitants.     Then  followed  a  long  discnsrioo 
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jjft  roads  and  bogs  in  general,  which  00  little  in- 
»ted  Yirginie,  that,  beckoning  her  brother,  she 
Iked  out  into  the  balcony,  and  wondered  what 
Id  have  induced  the  President  to  forget  the  din- 
-hour. 

^  It  seems,"  said  Victor  de  Lindesmar,  "  he  per- 
ded  Mademoiselle  d' Adlerkron  to  go  with  them, 
I  I  can  easily  imagine  her  making  people  forget 
h  time  and  place." 

*  Nevertheless,"  rejoined  Virginie,  "  the  dirt. 
Up,  and  fog  will,  I  suppose,  remind  them  at  last 
*t  they  are  in  a  bog.   I  hate  the  place — ^and  even 

«  words  marsh  or  moorlands.  One  hears  of 
liing,  from  morning  till  night,  but  drainage  and 
gation,  sluices  and  canals,  turf,  dust,  and  peat- 
:).pressing  machines  I " 

*  Very  engrossing  subjects  of  conversation,"  said 
"  brother,  "  when  one  has  a  personal  interest  in 
i   business,  and  even,  as  a  matter  of  speculation 

curiosity,  by  no  means  uninteresting  either.  I 
L  sorry  I  refused  Adlerkron's  invitation  to  go 
th  him  to-day ;  when  I  did  so,  I  had  not  the 
^t  idea  that  his  cousin  was  to  be  of  the  party." 
**  So  he  asked  you  to  go  with  him  ?"  said  Vir- 
tue, thoughtfully.  "  Could  he  have  intended  you 
» take  care  of  Cyrilla  while  he  talked  to  the  Pre- 
dent?" 

"  I  believe  that  such  may  have  been  his  very 
bd  intentions,  and  therefore  the  more  regret  my 
ftisal ;  but  she  has  so  invariably  remained  witli 
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her  sister  lately,  that  I  never  doubted  I  elioaldfiDi 
her  in  the  rose  room,  and  be  permitted  to  aceon- 
pany  them  to  the  garden,  and  afterwards  sit  under 
the  trees  in  the  lawn  as  nsuaL" 

"  So  this  affair  with  Cyrilla  is  reallj  getting  »- 
rious,  Victor?" 

"  Quite  so,  I  assure  you.  Directly  I  have  com- 
menced my  career,  no  matter  how  subordinate  my 
situation,  I  intend  to  write  to  my  grandfather." 

"  You  had  better  first  speak  to  her,"  observed 
Virginie. 

"  I  expect  to  have  but  few  difficulties  to  encoon- 
ter  in  that  quarter,"  answered  her  brother,  withi 
satisfied  smile ;  for  with  that  pleasing  appreciatkm 
of  self,  not  uncommon  in  men  of  his  age — ^perhape 
of  any  age — he  had  mistaken  Cyrilla's  politeness 
for  regard  ;  her  careless  toleration  of  attentions,  to 
whicli  she  was  accustomed  from  every  one,  to  an 
especial  encouragement  of  his  own  views.  "  I  only 
wish  I  were  as  sure  of  my  grandfatlier's  consent," 
he  added,  after  a  moment's  pause ;  "  for  I  greatly 
fear  that  he  and  my  mother,  after  the  manner  of 
provident  parents,  liave  already  found  out  some  un- 
exceptionable partie  for  me  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Amboise." 

"  So,"  said   Virginie,  hesitatingly,  "  you  only 
fear  difficulties  from  grandpapa,  and  have  never 

had  cause  to  suppose  that Cyrilla cares 

for  Rupert?" 

"  To  be  sure  she  cares  for  him,  as  everybody 
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)  him  most — ^he  is  the  best-natiired  fel- 
i  world:  not  at  all  to  be  feared  as  a 
tver,  as  he  has  not  time  at  present  to  be 
ctably  attentive  to  any  woman — ^least  of 
isin !  And  I,  you  know,  have  holidays 
jort  of  occupation  but  to  make  myself 

true,"  said  Virginie,  "  and  CyriUa  cer- 

talk  to  you or  rather  listen  to  you 

>metimes — often  in  fact and  though 

attentive " 

re  she  comes,"  cried  Victor  de  Lindes- 

ig  over  the  balustrade,  and  bowing  re- 

1  a  vain  endeavour  to  attract  the  atten- 

three  people  who  were  advancing  quickly 

3  house  in  eager  conversation.     "How 

-how  interesting  she  looks ! " 

ack  mud  on  her  dress  does  look  rather 

"    said  Virginie,   laughing;    "perhaps 

Imire  the  unconcern  with  which  she  ex- 

30ots  incrusted  with  dirt  and  powdered 

dust?" 

I  do,"  cried  Victor,  warmly ;  "  it  is  pre- 

;  unconcern — that   carelessness,   which 

so  irresistible." 

ire  /  have  no  objection  to  your  finding 

armured  Virginie. 

Drms   such   a  contrast  to  all  the  other 

ave  ever  known,"  he  continued. 

t  think  you  know  much  about  her,"  said 

[II.  D 
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y  irginie  with  some  pique,  for  she  imagined  thoe 
was  a  slight  reproach  in  her  brother's  words. 

"Do  I  not?"  he  rejoined,  quickly;  "then  if 
you  do,  it  is  your  duly  to  tell  me ;  and  if  you 
words  have  any  particular  meaning,  I  most  insist 
on 

At  this  moment  Cyrilla  looked  up,  smiled,  ud 
playfully  shaking  her  soiled  dress,  hurried  mto  tite 
house,  followed  hy  Rupert,  but  not  before  he  bd 
flourished  his  straw  hat  in  the  air  towards  Viigiue, 
and  pointed  to  the  President,  who  was  looking  *t 
his  watch  with  a  mixture  of  astonishment  and  dis- 
may. 

The  rehearsal  was  like  all  such  af&irs  at  amiteor 
theatres,  a  matter  of  pleasure,  not  business.  Tha« 
was  a  good  deal  of  jesting  and  laughing,  flirdng 
and  mocking ;  some  good  acting  and  very  toleraUe 
singing,  but  to  the  surprise  of  all  who  were  wt 
inmates  of  Freilands,  it  was  proved  beyond  a  douK 
that  Rupert,  though  acknowledged  to  be  the  beil 
musician  of  tlie  party,  did  not  know  his  parts.  He 
laughingly  accused  Virginie  of  having  neglected  to 
practise  with  him :  she  retorted  that  his  wbok 
time  had  been  latterly  divided  between  his  tokA 
and  rides  with  his  cousin ;  and  then  he  ftonasti 
to  devote  the  fortnight  which  still  intervened  befcrt 
the  grand  representation  took  place  to  the  study  rf 
his  duets  with  her, 

Mr  and  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  the  Prewdcnt, 
and  Melanie,  left  the  stage-box,  where  they  l*d 
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miifled  and  hj  no  means  silent  spectators  of 
it  had  been  said  and  sung.  Count  Lindes* 
"epared  to  follow  them,  but  stopped  when  he 
red  that  CTrilla  showed  no  inclination  to 

^nie  had  walked  up  the  now  open  stage  with 
:  to  a  large  window  at  the  back  of  the  house ; 
lOugh  apparently  drawn  towards  it  merely 
:  at  the  calm  summer  night's  sky,  they  con- 
to  stand  there  talking  while  all  the  others 
«d  to  return  to  the  cheerful  rooms  and  tea 
raited  them  below  stairs. 
)  you  wish  to  see  the  effect  of  the  moonlight 
g  through  that  window  after  the  lamps  are 
lished?"  asked  Victor  de  Lindesmar,  lean- 
er the  front  of  the  box,  and  following  the 
mofCyriUa'seyes. 

murmured  something  about  her  cousin  and 
fcer  looking  as  if  they  were  just  going  to  per- 
)me  interesting  scene  together, 
lon't  know  much  of  Adlerkron's  talents  that 
said  Lindesmar,  laughing ;  "  but  that  Vir- 
9  acting  now  as  much  as  she  has  been  doing 
J  last  two  or  three  hours,  I  can  solemnly 
She  is  always  acting,  even  with  her  nearest 
as,  which  makes  her  very  charming  perhaps, 
ry  bewildering — ^at  least  to  me." 
ilia  did  not  answer ;  she  watched  the  figures 
r  stood  in  the  bright  moonlight,  with  an  in- 
that  surprised  her  companion.    It  was  evi- 


I 


her  pocKet,  ■whicft  alie  lead  Blowly  k 
qucnt  idteiTuptions. 

"  Uy  Jove  !  she  's  consulting  hir 
Gcneriirs  projwsal,"  cried  Victor,  "  es 
in  all  probability,  to  forbid  the  banna 
affair  that  between  your  coubId  an 
Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron,  aad  vouli 
off  very  satisiactorily  four  years  ago,  < 
if  it  had  not  been  for  some  nnfertoi 
and  misiinderBtandinge." 

"  Indeed !  I  was  not  aware  of  tlat," 
quietly. 

"  The  particulars   I   have  never 
tinned  Victor  de  Lindesraar ;  "  fiw  « 
long  separated  &om  my  sisters,  th^ 
confidence  rather  sparingly  upon  me ; 
will  go  on  well  now,  as  I  shonld  IS 
amazingly  for  a  brother-in-law,  be  is  t 
fellow — just  the  thing  for  Vfa^g^nie. 
looks  in  the  moonlight,  and  how  pkt 
stands  there !     I  had  no  idea  she  was 
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if  not  uneasiness;  and  now  Lindesmar's  words^ 
tboogh  proceeding  from  a  false  representation  of 
&ct8,  eonvinced  her,  not  only  that  Virginie  herself 
was  more  in  earnest  than  she  had  hitherto  sup- 
posed, but  that  all  her  family  entertained  hopes,  if 
sot  actual  expectations,  of  so  desirable  a  connexion. 
An  intolerable  sensation  of  anxiety,  a  succession  of 
irrepressible  doubts  and  fears,  overwhelmed  her, 
ud  for  a  few  moments  almost  impeded  respiration ; 
yet  80  fruitful  is  the  human  mind  in  expedients  to 
Mtiafy  itself,  that,  when  she  rose  to  leave  the  box, 
ike  had  already  convinced  herself  that  Rupert's 
happiness  was  so  much  dearer  to  her  than  her  own, 
that  the  mental  pain  she  was  suffering  proceeded 
altogether  from  anxiety  lest  he  might  become  en- 
tangled in  the  snares  of  an  artful  woman,  rendered 
desperate  by  a  tarnished  reputation  and  pecuniary 
onbarrassments. 

As  she  moved   through  the  impeding  chairs, 
Idndesmar  suddenly  clapped  his  hands,  and  cried 
out,  "  Bravo,   encore,   encore !  "      Cyrilla  turned 
hick,  and  once  more  looked  on  the  stage.     Rupert 
■'  and  Virginie  were  advancing  quickly  towards  the 
front,  where  the  light  of  the  last  remaining  lamp 
'  feu  full  upon  their  faces  ;  the  former  laughed,  the 
latter  looked  annoyed,  but  endeavoured  to  respond 
'     to  her  brother's  fluent  jests,  which  continued  with- 
out intermission  while  they  returned  to  the  draw- 
ing-room together.     Before  tliey  entered,  Rupert 
stopped^  and  Cyrilla  heard  him  say,   "  Virginie, 


"  £-ernaps  so,  mn  ne  mows  «u avoM 

my  situation,  and  there  is  one  which — bui 
rather  tell  you  ot"it  some,  other  time," 

"  Whenever  you  please, — the  sooner  tht 
I  can  in  any  way  be  of  use  to  you." 

The  eremng  passed  qnicklj  and  pleas 
most  evenings  do  when  people  know  ei 
intimately,  and  aie  not  embanvssed  hj  nn 
attentions  towards  or  deference  fer  esdi  W 
it  was  not  nntil  all  excepting  the  Bellegi 
Lindesmfurs  had  left,  that  Rnpert  piodnc 
alphabetical  list  of  his  fnends  and  acquainl 
said  it  was  now  time  to  make  a  selectio 
first  representation  of  the  open. 

They  seated  themselres  round  a  tab) 
very  animated  discussion  began,  in  whidi 
President  did  not  disdain  to  join  as  he  n 
and  down  the  room  with  steady  step  and  i 

It  wotdd  be  ea^  here  to  give  a  ttderati 
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atlemen^  to  parade  and  inspect  their  fellow-crea- 
Pea,  and  siiow  their  knowledge  of  human  nature. 
^t  ^elanie,  with  her  list  of  high-sounding  names 
fore  her,  pencil  in  hand,  and  politely  interroga- 
te expression  of  countenance,  surrounded  by  a 
o^p  of  figures  seemingly  vying  with  each  other 

ease  of  attitude  and  freedom  of  remark,  would 
«Wer  the  purpose  equally  well,  and  even  have  the 

''Vantage  of  an  equivocal  sort  of  originality 

evertheless  we  refrain,  knowing  from  wearisome 
^perience  that, a  description  of  people  who  are  not 
^^cemed  in  the  events  related  seldom  interests, 
^d  but  too  often  tires  the  reader. 

It  was  late  when  Melanie  came  to  the  end  of  her 
Scroll,"  as  she  chose  to  call  the  list ;  and  the  last 
^•ine  on  it,  in  consequence  of  the  alphabetical  order 

succession,  was  Zomdorff's. 

"O,"  cried  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  rising;  "we 
'-^  not  discuss  him,  he  belongs  to  ns,  and  will  be 
^ted  as  a  matter  of  course." 

"  I  only  wonder  he  has  not  been  here  before," 
id  Julie,  pushing  back  her  chair ;  "  one  really 
Lght  to  do  something  to  console  and  enliven  him." 

"It  appears  to  me,"  observed  Rupert,  after  a 
Wy  glance  towards  Cyrilla,  '*  that  there  would  be 

sort  of  indelicacy  in  supposing  it  possible  that 
tch  a  gay  affair  as  private  theatricals  could  be 
^isonant  to  his  feelings  at  present,  especially  as 
e  shall  afterwards  dance  until  sunrise." 

"I  cannot  agree  with  you,  Rupert,"  said  the 
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President,  stopping  short  in  his  walk.  "  The  cob- 
tinuation  of  Edouard's  grief  cannot  bring  bickUi 
wife  from  the  grave,  and  it  is  scarcely  to  bees- 
pected  that  he  will  mourn  for  ever." 

"  Certainly  not,"  observed  Mr  de  Bellegarie; 
^^  King  David's  mode  of  practising  resignatko  ii 
well  worthy  of  imitation." 

"  If  you  have  no  objection  to  invite  liin, 
Rupert,"  continued  the  President,  apparently  Uh 
conscious  of  the  support  offered  to  his  opinions;  "I 
confess  I  should  like  to  have  him  among  us,  and  to 
see  him  restored  to  cheerfulness  again." 

"  I  merely  oflFered  an  opinion,"  said  Eupert, 
"  and  Mclanie  is  quite  at  liberty  to  do  as  sltf 
pleases."  If  he  expected  to  find  an  ally  in  his 
cousin,  he  was  mistaken  ;  she  had  not  courage  to 
attempt  a  word  of  opposition  to  her  husband's 
wishes,  and  the  name  was  imderlined  in  silence. 

Soon  after,  the  President  began  to  prolong  his 
walk  into  the  adjacent  rooms,  from  one  of  whidi, 
according  to  his  usual  custom,  he  silently  retired 
for  the  niglit.  The  party  broke  up  after  having 
made  some  arrangements  for  the  ensuing  day ;  but 
still  unwilling  to  part,  or  tempted  by  the  fineness 
of  the  niglit,  they  all  prepared  for  a  moonlight 
walk  through  the  park. 

"  I  suppose,"  said  Julie  to  Cyrilla,  as  chance 
placed  them  side  by  side  on  the  gravel  >valk,  "  I 
suppose  you  have  heard  of  ZomdoriTs  eccentnci- 
ties'?" 
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^'  I  have  not  heard  even  his  name  for  more  than 
month  nntil  this  evening,"  answered  Cyrilla. 
**  Only  imagine,  he  has  left  his  beautiful  house, 
ned  the  windows,  locked  the  doors,  dismissed 
t  servants,  sold  his  horses,  and — returned  to  his 
L  lodgings  in  the  town ! " 

'*  Probably  the  rooms  in  his  house  gave  rise  to 
pleasant  reminiscences,"  observed  Cyrilla. 
^*  Very  likely.  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  Margaret 
unted  that  library — ^he  never  could  keep  her  out 
it,  you  know :  even  on  the  night  of  the  last  ball, 
i  found  her  way  there  through  the  conservatory, 
BT  having  tried  all  the  other  entrances  in  vain. 
ey  say,  she  entered  by  one  of  the  windows.  Did 
X  ever  hear  of  such  a  thing,  in  a  ball-dress,  cov- 
d  with  flowers  too  ?  But  she  certainly  did  look 
asually  wild  that  night,  with  her  water-lilies 
1  green  dress  ;  and  I  never  shall  forget  her  face, 
she  came  up  to  me,  when  I  was  dancing  the 
illon,  to  ask  if  I  had  seen  Zomdorfl^,  or  Melanie, 

you In  order  to  get  rid  of  her,  I  said  that  I 

s  sure  he  had  escaped  to  the  library  as  soon  as 
'  dancing  had  recommenced,  and,  by  all  accounts, 
ste  she  found  him." 

Cyrilla  shuddered  as  she  recalled  the  meeting 
tt  had  taken  place;  but  she  did  not  speak,  and 
Be  continued :  "  Henri  and  Victor  have  been  to 
'  him  repeatedly  lately;  but  until  to-day,  I  have 
'  "been  able  to  persuade  Adrienne  to  go,  though 

d2 


and  made  me  tell  him  all  about  tlie  re! 
knew  tliat  you  liad  reftised  to  play,  ai 
from  all  accountH  you  were  amusing; 
futtly  well  witli  my  brother  Victor." 

"  Which  you  of  couree  contradicted 
rilla,  quickly. 

"  Not  I !  What  business  is  it  of  Iubi 
as  good  a  right  to  amuse  yourself  iritl 
have  to  amuse  myself  with  him ;  and  w 
He  then  showed  Adrienue  hislittle  on) 
which,  considering  that  he  now  profess 
wealth,  were  fiunished  with  great  Itun 
of  them  we  found  Rickey,  the  niece  of 
woman  Vies.  It  seems  poor  Margaiet 
to  learn  cookery  under  their  cA^  a 
manages  ZomdorSrs  redated  honsehol 
a  very  satisfactory  manner,  as  he  gtv 
us  in  her  presence." 

Here  some  of  the  others  joined  tb 
conversation  became  general. 
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0  loiter  about  with  her.  When  Cyrilla, 
ater^  extinguished  her  light,  and  timidlj 
irongh  the  half  open  jalousie  of  her  win- 
saw  them  still  walking  up  and  down  be- 
Louse,  conversing  earnestly. 

le  was  too  well  skilled  in  the  metaphysics 
art,  as  they  regard  the  passion  of  love,  to 
id  with  the  progress  which  the  last  month 
led  her  to  make  in  Rupert's  regard.     She 

true,  renewed  the  unreserved  intercourse 
'-ears,  but  it  had  been  effected  by  disguis- 
eal  feelings  under  the  mask  of  ordinary 
«s,  and  she  was  tired  of  the  restraint,  im- 
F  the  slow  progress  of  her  plans.     Greatly 

at  the  total  failure  of  the  rather  vulgar 
jh  she  had  employed  that  evening,  of  en- 
ig  to  rouse  him  from  his  apathy  by  ex- 
the  written  professions  of  love  made  her 
ler,  and  asking  his  advice,  she  did  not 
m  to  the  subject — ^rather  avoided  it ;  but 
J  with  passionate  eloquence  and  without  any 
serve  of  her  unfortunate  marriage,  and  con- 
^etchedness,  casting  aside  all  restraint  in 
on  of  a  series  of  domestic  horrors,  the  re- 
i  of  which  seemed  to  have  been  engraved 

1  of  fire  on  her  memory.  Shocked  and 
Rupert  listened  to  a  recital  of  scenes  of 
»  and  depravity  which  he  had  hitherto 
.  altogether  confined  to  the  lowest  and 
icated  class  of  society,  and  his  sympathy 
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proved  a  but  too  great  encouragement  to  his  oom- 
panion  to  continue — ^what  she  ought  never  to  have 
begun.     That  she  finally  convinced  £npert  of  her 
husband's  utter  worthlessness  and  her  own  perfect 
innocence,    need    scarcely    be    said.       Naturally 
flattered  at  the  immense  confidence  placed  in  him, 
his  offers  of  advice  and  assistance  in  the  arrange- 
ment of  her  affairs  were  fi:'eely  given,  and  as  freely 
accepted.      She    confessed    having    some    debts. 
How  could  it  be  otherwise,  when  de  Rubigny  had 
latterly  spent  everything  at  the  gaming  table,  or 
on  others,  and  had  compelled  her  to  raise  money 
for  herself  and  her  child  in  every  possible  manner, 
forcing  her  on  some  occasions  to  submit  to  unheard 
of  imposition ! 

^'  All  that  is  at  an  end,"  cried  Rupert  cheerfully, 
as  they  stopped  before  the  hall-door.  "  If  I  cannot 
make  you  forget  the  past,  I  may  at  least  watch  over 
your  future  life,  now  that  you  have  given  me  per- 
mission to  do  so." 

Perhaps  Virginie  misunderstood  the  meaning  of 
these  words.  There  was  a  joyousness  and  ferronr 
in  her  expressions  of  gratitude,  as  she  clung  to  hi 
arm,  when  entering  the  house,  which  would  hare 
been  less  agreeable  to  Rupert  had  he  known  ihM 
("yrilla's  tearful  eyes  were  following  all  their  more- 
ments. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Rupert's  rehearsals  with  Virginie  and  the  other 
performers  increased  in  frequency  and  length 
from  day  to  day.  The  music-room  was  often  de- 
serted for  the  theatre,  whence  the  sound  of  the  or- 
chestra occasionally  penetrated  through  an  open 
door  or  window  even  to  Melanie's  drawing-roora, 
"where  Cyrilla  usually  sat,  patiently  awaiting  her 
cousin's  leisure  to  ride  with  her. 

These  rides  had  not  only  been  much  curtailed  of 
late,  but  on  some  occasions  Rupert  had  excused 
himself  altogether ;  and  one  day  when,  considerably 
past  the  usual  time,  he  entered  the  room  for  this 
purpose,  he  was  not  a  little  disconcerted  at  finding 
Cyrilla  already  in  her  habit,  and  evidently  unpre- 
pared for  a  disappointment.  With  undissembled 
annoyance,  he  explained  that  in  consequence  of 
Virginie  having  only  that  moment  returned  from 
Neuhof,  where  she  had  spent  the  morning,  he  feared 
when  the  rehearsal  with  her  was  ended  it  would  be 
too  late  for  them  to  go  out. 
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Cyrilla  said  it  was  of  no  coiiBeqiuiioeii]u(lBfer<» 
and  looked  oat  of  the  window  with  aTecymUgo^^ 
up  air  of  unconcern ;  but  Melanie,  who  was 
observed^  somewhat  discontentedly,  that  ^  It) 
appeared  as  if  Virginie,  on  purpose,  chose  Ae 
that  would  interfere  with  OjTilla's  ride&" 

"  O  no,"  cried  Rupert,  quickly,  **  what 
could  she  have  for  doing  so  ?" 

"  I  leave  that  for  you  to  discorer,"  she 
'^  but  I  am  Sony  that  Cyrilla  so  often  kwes 
rides,  as  Wilhelm  says  they  aie  impnmng 
health  wonderfully,  and  making  her  locd^  quitB 
she  used  to  do." 

"  Cyrilla,"  said  Rupert,  endeavouring  to  catA    ^ 
glimpse  of  her  averted  face,  "  after  hearing  tki^f 
you  may  be  sure  that  nothing  shall  ever  again  j*©** 
vent  my  being  in  attendance  at  the  appointed  time. 
In  fact,  being  deprived  so  firequently  of  both  yW 
and  Melanie's  society  had  made  me  find  these  i^ 
hearsals  inexpressibly  tiresome  and  disagreeable. 

"  Indeed  r^  said  Cyrilla,  with  very  strong  ea»- 
phasis. 

^'  So  much  so,  that  I  assure  you  I  have  often  teea 
disgracefully  inattentive.  How  could  it  be  ot^l«^ 
wise,  with  thoughts  so  continually  wandering....." 

"  To  your  workmen  perhaps?" 

"  More  firequently  to  you  and  Lindesmar,  wto 
have  latterly  completely  distracted  my  attention  bf 
sitting  under  the  oak-tree  just  opposite  the  windows 
of  the  music-room." 
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^  Bat  Melftnie,  the  Bellegardes,  and  yisiters  in- 
Kierable,  have  heen  there  also/'  said  Cyrilla, 
Jing ;  "  why  must  we  bear  the  whole  blame?" 
^  Because  I  only  saw  you,  and  Lindesmar's 
lie  teeth  and  black  eyes,"  replied  Kupert,  laugh- 
-  "  But,  jesting  apart,  Cyrilla,  I  think  you  are 
riming  to  allow  him  to  pay  you  a  little — a  very 
L«  more  attention  than  is  exactly  necessary,  or 
be  prudent,  all  things  considered." 
^  And,  jesting  apart,  Kupert,"  she  rejoined  with 
1.C  archness,  but  more  earnestness,  ^^  /think  you 

l)eginning  to  allow  Virginie  to  pay  you  more 
^ution  than  is  exactly  necessary,  or  at  all  pru- 

i^t; that  is,  if  you  do  not  mean  to to " 

*  No,"  said  Kupert,  "  I  don't  mean  to to 

y  more  than  you  mean  to to " 

The  entrance  of  Virginie  at  that  moment  was 
ther  agreeable  to  Cyrilla  than  otherwise,  and  at 
•Upert's  request  she  went  with  them  to  the  music- 
X)m,  and  for  an  hour  made  herself  generally  use- 
d,  singing  second  soprano,  or  even  bass,  as  they 
jquired  it. 

When  she  left  them,  Rupert  watched  in  vain  for 
sr  appearance  imder  the  oak-tree.  Melanic  was 
lere,  and  Lindesmav,  looking  rather  disconsolate ; 
id  a  little  later,  the  Bellegardes,  and  some  other 
milies  from  the  immediate  neighbourhood,  with 
lildren  and  lapdogs  in  the  usual  profusion — and 
lairs  were  carried  out  of  the  hall — and  tables  were 
nread  with  finiit  and  cakes — and  groups  of  people 
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walked  about — and  mirthful  yootlKAil  kiJ|^ 
ascended  to  the  window  which  Bupert  dnewvife 
open. 

'<  That  lawn  is  a  gay  place,"  he  said,  hniBg 
out;  '^  and  the  view  of  the  lake,  with  the  son  bUb- 
ing  on  it,  is  really  very  exhilarating — ^I  wondex  hov 
it  will  look  in  winter  ?  " 

^'  Cheerful  enough  when  coveied  with  data) 
answered  Yirginie ;  '^  and  that  it  will  be,  u  70* 
and  your  regiment  remain  at  Exfiirt.  It  is  ereD 
pretty  generally  known  that  yon  intend  ta  iwHe 
here  in  future,  and  are  at  present  meditating  ^ 
choice  of  a  companion  for  life.  As  yet,  you  hxn 
managed  successfully  to  baffle  all  efforts  to  disooTO 
the  person  most  favoured ;  but  of  course  once  yt» 
have  decided  there  will  be  little  delay  or  diflfcoHy 
afterwards." 

"  Such  has  not  been  my  fate,  Virginie ;  on  tbe 
contrary,  your  predictions  three  years  ago  l*'* 
been  fulfilled  to  the  letter." 

"  Cyrilla  did  not  care  for  you  then,"  saidVn^ 
ginie,  looking  up ;  "  but  now  ? now  ?  " 

"  Now — "  said  Eupert,  hesitating,  "  theie  »  *^ 
impediment  not  to  be  easily  overcome." 

"  It  will  never  be  overcome — "  cried  Yirffonfii 
tiuickly,  "  never — never !  Cyrilla  has  made  a  Jf^ 
inise  to  Count  Zomdorff,  from  which  no  consideri' 
tion  on  earth  will  induce  him  to  release  her." 

"  Who  told  you  that  ?  " 

"  Zomdorff  himself — ^he  says,  that  though  ^ 
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It  BDRnr  with  him.  he  is  convinced  that  her 

,t ,  u>d  thi>  i.  mjr  opinion  .Uo." 

lupert  smiled  contemptuously,  and  shook  his 

i 

Believe  me,  Rupert,  you  are  wasting  your  best 
rs  in  efforts  to  obtain  the  regard  of  a  girl  who 
er  did,  and  never  will,  care  for  you.  Her  in- 
srence  about  Madame  Vinci  ought  to  have  con- 
ced  you." 

'  I  do  not  exactly  understand " 

^  Why,  can  you  believe  it  possible  that,  if  she 
sd  you  the  least  in  the  world,  she  would  have 
sen  bracelets  for  that  woman,  or  assisted  you  to 
ow  bouquets  and  garlands  at  her,  as  I  am  told 

did,  night  after  night  in  the  Circus  ?" 
*  And,"  said  Rupert,  twisting  his  moustachios, 
I  looking  down  on  his  companion,  while  his  eyes 
Jkled  with  ill-suppressed  mirth,  "  do  you  think 
t  an  Adlerkron  would  condescend  to  be  jealous 
•he  directress  of  an  equestrian  troop,  even  though 

Were  the  queen  of  the  Amazons  herself?  " 
^irginie  turned  away,  and  tears  of  vexation  rose 
tier  eyes  at  what  she  supposed  a  taunt,  but  which 
I  not  been  intended  as  such.  When  Rupert 
^ke  again,  it  was  to  tell  her  frankly,  that  until 
riUa  actually  consented  to  marry  Zomdorff,  he 
uld  not  believe  that  all  chance  was  lost  for  him. 
Had  Virginie  known  this  sooner,  it  might  per- 
is have  prevented  her  frt>m  forming  plans  and 


last  few  wordn,  caused  snch  bitfer  diH 

tli:it  she  (.'uitld  make  no  effort  to  coiicea 
iugs  a-i,  ill  :i  low  faltering  voice,  alie  tli 
lor  his  coiitiik'iice,  Lut — wished  he  had 

Rupert  bit  his  lip  and  coloured  viol 
turned  over  some  mnsic  od  a  table  near 
endeavooring  to  recall  his  words  and  sc 
as  Virginie  was  concerned,  during  th 
months.  Ever  generous  even  in  his  ininoi 
self-reproach  became  the  feeling  apper 
mind,  and,  all-onconscioua  of  the  arts  tbi 
used  to  attract  and  enchain  him,  he  te» 
had,  hy  his  self-indnlgence  in  her  see 
entangled  the  afiections  of  one  whose  < 
neas,  in  his  idea,  was  the  too  great  tn 
ever  reposed  in  him,  and  who,  byltia 
specting  his  continned  attachment  to  C 
been  led  to  suppose  him  as  free  to  dioa 
she  was  herself. 

TTi>  atainnii>rpi1  onmR  p^miapA.  tnwfiic^  I 
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party  she  turned  rcmnd,  and  endeavonied  to 
ove  his  embaziassment  and  her  own  bj  talking 
a  few  moments^  rather  incoherently  it  is  trae^ 
ex  unalterable  friendship,  bnt  ending  with  some 
*"  plausible  reproaches  for  his  silence,  and  the 
"t  of  tmst  in  her  made  evident  bj  it. 
ever  were  reproaches  more  joyfully  received, 
a  willingly  answered  ;  but  while  he,  with  a 
t  step  and  lighter  heart,  left  the  room,  she 
3.  motionless  on  the  spot  where  he  left  her, 
whelmed  with  confusion  and  grief,  and  asking 
^If  the  question—"  Have  I  betrayed  myself  or 
'  Why,"  she  murmured,  covering  her  bum- 
face  with  her  hands,  "  oh,  why  did  I  not 
tin  silent,  and  leave  him  to  imagine  what  he 
3ed  ?    How  much  more  free  would  now  have 

my  sphere  of  action  !   But I  will  not  give 

•U  hope  yet why  should  I?    We  are  both 

young,  and  ZomdorfF  is  not  a  man  to  yield  to 
one,  or  for  any  consideration.  I  must  speak  to 
>  however,  as  soon  as  possible, — must  tell  him 
isist  on  the  fulfilment  of  the  promise  made  him 
Dyrilla.  He  laughed  at  the  idea  of  Victor  as  a 
1, — doubted  me  when  I  spoke  of  Rupert : — 
lat  will  he  say  now  ?  " 

Growing  herself  into  the  nearest  chair,  she  then 
;an  to  meditate  on  the  course  that  remained  for 
to  pursue.  More  than  suspecting  that  Rupert 
[  seen  through  her  last  feminine  artifice,  and 
lie  that  he  knew  her  to  be  a  proud  woman,  she 
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resolved  upon  that  consciousness  to  act.  Instesd 
of  avoiding  him,  she  would  continue  to  seek  his 
society,  but  assuming  henceforward  a  studied  lesenre 
of  manner,  would  let  him  only  at  well-chosen  in- 
tervals perceive  the  efforts  she  was  making  to 
conceal  a  passion  so  strong  as  at  times  to  canse 
forgetfolness  of  prudence,  and  induce  her  to  break 
through  all  the  restraints  imposed  upon  her  sex. 
And  so  judicious  was  her  art,  so  incomparable  her 
skill  in  forming  every  look,  tone,  and  gesture,  ac- 
cording to  her  plans,  that  only  those  who  have 
suffered  from  the  wiles  of  a  perpetual  actress  can 
form  an  idea  of  the  trials  to  which  Rupert's  pa- 
tience was  likely  to  be  put. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

In    the  meantime,  Cyrilla,  detennined  in  future 
to    avoid  Lindesmar,   descended  one  of  the  back 
staircases ;  and,  haying  changed  her  dress,  passed 
through  the  gardens,  and  hurried  on  to  the  silence 
of  the  beech-wood.     Unobservant  of  the  summer 
splendour  around  her,  she  sauntered   on  in  deep 
thought,  imder  the  cool  shade  of  trees,  supposed 
to  be  as  salubrious  to   human   as  destructive  to 
vegetable  life.    Rupert's  last  remark  about  Lindes- 
mar,  proving  so  clearly  that  no  interests  or  variety 
of  occupation  had  made  him  forgetful  or  unobserv- 
ant of  her,  was  the  only  slight   consolation  she 
could  find  during  the  contemplation  of  her  calami- 
tous embarrassments,  which  the  prospect  of  soon 
again    seeing   ZomdorflF  brought  vividly   to  her 
mind ;  and  she  dwelt  long  on  the  pleasant  recol- 
lection,  fancifully  comparing  it   to   one  of  those 
fitful  gleams  of  sunshine  that,  occasionally  pene- 
trating the  branches  above  her,  though  affording 
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no  actual  warmtli,  nevertheless^  by  an  easj  effint 
of  the  imagination,  might  be  supposed  to  indicate 
a  cloudless  heaven  and  bright  prospect,  when  ona 
out  of  the  surrounding  gloom.  But  scarcely  lud 
this  idea  taken  omen-like  possession  of  her  thon^ts, 
than  it  was  scared  away  by  a  sudden  quivering  of 
the  foliage  around  her  and  the  low  moaning  Bonnd 
of  wind  sweeping  through  the  trees.  These  weB 
known  harbingers  of  a  thunder-storm,  which  the 
Iieat  of  the  weather  had  made  more  than  probabk^ 
caused  Cyrilla  instantly  to  stop,  and  deUbente 
what  she  should  do  ;  for,  although  she  had  no  weak 
fears  of  lightning,  and  did  not  shudder  at  tk 
sound  of  thimder,  a  wood  was  not  exactly  the 
place  in  which  she  chose  to  remain  during  the 
storm's  continuance.  Considering  the  way  back 
much  too  long,  she  decided  on  endeavouring  to 
reach  the  nearest  opening  to  the  lake,  where  Bu- 
pert  had  desired  a  boat  to  be  placed  every  monung. 
There  might  be  time  to  cross  at  least  to  the 
island,  and  perhaps  even  to  reach  the  cottage,  be- 
fore the  rain  commenced. 

She  began  to  run  along  a  lately  discovered  short 
cut  through  the  trees,  lightly  springing  over  the 
protruding  roots,  when,  on  looking  down  a  long 
glade  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  sky,  she  perceived 
the  figure  of  a  man  coming  quickly  and  stealthily 
towards  her.  Had  he  walked  upright  or  made 
any  sign  of  greeting,  she  might  have  supposed  him 
a  wood-ranger  or  one  of  Eupert's  workmen,  and 
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ioed  in  his  appearance ;  but  theie  was  some- 
g  in  the  crouching  gait  of  the  man,  as  he 
ked  behind  the  trees,  that  marked  him  at  once 
trespasser,  if  not  something  worse.  Anindefi- 
sensation  of  fear  began  to  oppress  her,  and  she 
ried  on  towards  the  lake,  the  somid  of  following 
steps  only  increasing  her  speed,  until  close  at 
ear  she  heard  the  hoarse  whisper — "  Stop, 
am,  if  70U  please,  and  tell  me  if  this  road  leads 
M17  public-house  where  a  poor  traveller  could 
s  the  night?" 

^jrilla  stopped,  and  endeavoured  to  explain  that 
road  which  he  had  left  would  bring  him  to  the 
ater's  house;  but  that  before  him  there  was 
Y  the  lake  or  the  moorlands,  which  were  danger- 
to  pass  without  a  guide. 

Here  was  something  fearfully  repulsive  in  the 
•earance  of  the  man,  as  he  stood  before  her,  lean- 
on  a  stout  walking-stick,  and  scowling  at  her 
Di  under  his  black  bushy  eyebrows.  The  growth 
everal  days'  beard  was  on  his  face,  his  hair  was 
tted,  and  his  cheeks  sunken ;  the  clothes  which 
ered  his  thick-set  figure  seemed  not  to  have  been 
ie  for  him,  and  were  soiled  and  torn  in  many 
^ ;  and  he  flattened  his  old  blue  cloth  cap  over 
right  ear  with  a  mixture  of  negligence  and  im- 
anence,  even  while  she  spoke  to  him. 
Is  there  any  one  on  the  lake?"  he  asked 
iptly,  when  she  ceased. 
I  don't  know,"  she  replied,  moving  quickly  on. 


Without  a  moment's  hesitation  she  li 
hint. 

Having  deposited  it  in  his  waistcoat- 
walked  on  beside  her,  swiiigiDg  his  stici 
at  every  step,  and  apparently  enjoyiog 
which,  notwithstanding  all  her  eoideavoi 
coming  bat  too  evident. 

"  We're  likely  to  have  a  thundea^-sttH 
and  that  will  chase  the  boats  off  the 
thinking." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  swd  Cyrilla,  beginnii 


"  Stop,  young  woman;  yon  had  be 
me  civilly,"  he  cried,  pnrsoing  her.  ' 
know  if  I  can  find  a  boat  hereabouts — I* 
if  you  didn't  know  there  was  one  a-' 
yon  at  the  lake,  yon  wouldn't  ran  diere 

He  made  a  grasp  at  her  ann  as  he  e 
with  a  sort  of  desperation,  Cyrilla  das 
hand,  and  bounded  forward  with  a  vi 
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d  her ;  but  on  reaching  the  opening  to  the  lake, 

limbs  began  to  falter,  her  heart  seemed  to  rise 
icr  throat)  deep  horror  to  impede  respiration,  the 
juid  beneath  her  to  heave,  when — stretched  at 

length  on  the  well-known  wooden  bench,  she 
eld — Zomdorff. 

[e  started  to  his  feet  as,  with  a  scream  of  wild 
Itation  at  her  deliverance,  she  sprang  towards 

;  but  the  revulsion  of  feeling  was  too  strong, 

she  was  scarcely  in  a  state  of  consciousness  as 
convulsively  pressed  her  face  to  his  shoulder, 

gasped  out — "  Save  me,  Edouard — save  me ! " 
before  he  had  time  to  express  astonishment,  or 
for  explanation,  the  revolting  figure  of  the 
eller  explained  all.  With  a  scarcely  perceptible 
ion,  Zomdorff  put  his  hand  behind  him,  and 
ng  up  his  cane,  pressed  a  spring,  and  in  a  mo- 
t  a  long  sharp  sword  was  at  his  service. 

Who  are  you,  and  what  do  you  want?"  he 
-d,  calmly. 

'he  man  was  at  first  too  much  confounded  to 
^er — at  length  he  stammered  something  about 
big  lost  his  way,  and  seeking  some  village  or 

where  he  could  rest;  but  while  speaking,  he 
d  the  boat  so  wistfully  that  Zomdorff  could  not 
p  suspecting  he  wished  to  appropriate  it  to  his 
QAediate  use,  and  consequently  moved  nearer  to 
Q  as  he  answered,  "  Men  do  not  expect  to  find 
is  or  villages  in  enclosed  grounds.  Were  I  a 
adarme  I  should  inspect  your  papers — ^not  being 

VOL.  III.  E 
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one,  I  bid  you  begone  with  all  convenient  despatch  . 
You  have  given  me  more  time  than  is  necessan*  t<-> 
note  your  face  and  figure." 

The  ruffian  grasped  his  stick  firmly,  raised  it  £0^ 
a  moment  menacingly;    but  the  more  dangerov^ 
weapon,  perhaps  also  the  steady  eye  and  posture  0* 
his  antagonist,  deterred  him  from  commencing  ho^^ 
tilities,  and  he  slunk  away  into  the  wood,  stopping 
occasionally  to  look  back,  and  vent  his  impoto*.'^ 
rage  in  imprecations,  accompanied  by  distorti(»»^ 
of  countenance  that  produced  a  disgusting  reaenoi-^ 
blancc  to  the  canine  species. 

Cyrilla,  who  had  latterly  been  standing  at  a  littl^^ 
distance,  a  trembling  spectator  of  this  scene,  watched 
him  anxiously  until  he  was  quite  out  of  sight,  aa^ 
then  sat  down  on  the  bench,  and  began  to  breatb^ 
Irecly ;  but  with  returning  thought  and  composure 
bIic  felt  the  most  poignant  grief  at  what  had  ocatr— 
rod — the  bitterest  vexation  at  her  want  of  preseacstf 
of  mind.     Why  had  she  sought  refuge  with  Zoro- 
dorff?     Would  not  his  presence  alone  have  been 
sufficient  protection?    Why  had  she  not  sprung' 
into  the  boat,  and  secured  at  once  a  retreat  for  her- 
self and  for  him,  had  it  been  necessary?    Ha*' 
Rupert,  or  even  Liudesmar,  a  woodranger,  or  tfc 
old  fisherman  been  on  the  spot,  she  would  have 

embraced  any  of  them  in  the  same  manner,  and 

laughed  at  it  afterwards  ;  but  Zomdorff  was  not 
likely  to  suppose  that  terror  alone  had  dictated  kff 
movements and  how  differently  had  she  intended 
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ive  met  him!   What  would  he  think  of  her 
?  and,  in  painful  nncertainty,  she  looked  up — 
ht  his  eye,  and  felt  herself  blush  intensely. 
[  must  go,"  she  cried,  starting  from  her  seat, 
luickly  descending  the  bank  towards  the  boat. 

B  are  likely  to  have  a  thimder-storm,  and " 

^nd  torrents  of  rain,"  said  ZomdorfF,  as  a  wild 
of  wind  swept  along  the  lake,  giving  it  the 
n  colour  of  the  sky  above  it.  "  In  such 
ler,"  h^  added,  stepping  into  the  boat  after 
ind  taking  up  the  oars,  "  I  cannot  let  you  go 
).  You  had  better  steer  for  the  island,  and 
in  the  cottage  until  the  first  burst  of  the  storm 
er." 

Tilla,  who  had  no  sort  of  inclination  for  a  tete- 
!  with  him,  shook  her  head,  said  she  did  not 
.  the  rain,  and  preferred  going  home.  With- 
arther  remonstrance  ZomdorfF  obeyed,  endca- 
Ing  as  much  as  possible  to  steady  the  small 
)ly-built  boat,  but  too  evidently  intended  for 
ind  not  at  all  adapted  to  foul  weather.  The 
5S  ran  tolerably  high  for  a  small  lake ;  and  Cy- 
steering  with  the  most  feminine  uncertainty 
carelessness,  dividing  her  attention  pretty 
Uy  between  the  rudder  and  her  garden  hat, 
\  than  once  placed  them  within  an  inch  of  cap- 

g- 

Steady,  Cyrilla,  and  steer  for  the  boat-house," 

.  Ziomdorff,  at  last ;  "  it  must  be  just  opposite 

«i  now ! " 
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^'  I  can  Bcarceljsee  it  at  all  sinoe  the  lainbegan,^ 
she  answered ;  '^  but  perhaps  70U  will  steer  aodkt 
me  row  for  a  litde  while,  until  you  have  WBtei— 
you  seem  very  tired." 

"  No,"  said  Zomdorff,  holding  both  oars  with 
one  hand,  while  with  the  other  he  loosened  his 
cravat,  and  took  a  long  gasping  kind  of  bieath ;  '^  I 
am  not  at  all  tired,  but  I  have  lately  been  eoSa- 
ing  occasionally  from  difficulty  of  breathbg—fits 
of  suflFocation,  which  are  very  disagreeable." 

"I  didnotknow I  was  not  aware Imcin 

I  never  heard  of  your  having  been  ilL" 

"  Of  course  not,"  he  rejoined,  beginning  to  row 
with  increased  energy ;  "  how  could  you,  after  hav- 
ing forbidden  Melanie  to  mention  my  name  in  your 
presence?" 

"  Have  you  consulted  any  one?"  asked  Cyrilla^ 
without  noticing  his  last  words.  "  Have  you  hi. 
advice?" 

"  Yes ;  but  I  don't  mean  to  follow  it in  &ct, 

I  cannot,  for  the  violent  exercise  I  have  been  uU 
to  avoid  has  lately  become  absolutely  necessary  to 
calm  the  intolerable  restlessness  that  torments  mc 
— a  restlessness  produced  by  mental  excitement  rf 
no  common  kind,  and  of  which  I  can  at  present 
foresee  no  termination." 

CyrlUa  was  silent :  she  did  not  choose  to  k 
drawn  into  premature  explanations ;  and  indeed  the 
gusts  of  wind  and  torrents  of  rain  soon  made  ail 
conversation  impossible.      Both   as   they  stss^ 
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\shcfte  were  as  completely  wet  as  if  thej  had  been 
mmeiaed  in  the  lake,  and  both  looked  and  felt  in- 
expressibly miserable.  The  influence  that  the  mind 
exercises  over  the  body  could  scarcely  be  more 
ally  exemplified  than  on  this  occasjon:  there  is 
ittle  doubt  that  had  Rupert  been  Cyrilla's  com- 
^nion,  the  boat-house  would  have  echoed  with 
aeny  laughter,  and  a  quick  walk  up  the  avenue 
rould  have  prevented  the  violent  fit  of  shivering 
irhich  befell  her  as  she  murmured  some  measured 
rords  of  thanks,  while  Zomdorff  fastened  the  half- 
;wamped  boat  to  one  of  the  posts. 

Irritated  by  her  manner,  but  not  wishing  her  to 
)erceive  that  such  was  the  case,  he  repeated  the 
vord  "  thanks,"  and  then  looking  up,  asked  "  for 
vhat?" 

Cyrilla  turned  away,  and  neither  of  them  know- 
ng  how  to  continue  a  conversation  so  impropi- 
iously  commenced,  a  painful  silence  ensued.  Direct- 
y  they  came  within  view  of  the  windows  of  the 
lOUse,  servants  hurried  towards  them  with  um- 
3rellas,  and  at  the  hall-door  they  were  met  by  the 
[Resident  and  Melanie.  The  latter  exclaimed  eager- 
y, "  O,  dear  Cyrilla,  we  have  been  in  such  a  state  of 
ilarm  about  you!  When  Rupert  heard  that  you 
iiad  gone  out  alone,  he  was  quite  frantic — went  off 
lirectly  to  look  for  you,  and  even  took  some  gen- 
iarmes  who  happened  to  be  here  with  him  I  He 
18  actually  much  more  afraid  of  a  thunder-storm 
tlian  I  am,  and " 
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'^  He  never  thought  aboat  the  stonii  or  vi^ 
either,"  said  the  President,  inteimpting  her,  "X^ 
fact  is,  Melanie,  we  did  not  choose  to  alaim  J^ 
and  Madame  de  Bubignj  by  letting  yoa  kD^*^ 
that  those  very  gendarmes  brought  the  inteBigem^* 
that  a  criminal,  who  escaped  the  day  before  jeeltiS^^' 
day  from  Exfort  jail,  has  been  traced  to  FreOan^^^ 
Park,  and  was  in  all  probability  prowling  abo^^ 
the  grounds." 

"  What  an  escape !"  cried  Melanie ;  "  how  im-^ 
might  have  been  frightened  had  she  met  him!" 

"  I  have  been  frightened,"  said  Cyrilla ;  and  th©^ 
she  related  in  a  few  words  what  had  happened,  aa" 
nfterwards  gave  a  servant  a  short  note  to  Kupert^ 
hastily  written  in  pencil,  to  tell  him  that  she  lia» 
reached  home  in  safety  by  the  lake. 

"  And  now,  Melanie,"  said  the  President,  "  jotx 
must  in  Eupert's  name  invite  Edouard  to  remain* 
here." 

ZomdorfF,  after  a  glance  towards  Cyrilla,  de- 
clined the  invitation  which  his  aunt  rather  hesitat-^ 
ingly  proffered.  "  lie  should  be  obliged  to  return* 
home  to  dress — could  not  be  back  in  time  for  diflne^ 
— was  not  yet  equal  to  the  gaiety  of  Freilands 

"  Pshaw  !"  cried  the  President ;  "  the  sooner  jo^t 
get  over  that  last  idea  the  better — we  miss  you,  aao 
want  to  have  you  with  us  again.     I  know  Rupcr* 
will  be  greatly  annoyed  to  find  that  you  prefened 
going  liome,  to  dry   clothes,  a  good  dinner,  ao" 
pleasant  company  here." 
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omdorff  seemed  to  waver — one  word,  one  look 
I  Cyiilla  would  have  been  sufficient  to  retain 
;  but  with  an  almost  imperceptible  inclination 
3r  head,  she  passed  on  into  the  hall,  and  thence  to 
room.  Scarcely,  however,  had  she  begun  to 
ncumber  herself  of  her  wet  garments,  when  a 
iping  of  feet  and  confused  noise  of  many  voices 
hed  her  ear.  The  sounds  were  too  imusual  in 
I  a  well  appointed  household  not  to  attract  im- 
iate  attention,  and  even  to  cause  some  anxiety. 

rang  her  bell  for  the  second  time  with  some 
atience,  and  at  IcBgth  her  maid  appealed,  and 
in  with  great  volubility  to  relate  that  Count 
idorfF  had  been  taking  leave  quite  quietly  of 
excellency  the  Herr  President,  when  suddenly 
mouth  filled  with  blood,  and  when  he  put  up 
^and,  it  gushed  out  over  his  arm ;  that  he  had 
ed  to  enter  the  house,  and  said  it  was  of  no 
-quence,  but  afterwards  had  fallen  down  quite 
lead.  She  had  not  heard  Mademoiselle  ring 
',  for  she  had  just  stepped  into  the  hall  to  hear 

had  happened ;  and  there  was  the  Count  lying 
le  floor  as  pale  as  death,  and  blood  still  flow- 
tom  his  mouth,  but  not  so  much  as  at  first,  they 
J  and  the  Countess  Falkenstein  was  kneeling 
Le  him,  and  his  Excellency  walking  up  and 

Q  giving  orders,  and " 

yrilla  ran  past  her  into  the  hall,  and  looked  on 
I  a  strange  confusion  of  thoughts,  while  Zom- 
f  was  being  carried  to  a  room  at  the  other  end 


80  CTRILLA. 

of  the  house.  As  she  slowly  followed  and  saw  him 
Ijing  with  closed  eyes,  his  face  colourless,  luahiDds 
and  clothes  covered  with  blood,  the  idea  that  hemft 
— her  husband — presented  itself  with  adistinctDCBS 
that  was  intolerably  painful.  The  being  she  bid 
once  loved,  and  now  dreaded  beyond  all  othen, 
was  prostrated  helpless,  perhaps  dying,  before  kr^ 
and  she  dared  not  show  even  the  common  inteiest 
which  she  might  be  supposed  to  feel  for  her  sister'* 
nepliew ! 

The  most  profoimd  silence  reigned  in  the  room 
after  the  servants  had  withdrawn,  and  Cjrrilla  stood 
for  some  minutes  in  distressing  perplexity  before 
she  summoned  courage  to  approach  Melanie,  and 
say,  in  a  whisper  :  "  Do  you  think  tliat  the  exer- 
tion of  rowing  could  have  caused  this  frightful  ill- 
ness ?  " 

^^  1  do  not  know,"  she  answered  ;  "  perhaps  not, 
as  he  has  been  ill  for  some  time,  and " 

"  And,"  said  the  President,  somewhat  sternlVf 
''  and  doing  everything  that  he  knew  was  likely  to 
injure  his  health.  One  would  really  suppose  he 
had  some  object  to  attain  in  being  dangerously 
ill !  " 

This  speech  seemed  to  irritate  ZomdortF  in  a  vt- 
markable  manner.  With  sudden  violence  he  turned 
round,  raised  himself  on  his  elbow,  opened  his  eves 
widely,  and  endeavoured  to  speak  ;  but  the  words 
were  choked  in  blood,  and  he  sank  back  with  an 
impatient  moan. 
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I  am  rare,"  said  Cyrilla,  compassionately,  ^'  no 
^wonld  wish  to  be  in  this  state  if  they  could  help 
however,  I  trust  there  is  no  danger  to  be  appre- 
ded,  for  I  remember  hearing  that  my  father  once 
5t  a  blood-vessel  without  in  any  way  injuring 
limgs." 

Vhile  speaking,  she  had  unconsciously  ap- 
iched  the  sofa,  and  ZomdorflF,  taking  her  hand, 
savoured  to  draw  her  nearer,  when  he  gazed 
iestly  in  her  face.  The  President  looked  from 
to  the  other  rather  inquisitively,  and  walked  to 
window;  but  when  Melanie,  hoping  that  the 
Hcnt  of  reconciliation  she  had  so  long  desired 
.  at  length  arrived,  was  advancing  to  whisper 
"ds  of  peace  and  forgiveness,  they  heard  a  well- 
»wn  quick  step  approaching  the  door,  and  a  mo- 
lt after  Rupert,  wet  and  much  bespattered  with 
i,  entered  the  room. 

I  was  sorry  to  hear  of  your  sudden  illness, 
udorff,"  he  said,  going  up  to  him  ;  "  very  sorry 
ied.  It  would  have  been  pleasanter  liad  you 
led  into  your  old  quarters  of  your  own  accord, 
'  not  been  so  disagreeably  compelled  to  occupy 
na.  However,  Melanie  will  take  good  care  of  you, 
I  I  have  sent  to  Exfort  to  your  man,  what's  his 
tkty  and  desired  him  to  come  out  here,  and  bring 
•tever  you  may  want  for  the  next  week  or  two. 
the  mean  time,  if  you  will  allow  Ehrhardt  to 

>ply  you  from  my  wardrobe " 

Somdorff,  who  was  excessively  vexed  at  what  he 

£2 
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considered  a  most  untoward  interruption,  made  no 
effort  to  speak  ;  but,  signing  to  Melanie  to  answer 
for  him,  closed  his  eyes  again. 

"  My  dear  Rupert/'  she  said,  somewhat  peta- 
lantly,  "  he  cannot  speak — dare  not  even  move 
how  very  little  you  know  of  illness ! " 

"  That's  true,"  said  Rupert ;  "  but  I  have  writ- 
ten to  our  assistant  surgeon  to  come  and  spend  tbe 
night  here,  and  you  will  allow  that  that  was  a  good 
idea." 

"  Excellent,"  said  the  President ;  "  for  Melanie, 
notwithstanding  her  reproaches  to  you,  is  as  ig^o^ 
ant  as  any  of  us  what  to  do  ;  but  I  hope  Dr  Reiner 
will  be  here  in  a  short  time  now ;"  and  he  carciuDj 
inspected  his  watch,  and  began  to  compute  tie 
time  necessary  for  a  messenger  to  go  to  and  rctuni 
from  Exfort. 

Cyrilla,  who  had  gladly  made  her  escape  into 
the  hall,  was  soon  followed  by  Rupert,  who  ex- 
claimed :  "  You  hare  led  me  a  pretty  dance  to-daj, 
Cyrilla  ;  I  prefer  in  future  your  sitting  under  the 
oak  tree  with  Lindesmar,  or  whoever  you  plea*. 
Seriously,  had  you  not  'vmtten  with  your  own 
hand  that  you  had  met  ZomdorfF,  and  returned  by 
the  lake  with  him,  I  should  still  be  striding  through 
the  wood  in  a  state  of  distraction.  The  note  ar- 
rived just  as  one  of  the  gendarmes  brought  me  yonr 
watch  and  chain,  which  had  been  found  on  the  per- 
son of  that  daring  villain.  Tlie  very  idea  of  yoor 
Wmg  e,^eTL  fat  ^  TXiOTsi^TiN*  ycl  tli^^  Tjower  of  a  robber 
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L  murdeier  just  escaped  from  jail  is  too  hor- 

'  He  terrified  me  beyond  measure/'  said  CjniUa, 
h  a  shudder  at  the  mere  recollection ;  "  but  I 
e  almost  forgotten  my  fright  in  subsequent  an- 
ance;"  and,  relating  her  meeting  with  Zomdorff, 

bitterly  regretted  having  so  completely  lost  all 
ftence  of  mind. 

tupert  laughed,  and  assured  her  that  Zomdorff 
ivr  too  much  of  her  sex  to  attach  the  slightest 
K)rtance  to  any  such  demonstrations  of  regard 
an  prompted  by  terror. 

'  I  am  afraid  you  are  mistaken,"  she  said,  re- 
tantly. 

'  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  said  Rupert ;  "  I  never  in  my 
'Was  so  embraced  as  by  a  yoimg  girl  who  took 
ge  with  me  from  the  growls  of  a  cross  old  New- 
^dland  dog.  She  thanked  me,  too,  with  floods 
ears  for  my  protection ;  but  when  I  chanced  to 

ler  a  few  days  afterwards,  she  had  not  the 
btest  recollection  of  me  !  " 

O,  I  can  understand  that  perfectly,"  said  Cy- 
t ;  "  and  if  by  any  good  chance  I  had  found  a 
tiger  at  the  lake  to-day,  I  should  have  got  over 

embarrassment  with  a  few  words  of  apology... 
iut  Count  Zomdorff  has  the  unfortunate  idea 
1 1  still  like  him,  and  I  hoped  to  have  convinced 
1  by  my  manner  and  not  by  words  that  such  was 
kmger  the  case." 
'There  is  no  use  in  thinking  about  it^  at  all 


"  y^it  nmcli ;  T  remember  his  havi 

an  UTi|ili;is;iiit  iifliiir  willi  a  student  ot 
-Maior.  His  natural  inclinatkiiiis  an-  ni 
and  his  liabitn  luxurious  in  an  unu 
but  when  Hufiering  &om  any  kind  i 
perplexity,  he  suddenly  commenceB  tal 
violent  exerciae,  hoping,  perhaps,  th 
body  may  blunt  the  sense  of  menta 
The  change,  however,  is  too  sudden,  i 
injures  his  health  in  some  way  or 
being  here  will  not,  I  hope,  be  very  di 
you;  Metaoiecan  take  care  ofhim,and. 
desmar  devote  herself  to  hia  amuaemeii 
shall  in  fact  have  nothing  to  do  with 
all  events  you  know  the  President  wai 
to  have  him  here  next  week.  Bot  I 
shivering  in  your  wet  dieaa,  and  will  n 
any  longer." 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

For  some  days  Zomdorff  was  completely  confined 
to  his  room,  and  though  immediately  pronoimced 
oat  of  danger,  extreme  tranquillity  was  necessary 
for  his  recovery.  His  first  excursions  were  con- 
fined to  the  dining  and  breakfast  rooms,  which 
were  on  the  ground-floor  and  near  his  apartment; 
and,  tired  of  his  solitude,  perhaps  also  mindful  of 
Cyrilla's  matutinal  habits,  he  one  morning  appeared 
in  the  breakfast-room  at  an  imusually  early  hour, 
found  her  as  he  had  expected,  but,  standing  with 
her  at  the  open  window,  were  two  children,  a  boy 
and  girl  of  about  ten  and  eleven  years  old,  of 
whose  arrival  he  had  heard  during  his  illness,  and 
about  whose  names  there  had  been  some  jesting  in 
his  room.  They  were  Rupert's  godchildren,  Ru- 
pert and  Rupertina;  and,  to  prevent  confusion,  it 
had  been  found  necessary  to  adopt  the  nursery 
diminutive  for  the  boy,  and  call  him  Pertl,  while 
the  two  first  syllables  of  his  sister's  name  being 
dispensed  with  altogether,  she  was  by  universal 
consent  called  Tina. 
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Pertl  and  Tina  were  two  clear-eyed,  led-cbeeked 
honest-looking  children,  not  at  all  calcolated  to 
interest  Zomdorff,  who  indeed  scarcely  bestowed  a 
glance  on  them,  but  deliberately  fixed  his  eyes  on 
a  very  young  man  who  sat  alone  at  the  breakEeist- 
table,  devouring  rolls  and  coffee  with  a  velocity 
perfectly  inconceivable  to  Zomdorff,  who,  even  in 
his  student  days,  had  been  a  most  deliberate  and 
delicate  eater.     Now,  this  young  man,  though  a 
stranger  to  him,  was  evidently  very  much  at  luHne 
at  Freilands,  and,  in  fact,  he  had  been  some  weeb 
there;  but,  as  he  spent  his  days  chiefly  with  4e 
gamekeeper,   and   his    evenings   in   looking  ovff 
books  of  engravings,  his  advent  has  been  hitherto 
unnoticed.      Dark-haired,  dark-complexioned,  and 
heavy-featured,  with  a  figure  short,  broad-shouldewd, 
and  muscular,  his  appearance  would  have  been  de 
cidedly  vulgar,  had  it  not  been  for  an  indescribable 
case  of  manner  that  more  than  concealed  the  clum- 
siness of  his  proportions,  and  the  slight  degree  of 
bashfulness  incident  to  his  years.     He  finished  his 
breakfast  apparently   undisturbed  by  Zomdorff* a 
presence  and  observant  eyes,  rose,  slung  his  pouch 
over  his  perfectly  well  ap|X)inted  shooting  ixesSj 
fumbled  in  one  of  his  numerous  pockets  for  a  dog- 
call,  selected  a  cigar  from  a  very  ample  case,  and 
nodding  familiarly  to  Cyrilla  and  the  children,  waa 
about  to  leave  the  room  when  Eupert  entered. 

"  Why,  Conrad,"  he  said,  with  some  surprise, 
"  you  ate  g5i\.\Atv^  \8Xiet  «xA  \a*Rx  ^very  day,  it 
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K  Have  70U  and  Cyrilla  been  talking  again 
:  that  object  of  your  mutual  dislike,  our  aunt 
Izburg?  Zomdorff,  I  am  glad  to  see  you  are 
to  breakfast  with  us.  Allow  me  to  introduce 
>usin  Walden  to  you,  my  heir-apparent,  as  I 
B,  should  we  decide  on  leading  a  life  of  celi- 
We  are,"  he  continued  laughingly,  placing 
m  on  his  cousin's  shoulder,  "  we  arc  an  inter- 
;  pair;  at  least,  Melanie  says  so  in  some 
pretty  lines  which  she  wrote  the  other  day 
>  our  being  the  only  sons  of  our  parents,  the 
f  our  respective  lines,  alike  holding  fiefs  which 
1  to  the  crown  should  we  die  unmarried;  and 
ig  every  right,  in  that  case,  to  the  melancholy 
chral  distinction  of  reversed  arms  upon  our 
stones !  Do  you  remember,  Conrad,  how 
p'ed  she  was  at  my  saying  that  I  considered  a 
8ed  torch  infinitely  more  significant  ?  " 
.  was  not  aware  of  the  singular  similarity  of 
positions,"  said  Zomdorfi*,  ^^  or  that  the 
lens  of  Waldenburg  were  also  reduced  to  one 
sentative." 

^hat  is  what  makes  us  interesting,"  said  Rupert: 
Lt  were  not  for  that,  the  reversed  arms,  and 
uie's  poem  about  us,  we  are  a  couple  of  as 
Qon-place  fellows  as  could  be  found  on  a  fine 
lacr's  morning  like  this.  By  the  by,  Conrad, 
need  not  expect  to  find  me  either  on  the  moors 
t  the  marsh  to-day.  I  shall  scarcely  get  be- 
l  the  music-room,  as  the  day  after  to-morrow 
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our  opera  is  to  be  perfonned  befoie  a  toleiaUy 
numerous  audience^  and  I  donH  choose  to  disgnoe 
myself.  In  case  you  are  disposed  to  be  ciYil,  yw 
may  come  back  at  one  o'clock  to  serve  as  walking- 
stick  to  Cyrilla." 

"  May  I  ?''  asked  the  young  man,  tiumingeageilj 
back,  and  standing  mth  the  half  open  door  in  his 
hands— "May  I?" 

"  Yes,"  answered  Cyrilla,  smiling;  "  but  I  choow 
to  have  you  without  either  gmi  or  dog,  meerschaum 
or  cigar." 

"  She  is  kindly  endeavouring  to  civilize  you,'' 
cried  Rupert,  laughing;  "  and  if  any  one  can  make 
you  get  over  your  dread  of  womankind,  it  will  be 
Cyrilla.     You  arc  not  afraid  of  her  now,  are  you?'* 

"  Afraid  of  me !  "  repeated  Cyrilla,  shaking  her 
head  incredulously ;  "  O  no,  it  is  my  fate  to  fear 
others,  but  never  to  be  feared  myself" 

"  You  arc  liked  all  the  better  for  that,  I  suspect,' 
said  Rupert;  "  at  least,  I  can  answer  for  my  o^u 
sex.  Gentleness  and  timidity  in  women  arc  w 
much  admired  by  us,  as  strength  and  courage  on 
our  side  are  esteemed  by  you." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  she  rejoined;  "but  I  would  wil- 
lingly dispense  with  your  admiration,  for  tie 
comfort  and  advantage  of  having  a  little  more 
courage." 

"  I  wish,"  said  Rupert,  in  a  low  voice,  as  k 
leaned  out  of  the  window  with  her,  "  I  wish  yon 
had  co\xr«ig&  lo  fe^fc  ^Q>Msriii  fesvxsi  the  trammels  of 
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lat  man,  who  is  undoubtedly  watching  us  just 


>» 


Don't  speak  of  him,  dear  Rupert/'  she  answered 
I  a  look  of  alarm. 

Only  let  me  ask  you  one  question,"  he  con- 
ed, in  a  whisper;  "when  you  forbid  my  inter- 
ice  in  this  matter,  were  you  wholly  influenced 
isars  of  the  consequences  to  yourself?  " 
O  no,"  she  answered  quickly;  "there  were 
y  other  considerations  quite  strong  enough  to 
3se  silence  on  me.  The  happiness,  and  even 
iy,  of  those  I  most  love,  might  become  endan- 

d,and " 

Ah,"  cried  Rupert,  interrupting  her ;  "  that  is 
t  I  have  long  wished  to  ascertain — what  I 
i  suspected  from  your  determination  not  to  con- 

me  on  this  occasion.  You  dread,  perhaps,  a 
Tel  between  ZomdorfF  and  me.     Let  me  assure 

that  all  such  fears  arc  needless.  I  am  no 
list — abhor  the  custom,  and  have  never  been 
m  into  anything  of  the  kind  in  my  life ;  but 
L  were  it  otherwise,  ZomdorfF  is  not  likely  to 
jine  that  the  way  to  obtain  your  pardon  or  re- 

your  affection  is  by  taking  the  life  of  your 
est  relation !     Believe  me,  no  provocation  will 

induce  him  to  do  anything  likely  to  place  an 
rraountable  obstacle  to  the  fulfilment  of  this 
bunded  engagement." 
jrrilla  felt   how  just  this  reasoning  was,  how 
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applieable,  had  the  case  been  pieciselj  aa  she  bal 
represented  it  to  him ;  but  Zomdorff  was  more  ifc 
liberty  than  Rnpert  suspected,  and  she  8a:w  witli 
regret  that  the  latter,  although  he  had  hitherto 
faithftiUy  kept  his  promise  of  non-intervention,  fu 
now  but  too  evidently  irritated  by  his  rival's  pre- 
sence, and  already  began  to  chafe  under  the  I^ 
straint  imposed  on  him.  Notvirithstanding  all  lu 
peaceful  professions,  and  her  knowledge  of  tke 
wariness  of  Zomdorff 's  character,  she  dreaded  too 
much  her  cousin's  natural  impetuosity  of  temper, 
shrunk  from  the  burst  of  anger  which  would  incnt- 
ably  follow  his  hearing  of  the  insult  that  had  been 
offered  to  one  of  his  family — ^remembered  Melanie'g 
not  unfounded  dread  of  the  President's  anger,  shiid- 
dered  at  the  idea  of  being  in  the  end,  perhaps, 
claimed  by  Zomdorff  as  his  wife  ;  and  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  but  one  line  of  conduct  remained 
for  her,  that  of  formally  resigning  Rupert  at  once, 
without  reserve  and  for  ever.  As  these  thoughts 
passed  through  her  mind,  she  leaned  still  fiirtker 
out  of  the  window,  bending  down  her  head,  in  tkf 
hope  that  the  long  ringlets  might  conceal  her  tea^ 
ful  eyes  from  him  ;  but  she  found  it  impossible  to 
utter  a  word,  imtil  after  a  pause  he  added  earnestly, 
"  You  imderstand  mc,  Cyrilla?" 

''  Perfectly." 

"  I  did  not  mean  to  distress  you  ;  but  I  thongkt 
it  just  possible  you  might  be  embarrassed  by  nn- 
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eisaiyaajdefyonmyaccount.  Women  sometimes 
6  imther  fantastical  notions  about  such  things/' 
rhe  sound  of  people  entering  the  room,  and  voices 
did  not  expect  to  hear,  made  him  half  turn 
nd;  and  he  was  about  to  leave  the  window,  when 
dUa  regained  his  attention  by  saying  hurried- 
^'  Bupert,  this  state  of  things  cannot  continue 
'longer;  the  indefinite  engagement  so  generously 
0wed  by  you  must  end.  I  am  now  perfectly 
vinced  of  the  impossibility  of  its  continuance, 
I  as  I  dare  not  tell  you  what  you  have  a  right 

mow " 

^1  shall  not  ask  you  again,"  he  said,  intcrrupt- 
her  good-humouredly ;  "  only  let  me  assure 
L  that  my  question  was  not  prompted  either  by 
trust  or  imjustifiable  curiosity." 
'  Unjustifiable  curiosity  ! "  repeated  Madame  de 
Uegarde,  placing  herself  between  them.    "  What 
earth  are  you  two  talking  about?" 
*  Unjustifiable     curiosity,"    answered    Rupert, 
ghing ;  "  but  what   a  famous  idea  this  is  of 
odng  here  to  breakfast, — ^I  wish  you  would  do 
every  morning — Is  Bellegarde  with  you?" 
'*  Yes,  and  Julie.     It  was  she  who  made  us  turn 
t  so  early." 

Julie  was  already  seated  at  the  breakfast  table 
nde  2iOmdorff,  compelling  him  to  talk  about  his 
less ;  and  then  declaring  repeatedly,  and  with 
ting  significance,  that  she  thought  ^^  he  looked 
narkably  well." 
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Virginie's  little  boj,  the  moment  lie  catered  Ae 
room,  sprang  towards  Rupert ;  the  other  two  (U- 
dren  showed  every  inclination  to  get  into  his  pockets^ 
so  very  closely  they  drew  their  chairs  to  hi8,-Hfl 
three  equally  intent  on  monopolizing  his  attentioi, 
while  he  was  by  the  others  supposed  rather  mat 
sonably  to  be  able  to  bear  a  part  in  the  oonvenatkA 
going  on  about  him. 

The  President  was  an  unsociable  companion  it 
breakfast ;  he  eat  slowly  and  at  intervals,  hiseyo 
intently  fixed  on  the  pages  of  some  newspiper, 
literary  journal,  or  pamphlet ;  and  when  he  spoke^ 
his  words  were  ever  a  continuation  of  the  thougkte 
suggested  by  his  reading.  Unconscious  or  iffl- 
heedful  of  the  din  of  merry  voices  around  Lim,  k 
turned  to  Rupert  and  observed,  "  It  seems  after  al 
Rupert,  that  the  latest  discoveries  in  agricultuni 
chemistry  have  raised  very  just  doubts  as  to  tb 
success  of  any  attempts  at  the  cultivation  of  mocff- 
land  sucli  as  yours." 

"I  thought,"  said  Rupert,  looking  up, ''tW 
was  your  opinion  also  when  you  approved  of  mj 
plan  of  progressive  turf-cutting  as  a  means  of  sub- 
sistence for  my  colonists." 

^^  Why,  yes — partly — the  removal  of  the  turf 
has  been  recommended,  as  it  is  too  deficient  in 
mineral  elements  for  the  growth  of  grain  of  any 
description :  but  since  we  have  aficcrtained  that 
your  subsoil  is  composed  of  quartz,  gravel,  and 

^^O  "  ernvSiTiviY^it^  "  it  will  be  long  enough  befa« 
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leach  the  subsoil,  the  average  depth  of  bog  is 
forty  feet !  They  say,  however,  that  the  marsh 
Q  drained  promises  better  things.  I  heard 
erday  that  the  upper  lake  can  be  reduced  to  a 
i  pond  in  a  very  few  years.  My  dear  boy," 
ontinued  in  a  low  voice  to  Pertl,  "  the  ponies 
not  mine ;  but  if  you  ask  my  cousin  Cyrilla  to 
.  you  one  of  them,  I  am  sure  she  will  have  no 
«tion." 

I  am  glad,  however,"  observed  Zomdorff, 
lat  the  antiquated  notion  of  draining  and  plant- 
has  been  abandoned." 

Not  quite/'  said  Rupert ;  "  for,  besides  the  cor- 
ion  of  the  river,  there  are  to  be  canals  for  the 
-boats,  and,  wherever  trees  are  likely  to  thrive, 
itations  also." 

Which  will  require  a  century  to  grow,"  re- 
led  Zomdorff;  "to  say  nothing  of  the  certain 
es  in  the  first  instance  from  frosts." 
Wl  slightly  shook  Rupert's  arm  to  gain  his 
ntion,  and  whispered,  "  He  said  he  could  teach 
to  ride  in  a  fortnight." 
Who?" 

Your  own  groom." 

I  don't  choose  you  to  Icam  from  my  groom. 
1  must  ask  the  Stallmeister  to  take  you  with 
I  when  he  rides  out  in  the  morning." 
But  the  Herr  Stallmeister  does  not  like  chil- 
1 ;  he — he — calls  us  brats " 


over. 

" /)h  Sucre,   du  sncref"    criod 
seizing  Kupert's  niustacliios,  aiid  { 
towards  him." 

"  You  little  monkey!"  he  excla 
ly,  strewing  the  contents  of  the  nea 
on  the  table  Wore  him. 

Virginie  protested  it  would  rain  t 
and  while  Rupert  was  playfiilly 
that  she  had  judiciously  quieted  '. 
day  before  with  chocolate  bon  boot 
garde  called  out  from  the  other  en 
"  I  say,  Adlerkron,  excuse  my  ( 
reaUy  should  like  to  know  what  3 
do  with  this  famous  hog  of  youi 
talks,  but  no  one  knows  anything  t 

"  And  yet  it  is  a  very  simple  affaii 
"  I  have  decided  in  favour  of  Vehn 
have  been  fotind  to  answer  bo  well  i 
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Bonal  interest — ^the  hope  of  gain — and  perhaps 
le  other  motiyes,  made  me  inquire,  read,  and  at 
;  oonsult  people  learned  in  such  matters." 
^  Well,  and  these  Vehn  colonies  are  something 
y  extraordinary,  are  they  ?" 

*  Not  at  all.  A  Vehn  or  Fen  colony  is  neither 
re  nor  less  than  rows  of  colonists'  houses,  built 
ng  a  canal  navigable  for  turf-boats.    The  sale  of 

turf  must  be  made  certain,  the  communication 
y,  drainage  and  irrigation  directed  by  an  over- 
r  who  understands  his  business,  and  a  tract  of 
d  given  to  each  colonist,  with  some  advantages 
ich  it  is  not  necessary  to  enumerate." 
'^  But  I  don't  exactly  see  how  these  colonies  are 
ely  to  increase  your  wealth  so  enormously  as 
>ple  here  suppose,"  observed  Mr  de  Bellegarde. 
^*  Nor,  I  either  for  the  next  ten  or  twenty  years," 
JWered  Rupert ;  "  but  it  is  very  evident  that,  in 

*  meantime,  the  sale  of  turf  will  prevent  me 
na  sustaining  much  loss — the  people  are  em- 
yed,  and " 

'  Ah altogether  philanthropical ! " 

*  Not  quite,"  said  Rupert,  colouring  a  good  deal, 
he  rose  from  the  breakfast  table ;  "  I  have  com- 
bed outlay  and  income  with  a  good  deal  of  ac- 
"acy ;  and  if  the  matter  in  any  way  interest  you, 
II  can  inspect  the  plans,  estimates,  and  calcula- 
lis  at  your  leisure." 

'*  No,  thank  you.  I  know  nothing  whatever  of 
siness,  and  find  it  hard  enough  work  turning  my 
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French  francs,  wlien  I  have  them,  into  Gennan 
florins." 

Madame  de  Bellegarde's  ostensible  motire  fa 
coming  to  Freilands  that  morning  was  to  make  in- 
qiiiries  about  the  PensumcU  at  Strasburg,  to  viudi 
she  intended  to  send  her  daughter  Hortense :  her 
real  one,  however,  was  the  knowledge  that  a  muak- 
room  rehearsal  of  the  opera  was  to  take  jdaoe, 
which  would  bring  a  crowd  of  gay  people  together; 
and,  as  she  privately  observed  to  her  sister,  "Whit 
was  the  use  of  moping  at  home,  when  one  coald 
find  amusement  elsewhere," — to  which  Julie  hid 
unhesitatingly  answered,  "  None  whatever.  Toi 
may  be  sure  that  Klemmhein  will  be  there ;  and,  I 
daresay,  I  shall  have  Zomdorff  all  to  myself  for » 
hour  or  two." 

And  she  had  him  all  to  herself;  for  immediately 
after  entering  the  large  drawing-room,  an  almost 
complete  dispersion  of  the  party  took  place.  The 
President  went  to  Exfoi*t,  Rupert  to  his  study,  llr 
de  Bcllegardc  to  smoke  under  the  lime-trees,  Cy- 
rilla  commenced  drawing  things  most  incongruous 
for  the  amusement  of  the  children  at  a  very  distant 
window,  and  Madame  de  Bellegarde  retired  to  the 
balcony  with  Melanie,  to  make  the  proposed  in- 
quiries about  the  "  soimd,  extensive,  and  polite 
education,  combined  with  the  influences  of  family 
and  home,  under  tlie  ever-watchfiil  eye  of  an  anxi- 
ous mother,  &c.  &c.  &c.,"  to  be  procmed  on  toler- 
ably moderate  terms  at  Strasburg. 
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rhcj  naturally  spoke  of  "geography  and  the 
t  of  the  globes,"  although  they  do  not  form  so 
eminent  a  part  in  the  printed  systems  of  either 
inch  or  Gferman  female  education  as  in  the 
ound  English"  one.  Madame  de  Bellegarde 
Lched  lightly  on  the  subject  of  morals  and  man- 
rs,  and  then  listened  with  suppressed  yawns  to 
danie's  dissertation  on  religion,  as  the  basis  of 

well-regulated  education ;  the  necessity  also  of 
BTcising  the  reasoning  faculty,  forming  the  judg- 
'nt,  cultivating  the  imagination,  and  encouraging 
^neral  taste  for  literature,  which  wpuld  afford 
>rtense  herself,  and  those  about  her,  imperceptible 
t  endless  sources  of  interest  and  enjoyment ! 
"  La !  Melanie  dear,"  cried  Madame  de  Belle- 
rde,  endeavouring  with  her  very  small  hand  to 
^er  a  mouth  which,  naturally  large,  assumed 
leous  proportions  when  distended  to  a  yawn ;  "  I 
>uld  think  all  these  things  were  included  in  the 
ftrf  and  lodging,  geography,  and  the  use  of  the 
►bes.  Only  washing  and  accomplishments  are 
^ged  extra ;  you  know  Henri  is  quite  satisfied 
th  the  terms,  and  intends  Hortense  to  learn 
srjrthing ! " 
This  was  conclusive,  and  Melanie  spoke  no  more 

Strasburg  or  Hortense,  but  pursued  the  subject 
ft  had  been  discussing,  by  explaining  to  her  list- 
's companion  how  perfectly  she  would  have  edu- 
ted  a  daughter  had  she  had  one !  It  may  be 
VOL.  III.  F 
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doubted,  whether  Adrieime  paid  mach  attentkm  to 
the  description  of  the  fancy  education  whidi  bid 
been  destined  for  fancy's  child — she  seemed  in  an 
unusual  degree  occupied  with  the  contemplation  of 
the  scenery,  scarcely  for  a  moment  removing  ber 
lorgnette  from  her  eye,  excepting  to  rub  it  with  lo 
elaborately  embroidered  handkerchief,  or  for  the 
purpose  of  stifling  a  succession  of  yawns,  which,  to 
Melanie's  infinite  amusement,  she  maintained  (xo- 
ceeded  altogether  firom  nervousness. 

"  I  do  believe,"  she  said  at  last,  affecting  a  hwk 
of  surprise,  while  every  trace  of  weariness  disap- 
peared from  both  features  and  person — "  I  do  b^ 
licvc  there  is  Klemmhein  riding  up  to  the  honse. 
just  as  if  he  had  anything  to  do  with  the  reheaisaL 
I  should  like  to  know  what  brings  you  here  to- 
day ?"  she  added,  thro^ving  a  shower  of  rose-leaves 
on  him  as  he  dismounted. 

"  I  have  come  to  play  audience,"  he  answered; 
"  invited  especially  for  the  purpose,  I  assure  yon." 

Soon  after,  the  sound  of  carriages  and  the  clat- 
tering of  prancing  horses  became  audible,  and  then 
various  well-filled  char-k-bancs,  calfeches,  and  phae- 
tons, surrounded  by  horsemen,  might  be  seen  dash- 
ing forw^ard  towards  the  house,  and  pouring  their 
gay-coloured  contents  on  the  lawn.  K  the  rehear- 
sal of  the  opera  had  been  the  main  object  of  the 
meeting,  it  seemed  strangely  to  be  forgotten.  Some 
stood  together  talking — some  sat  down  under  the 
trees— others  walked  up  and  down,  where  the  shade 
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was  deepest:  and  Bupert,  Melanie,  and  CTrilla's 
appearance  among  them,  seemed  so  much  to  add  to 
the  loquacity  and  enjoyinent  of  the  assembly,  and 
made  it  so  attractive,  that  Zorndorff  and  Julie  de 
Lindesmar  were  soon  left  quite  alone  in  the  im- 
mense apartment;  with  its  deserted  balcony.     The 
latter,  scarcely  conscious  of  the  little  attention  be- 
stowed on  her,  rattled  on  in  a  manner  that  might 
haye  amused  ZomdoriF,  had  not  his  mind  been 
long  completely  pre-occupied.     With  great  irrita- 
tion, he  had  perceived  that  Cyrilla,  during  two 
whole  hours  spent  in  his  immediate  vicinity,  had 
totally  ignored  his  presence,  not  as  if  she  had  been 
acting  a  part,  or  trying  to  exasperate  him,  but  with 
the  calm  decision  of  a  fixed  purpose.    Speculations 
about  her  probable  motives  had  sufficed  to  preserve 
his  tranquillity  while  she  was  present — directly  she 
left  the  room  he  became  impatient,  and  at  last, 
raising  himself  with   an  expression  of   extreme 
languor,   he  observed,  while  walking   across  the 
room,  "  One  must  be  ill,  they  say,  in  order  to  ap- 
preciate  health  as  it  deserves."     Then  stopping 
before  Cyrilla's  table,   he  began  to  examine   the 
sketches,  half  pencil,  half  water-colours,  which  she 
had  made  at  the  desire  of  the  children.      They 
were  fair  specimens  of  drawings  done  "  to  order," 
in  which  not  all  the  artist's  technical  talent  could 
give  an  interest  to  weak  and  worthless  designs. 

"  I  am  glad  she  has  begun  to  draw  again,"  ob- 
served Julie,  taking  up  a  portfolio  that  had  escaped 
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Zomdorff's  notice  ;  "  perliaps,  after  all,  she  may  be 
induced  to  finish  the  aquarelles  for  the  album." 
"What  album?" 

"  O,  I  thought  you  knew  all  about  Melanie'e  lot- 
tery for  the  poor  man  who  broke  his  arm  while 
repairing  the  ceiling  of  one  of  her  rooms !  Cyrilla 
compelled  the  President  to  take  a  score  of  tickets, 
and  he  actually  won  the  crimson-bound  album  we 
had  each  individually  set  our  hearts  upon  gaining. 
It  was,  however,  in  a  fair  way  of  remaining  filled 
with  pieces  of  carte  hlanchey  had  she  not  offered  to 
furnish  it  with  water-colour  portraits  of  us  alL 
They  are,  it  is  true,  little  more  than  sketches,  but 
excellent  likenesses ;  and  she  got  on  with  her  usual 
rapidity  until  Slargaret's  death,  when  she  seemed 
to  lose  all  interest  in  everything.  By  the  by,  can 
you  tell  me  why  she  was  in  such  despair  on  that 
occasion?" 

"  I  was  not  at  all  aware "  began  Zomdorff, 

with  a  look  of  unfeigned  surprise;  and  then  he 
st()pped  and  turned  to  his  companion,  as  if  he 
wished  to  hear  more. 

^^  O,  they  did  not  tell  you  of  it,  perhaps;  but  it 
was  odd,  to  say  the  least,  as  she  never  appeared  to 
care  for  Margaret  during  her  lifetime  ;  yet,  when 
slie  died,  her  grief  for  her  was  deep  and  unfeigned 
— more  so,  I  strongly  suspect,  than yours." 

"  Mademoiselle !" 

^^  Don't  be  offended,  my  dear  Zomdorff.  Your 
conduct  to  your  wife  was  unimpeachable — adnii- 


CYKILLA.  101 

C5 ;  tut  as  to  wishing  her  to  have  lived,  or  re- 
t;ing  her  now,  yon  must  be  more  or  less  than 
.  if  you  can  do  either." 

^nd  yet,"  said  Zomdorff,  bitterly,  "  I  have 
^   both,  though  you  will  not  perhaps  believe 

3  think  it  quite  possible  that  you  have  done  so. 

suddenness  of  her  death,  the  cause,  the  shock, 

«ill  that  sort  of  thing But  surely  you  must 

tlong  have  seen  that  she  was  dying ;  and,  if  you 

iider  the  matter  rationally,  you  ought  rather  to 

ice  at  her  being  spared  a  continuation  of  hope- 
suffering." 

•omdorff  did  not  answer,  but  he  sat  down  and 

b>erately  began  to  draw  forth  the  contents  of 

i  lla's  portfolio. 

Xjlie  continued :  "  I  can  imagine  your  having  a 

f'or  of  unhealthy  nervous  women  now,  and  hope 

^^rely  that  your  second  choice  may  be  more  for- 

^te." 
Thank  you,"  he  replied,  dryly  ;  "  but  you  can 

cxiely  suppose  that,  after  my  painful  experience, 

cti  likely  to  think  of  such  a  thing." 

^  So  my  sister  Virginie  said  when  she  first  came 

Oi  Italy;  and  yet  now " 

'*  O  that  is  a  mere  revival  of  old  feelings — quite 

itural." 

"  But  most  absurd,"  cried  Julie. 

"I  cannot  agree  with  you,"  said  Zomdorff, calmly. 

"  Of  course  not,  because  you  do  not  know  what 
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is  going  on  here.  Why,  it  is  the  most  evident 
thing  possible,  that  Rupert  and  Cyrilla  are  engaged 
to  each  other  months  ago." 

Zomdorff  first  examined  the  drawing  in  his  hand, 
then  looked  up  slowly,  and  said,  "  I  think  you  are 
mistaken." 

"  It  seems  to  you  a  matter  of  indiflferencc,"  she 
observed,  interrogatively. 

Zomdorff  did  not  choose  to  answer.  He  placed 
the  drawing  in  a  better  light,  and  asked  if  tbe 
flowers  roimd  each  portrait  were  emblematical? 

"  Most  probably,  as  Cyrilla  insists  on  choosing 
them  herself." 

"  I  suppose,"  he  observed,  "  that  1  have  no 
chance  of  a  place  among  these  poiiraits?" 

"  Not  if  it  had  depended  on  her,  I  suspect,"  an- 
swered Julie.  "  But  the  President,  fearing  that  he 
might  not  get  the  portraits  he  most  desired  to  pa<- 
sess,  first  proposed  making  a  list  in  the  order  he 
wished  to  have  them  ;  and  when  Cyrilla  would  not 
consent  to  that  arrangement,  he  wrote  the  names  on 
slips  of  paper,  folded  them  up,  and  made  her  pro- 
mise to  let  little  Alphonse  draw  them  for  her,  like 
lottery  tickets.  Your  name  was  the  first;  and, 
oddly  enough,  though  she  refused  to  ask  you  to  sit 
to  her,  the  likeness  is  perfect." 

Zomdorff  had  no  doubt  that  it  was  so.  He  re- 
membered having  seen  her  equally  successful  when 
his  features  were  less  likely  to  have  been  engraved 
on  \\et  m^moTj  • 
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"  But  Margaret'B  picture  is  the  best  of  all,"  con- 
iiied  Julie,     ^^She  sat  seyeral  times,  and  was 

^atlj  pleased  with  the  flowers  given  her but 

Thaps  you  would  rather  not  see  it." 
Zomdorff  held  out  his  hand  in  silence,  and  then 
laded  his  eyes  from  the  keen  inquisitive  glance 
'  his  companion,  while  he  contemplated  the  por- 
ait  of  the  features  that  were  then  mouldering  in 
le  grave. 

Julie  grew  impatient  at  his  silence  and  apparent 
►rgetfiilness  of  her  presence.  "Poor  soul!"  she 
(claimed,  endeavouring  to  take  the  drawing  from 
im — "  Poor  soul !  it  was  those  painted  water-lilies 
lat  induced  her  to  order  the  beautiful  wreaths  from 
Wis  for  her  last  ball-dress.     They  were  exceed- 

igly  becoming,  too You  remember  them,  of 

ourse?" 

"  But  too  well,"  answered  Zomdorff. 

"  Margaret  certainly  dressed  magnificently,"  said 
ulie,  as  if  she  were  bestowing  a  high  encomium  ; 
'  exquisite  taste  and  endless  variety !  You  must 
lave  been  immensely  splendid  in  pin-money!" 

To  this  speech  Zomdorff  deigned  no  answer ;  and 
he  added,  "  Have  you  any  curiosity  to  look  at  your 
>wn  portrait?" 

"  None  whatever ;  but  a  good  deal  to  see  the 
imblem  flowers." 

"  If  you  expect  a  collection  of  rare  exotics,  you 
irill  be  disappointed.  Cyrilla  only  paints  wild- 
lowers  and  weeds,  which  I  am  not  botanist  enough 
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to  admire.  However,  the  garland  that  fonns  jonr 
frame  is  pretty  enough,  and  peculiarly  fimtastic.  I 
believe  this  woody-looking  plant,  with  the  reddii 
flowers,  18  called  bais  gentUf^^ 

"  It  is  Daphne." 

"  And  this  ?  " 

"  Rather  hard  to  say,"  answered  Zomdorff. 
"  There  are  neither  flowers  nor  berries,  hut  the 
leaves  make  me  suspect  it  to  be  Solanum." 

"  1  hate  Latin  words.  Tell  me  the  common 
name,  and  perhaps  I  may  know  it." 

"  The  common  name  is,  ^  Deadly  Nightshade.' 

"  La  !  how  horrible !  and  yet  it  looks  veiy  nice? 
twisted  round  the  leafless  parts  of  the  other;  and, 
'  what's  in  a  name? '  as  Juliet  siiys  on  the  bal- 
cony." 

"  Tnie,"  said  Zomdorff,  rising.  "  Besides,  tE« 
niglitshade  admits  the  hope  that  perhaps  one  of  the 
most  useful  and  excellent  of  plants  may  have  been 
intended ;  but  this  third,  with  its  baneful  berries, can. 

as  emblem,  mean  nothing  less  than "he put 

down  the  drawing,  and  turned  away  from  the  table. 

"  Than  wliat  ?  "  asked  Julie,  following  him.  "  Is 
it  a  poisonous  plant  ?  " 

"  One  of  the  most  deadly  in  our  German  flora." 

"  Well,  certainly  that  is  not  very  flattering.  But 
I  am  not  surprised,  as  I  have  long  perceived  that 
she  dislikes  you." 

"  Indeed !  and  in  what  way  was  it  made  evi- 
dent to  you?" 
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'*  Why,  she  can  never  be  induced  to  name  you ; 
i,  when  others  do  so,  there  is  a  certain  little 
ughty  look  about  her  head  which  proves  to  me 
it  she  has  not  forgotten  that,  three  years  ago, 

a you " 

^*  What  ?  "  he  asked,  with  forced  composure. 
^'  Deserted  her  for  a  richer  bride." 
Zomdorff  was  for  a  moment  so  confounded  by 
s  answer  that  Julie  saw  her  advantage,  and  con- 
ned :  "  If  you  think  that  Cyrilla,  or  indeed  any 
>man,  is  likely  to  pardon  such  an  offence,  you  are 
fitaken.  We  can  mourn  over  the  want  of  for- 
le,  resign  ourselves  to  the  despotic  will  of  a  non- 
osenting  father;  but  to  be  deliberately  and  wilfully 
•saken  for  bank  bills  and  bags  of  gold  is  too 
ensively  prosaic  ever  to  be  forgiven.  I  am  con- 
iced  that  she  not  only  dislikes,  but  has  learned 
hate  you,  by  this  time.  Why,  even  my  brother 
ctor's  hopes  are  better  founded  than  yours." 
"Excuse  me,"  said  Zomdorff;  "  but  I  do  not  think 
aid  anything  about  having  hopes.  You  are  com- 
ting  a  mere  supposition." 

Julie  looked  confused ;  but,  quickly  recovering 
r  self-possession,  she  said,  "  I  thought  you  asked 
!  to  tell  you  what  I  had  observed." 
"  Yes ;  but  your  observations  cannot  properly  ex- 
id  to  me.  We  have  been  too  little  together  lately." 
^^  That  is  true.  You  have  been  shamefully  ne- 
jcted,  and  almost  forgotten,  by  everybody ! "  said 
lie. 
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"  But  not  by  you  I "  rejoined  Zorndorff,  looking 
up  with  a  mock  sentimental  air,  of  which  ahe  was 
suflSciently  conscious  to  answer  jestingly : — 

**  No ;  but  I  must  confess  that  I  have  not  had 
much  time  to  think  of  you  either.  Freilands  is  not 
a  house  for  reminiscences." 

"  Rather  the  contrary,"  said  Zomdorff;  "so pop- 
haps  you  have  been  occupying  yourself  with  thoughts 
of  the  future,  and that  stout  boy  whose  ac- 
quaintance I  made  in  the  breakfast-room  this  mom- 
mg. 

"  What !  Cousin  Conrad  ?  the  savage ! " 

"  And  have  you  made  no  attempt  to  civilia 
him  ?  It  is  worth  consideration,  I  assure  you,  for 
I  can  give  most  satisfactory  accounts  of  his  posses- 
sions in  flocks,  and  herds,  and  lands,  and  fine  old 
castles.  You  can  make  him  anything  you  please, 
excepting,  perhaps,  loquacious.  Can  he  talk  at 
all?" 

"  They  say  he  can to  Cyrilla." 

"  O,  indeed !  "  said  Zomdorff,  walking  into  the 
balcony,  and  then  apparently  becoming  so  inte^ 
ested  in  the  moving  figures  beneath,  that  he  did 
not  perceive  his  companion's  shrug  of  the  shouldeia 
as  she  turned  away  and  left  him  to  his  meditations. 
A  few  minutes  afterwards,  however,  a  scarcely 
perceptible  step  instantly  attracted  his  attention- 
he  turned  round,  and  on  seeing  Virginie,  advanced 
towards  her  and  whispered  eagerly;   "At  last! 
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^^MoTC  than  you  will  like  to  hear,  I  greatly 
ar,"  she  answered  gravely. 
"  Let  me  know  it  at  once.  The  purport  of  your 
ords  may  be  of  use  to  me ;  but  your  sister  has 
sen  torturing  me,  to  the  best  of  her  ability,  for 
le  last  hour,  and  for  no  possible  reason  that  I  can 
scover." 

"  Perhaps  she  has  observed  what  I  have  heard," 
id  Virginie. 

"  I  hope  not,"  rejoined  Zomdorff ;  "  but  let  me 
jar  all  you  have  to  say,  and  quickly,  before  these 
jople  come  up  stairs  to  make  the  noise  they  call 
usic." 

"  I  have  spoken  to  Rupert,"  said  Virginie,  and 
deep  flush  passed  across  her  dark  features  at  the 
collection  of  the  interview  to  which  she  alluded, 
and — ^he — told  me — ^that  until  Cyrilla  actually 
nsented  to  marry  you— he  would  not  believe  that 
I  chance  were  lost  for  him !  " 
"Indeed! "  said  Zomdorff,  contracting  his  brows ; 
that  does  not  sound  well.  Adlerkron  is  no  cox- 
mb,  and  would  not  have  said  even  that,  vague  as 

is,  without " 

"Without,"  said  Virginie,  harshly,  "without 
ing  pretty  sure  that  she  was  not  unfavourably 
ipoeed  towards  him.  I  have  no  doubt  that  this 
the  case,  and  should  say  that  you  had  little  rea- 
a  to  hope,  if  you  had  not  told  me  of  her  promise 
you.  Can  you  not  insist  on  the  ftdfilment  of  it 
soon  as  decency  will  permit  ?  " 
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"  No,"  anflwcred  Zomdorff,  thoughtftdly ;  "I do 
not  wish  to  proceed  to  extremities." 

^^  But  are  you  sure  she  will  consider  it  bo  very 
binding?"  asked Virginie. 

^^  On  that  subject  I  have  no  doubts,"  he  answeiei 

"  Then  persist  in  your  claim  courageously— flhe 
is  very  timid,  and  will  yield  to  necessity.  Let  it 
be  your  care  hereafter  to  prevent  her  from  regret- 
ting her  compliance." 

"  Your  advice  is  pleasant,"  said  Zomdorff,  "bat 
I  dare  not  follow  it" 

"And  why  not?" 

"  Your  sister  tells  me  that  Cyrilla  already  hate? 
nie.  Wliat  prosj^ect  of  happiness  would  there  be 
in  sucli  a  case  for  either  of  us?  " 

"  All,  bah ! you  don't  believe  that  she  hates 

you." 

"  Why,  no.  I  flatter  myself  that  she  is  only 
angT}',  but  with  so  much  right,  that  I  should  be 
soiTv  to  give  her  further  cause  of  displeasure.' 

*•■  She  cannot  be  seriously  displeased — women 
])ardon  so  easily  all  that  undoubtedly  proceed* 
from  excess  of  admiration  and  love." 

"  But  Cyrilla  is  so  much  accustomed  to  be  ad- 
mired and  loved,"  rejoined  Zomdorff,  with  a  sigh. 
^^  that  she  scarcely  thanks  ])eople  for  a  homage 
they  cannot  help  paying  to  her  charming  person, 
and  still  more  charming  manners !  " 

"  So  you  intend  to  resign  her  without  even  a 
stiuggV^  '^ 
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"  Never ! "  cried  Zomdorff,  vehemently,  "  never 
but  with  life !  " 

**  I  do  not  understand  you,"  said  Virginie  with 
a£fected  coldness  :  "  you  are  not  sufficiently  explicit 
for  me  to  be  of  use  to  you ;  so  I  think  we  had 
better  dissolve  our  partnership." 

"By  no  means,"  cried  Zomdorff;  "we  can 
still  be  of  the  most  essential  service  to  each  other, 
but  our  efforts  ought  lienceforward  to  be  directed 
towards  Adlerkron — he  must  resign  Cyrilla." 

"  He  will  not,"  said  Virginie,  despondingly. 

"He  must/''  cried  Zomdorff.  "I  wish,"  he 
added,  after  a  moment's  consideration,  "  I  wish  I 
had  allowed  you  to  mention  this  promise  to  him,  if 
you  considered  it  necessarj'." 

"  I  did  speak  of  it,"  said  Virginie,  "  and  dis- 
covered at  once  that  he  knew  all  about  it." 

"  You  do  not  mean  to  say  that  Cyrilla  has  told 
liira  ?  "  cried  Zomdorff,  starting  up  and  exhibiting 
a  degree  of  anxiety  and  emotion  that  astonished 
his  companion. 

"  If  she  have,"  answered  Virginie,  "  I  am  con- 
vinced it  was  on  condition  of  inviolable  secrecy  on 
his  part." 

"  No  conditions  would  bind  him  under  such  cir- 
cumstances," said  Zomdorff;  "her  confession  once 
made all  is  lost !  " 

"  Confession !  "  repeated  Virginie,  with  so  much 
intense  curiosity  legible  in  her  features,  that  Zom- 
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dorff  made  an  effort  to  conceal  his  uneasiness^  and 
sat  down  beside  her  with  forced  calmness. 

"  Were  she  to  confess  the  exact  purport  of  ihc 
promise,"  he  said,  after  a  pause,  "  Adleibon 
would  consider  it  little  less  than  an  insult  offered 
to  his  family." 

"And,"  said  Virginie,  sarcastically — "  and  might 
demand  what  is  called  satisfaction  ?  Rest  assured, 
if  there  be  but  the  shadow  of  a  danger  of  that  kind, 
Cyrilla  will  never  betray  you." 

"  You  do  not  understand  me,"  cried  Zomdorff, 
impatiently,  "  my  life  is  in  far  less  danger  than  my 
honour,  and  all  I  hold  most  dear  on  earth." 

"  Will  you  trust  me  ?  Can  I  in  any  way 
be  of  use  to  you?"  she  asked,  in  a  low  insinuating 
voice. 

"  N-o,"  he  answered,  moodily,  "  I  will  leave  my 
fate  in  Cyrilla's  hands." 

"  I  should  rather  suppose  hers  was  in  yours," 
observed  Virginie. 

"  It  would  be  if  she  resembled  you,"  he  replied; 
"  but  I  have  discovered  that  the  vxn-d  love  will  not 
induce  her,  like  the  most  of  your  sex,  to  submit  to 
tyi-anny  in  all  its  various  forms." 

"  Asserting  one's  rights  is  not  tyranny,"  retorted 
Virginie.  "  You  say  she  is  engaged  to  you ;  but  if 
you  expect  her  hereafter  to  be  your  wife,  you  are 
very  wrong  to  leave  her  so  long  unclaimed,  the 
object  of  adulation  to  three  or  four  men,  any  one  of 
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Ill 


whom  might  be  feared  as  a  rival  by  a  much  vainer 
man  than  you." 

She  left  the  balcony,  unheeded  by  Zomdorff, 
whose  eyes  followed  Cyrilla,  as  she  sauntered  to- 
wards the  lake  with  the  two  children  and  Conrad 
of  Waldenburg. 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 

A  PLEA  s ANT  excitement  and  cheerftil  commotion  pcT' 
vaded  the  household  of  Freilands  during  the  wkol^ 
of  the  day  preceding  the  representation  of  the  opei^ 
which  had  latterly,  with  its  scenery,  dresses,  an^ 
music,  occupied  almost  exclusively  the  thoughts  c>4 
its  inhabitants  and  their  immediate  friends.    Itw»^ 
the  Matrimonio  Seffreto  of  Cimarosa,  an  opera  tha^ 
possesses  the  immense  advantage  for  amateurs  ol 
requiring  but  six  performers  and  no  change  of  scene 
— one  gorgeously  furnished  saloon  of  the  rich  mer' 
chant  Geronimo,  with  its  five  doors,  being  sufficient 
for  all  the  purposes  of  the  slight  intrigue,  which  is  al- 
togetlier  based  on  the  fact  of  the  merchant's  younger 
daughter,  Carolina,  liaving  advisedly  or  unadvisedly 
privately  married  her  father's  head  clerk,  and  being 
in  consequence  placed  in  rather  a  perplexing  posi- 
tion, when  a  Count  Robisone,  who  comes  to  the 
house  as  suitor  to  her  elder  sister,  inconsiderately 
prefers  her,  creates  endless  confusion,  and  provokes 
the  jealousy  of  the  sister,  in  a  manner  calculated  to 
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and  exhibit  that  young  lady's  temper  more 
singly  than  advantageously.      All  of  course 

satisfactorily.  Papa  forgives  the  Matrimcnio 
eto ;  the  Count,  with  a  magnanimity  little 
:ised  in  real  life,  immediately  offers  his  hand  to 
iirbulent  sister ;  father  and  widowed  aunt  em- 
i  and  bless  promiscuously ;  and  a  sextette,  with 
>rate  triplet  passages,  forms  the  conclusion, 
becoming  costumes,  with  powder,  patches,  and 
::,  embroidered  coats,  swords,  and  silk  stockings, 
nee  the  charm  of  every  playful  movement, 
aten  the  eflfect  of  every  ludicrous  scene,  and, 
iing  the  eye,  unconsciously  prepare  the  ear  to 
ve  eagerly  those  tones  which  the  Emperor 
)old  requested  to  hear  twice  in  one  day — per- 

the  only  instance  on  record  of  an  encored  opera, 
uch  to  the  President's  annoyance,  Melanie  and 
ert  took  it  into  tlieir  lieads  that  the  company 
:ed  should  appear  in  the  same  costume  as  the 
ers.  It  was  in  vain  his  Excellency  had 
abled  and  muttered  about  "  silly  fancies,  pro- 
ng whims,  unreasonable  vanity  of  women,  who 

wanted  an  opportunity  to  exhibit  all  their 
I  and  jewels  at  once,  &c.,  &c."  The  idea  was 
ed  into  execution,  and  on  the  evening  appointed 
;uests  poured  into  the  rooms,  without  exception, 
rding  to  "  order,"  for  the  "  request"  in  the  invi- 
n  was  little  else,  it  being  well  known  that  even 
^orff's  entreaty  to  be  exempted  fix)m  the  mum- 
^j  as  he  was  in  mourning,  and  only  intended  to 
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join  them  for  a  short  time,-  had  been  unheeded. 
Unwillingly  enough,  he  had  complied  with  the  r&* 
quisition ;  bat  his  wish  to  see  and  be  near,  perlnpB 
also  to  watch,  Cyrilla  for  a  couple  of  hours,  OYC^ 
came  his  repugnance,  and  he  appeared  in  what  wxj 
have  been  the  mourning  of  those  times,  whid, 
serving  to  make  him  even  more  distinguished  look- 
ing than  usual,  he  was  universally  allowed  to  be 
the  handsomest  man  present. 

That  Cyrilla  would  look  well,  no  one  had  doubted; 
that  the  dre^s  would  be  unusually  advantageous  to 
her  slight  figure,  had  been  expected  ;  but  that  ber 
appearance  should  be  so  unusually  brilliant,  caused 
some  surprise,  and  much  speculative  conversation. 

"  It  is  tlie  fairness  of  her  complexion,"  said  one. 

"  Rather  the  delicacy  of  her  features,"  suggested 
another. 

"  No  such  thing :  it  is  merely  the  choice  of  colouBi 
and  tlie  quantity  of  lace.  Nothing  so  becoming  tf 
lace  for  old  or  young." 

"  Well,  Klemmhcin,  what  do  you  think  of  her 
to-niglit?"  asked  Lindesmar,  half  triumphantly. 

"  She  is  lovely — but  that  sort  of  dress  make^ 
them  all  look  well." 

"  Cannot  agree  with  you,"  rejoined  Lindesmtf  I 
"  some  look  vulgar ;  and  some  put  me  provokingly 
in  mind  of  Hogarth's  pictures." 

"  Not  surely  the  Countess  Falkenstcin!"  ^ 
Klemmhcin,  half  interrogatively,  as  he  followed  tie 
direclYOn  oiliovdftaTMSj'a  eyes. 
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'^  O  nOy  she  always  looks  like  a  goddess.    Erato 
sniniococo!  By  the  by,  ifwe  keep  near  her  when 
go  to  the  theatre,  she  has  promised  ns  places  in 
i  stage-box." 

The  rooms  had  filled,  and  the  various  dancing 
^Bgements  were  being  "  booked,"  with  all  the 
liness-like  precision  of  a  German  ball,  when  the 
ximons  to  the  theatre  took  place ;  and  then  the 
y  crowd  ascended  the  stairs  in  procession,  filling 
i  nmneroos  benches  and  galleries  in  a  few  mi- 
kes. Zomdorff  quietly  established  himself  he- 
ld Cyrilla's  chair,  making  no  effort  to  attract  her 
ention,  which  Lindesmar  seemed  disposed  to  mo- 
polize  altogether :  she  was  not  even  aware  of  his 
'inity  until  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  between  the 
»,  turning  to  him,  observed :  *^  The  first  cast  of 
5  opera  was  infinitely  better — Cyrilla  ought  to 
ve  played  the  part  of  Carolina." 
^*  I  think,"  he  answered,  evasively,  "  the  Vis- 
intess  is  surpassing  herself  to-night ;  she  is  evi- 
Qtly  playing  can  amore.^^ 

^^  Bather  too  much  so,"  said  Klemmhein,  in  a 
lisper  only  audible  to  Zomdorff  and  Cyrilla, 
Mie  might  really  fancy  her  Adlerkron's  wife.  I 
d  no  idea  she  was  so  strong  in  the  tendre  line." 
"  Virginie  would  have  played  the  other  sister 
tter,"  continued  Madame  de  Bellegarde ;  "  figure, 
e,  voice,  every  thing  would  have  answered,  but 
3  and  Rupert  chose  to  be  together,  and  opposi- 
n  was  useless." 
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'^  I  think/'  said  Mduiie,  **  we  mij  be  (jnte 
satisfied  with  Julie's  acting  of  the  part,  md  ikA 
her  singing  too." 

^^  O,  as  far  as  actmg  goes,"  said  Madame  it 
BeUegarde,  ^^  we  have  all  talent  enough ;  hut  Jvb 
is  not  a  good  musician,  and  has  had  an  infinity  of 
trouble  in  learning  her  part.  Do  look  at  Bqpeit 
peeping  out  firom  behind  the  curtain,  and  mskiBg 
faces  at  us !  I  dare  say  they  are  uncommonly  menj 
in  their  green-room,  as  they  call  it ;  and  I  mut 
say  it  was  veiy  arbitrary  of  the  Fresidait  to  hM 
visiters  between  the  acts." 

"  I  think  l\e  was  right,"  obserred  TjomicsSf 
^^  for  one  half  of  the  audience  would  have  cousidoel 
themselves  privileged  to  go  there ;  the  other  would 
have  been  ofiended  if  not  invited ;  and  great  ood- 
fusion  and  delays  innumerable  would  have  been 
the  consequence." 

"  Julie  told  me,"  said  Madame  de  BellegaiJe, 
"  that  they  amuse  themselves  keeping  up  their  duff- 
acters  behind  the  scenes,  composing  recitatiTe  of 
the  most  ludicrous  kind ;  and  that  Bupert  aIldTi^ 
ginie  are  infinitely  more  entertaining  there  than  on 
the  stage  I" 

^^  I  can  easily  imagine  that,"  said  Lindeenar; 
"  for  it  strikes  me  that  a  private  marriage,  cither  ca 
or  off  the  stage,  is  usually  more  a  sentimental  than 
a  comical  affair ;  and  so  Yirginie  and  even  Bi^ 
seem  to  consider  it" 
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'^  Yet,  it  is  a  capital  subject  for  a  comedy/^  ob- 
ired  Klemmheizu 

**  But  has  been  used  just  as  often  for  tragedy," 
joined  Lindesmar.  ^'  Nevertheless,  there  is 
•mething  attractiye  in  the  position,  and  I  should- 
t  at  all  mind  playing  first  lover  myself." 

'^  On  or  off  the  stage?"  asked  Klemmhein, 
ughing. 

"  Off — if  I  could  find  any  one  willing  to  take 
e,  without  waiting  for  this  confounded  place  at 
te  Exchequer,  which  my  grandfather  makes  a 
ne  qua  twn.  I  can  imagine  nothing  more  delight- 
il  than  the  interesting  difficulties  and  mysteries  of 
ich  a  connexion ;  not  to  mention  the  glorious  cer- 
dnty  of  unboimded  devotion  that  would  be  mine ! 
L  woman,  who,  in  this  land  of  legal  formalities, 
Dnsents  to  a  private  marriage,  gives  undoubtedly 
le  most  prodigious  proof  of  unlimited  confidence 
iat " 

"  She  gives,"  cried  his  sister,  interrupting  him ; 

the  most  prodigious  proof  of  unlimited  folly  of 
rhich  she  can  be  guilty.  What  settlements  could 
he  ever  hope  to  obtain  in  such  a  case." 

Zomdorff,  with  contracted  brows,  and  a  gesture 
f  impatience,  moved  hi8  chair  towards  Melanie's ; 
od  Lindesmar  no  sooner  perceived  him  speaking 
Of  her,  than,  under  pretence  of  examining  Cyrilla's 
IH^  he  leaned  forward,  and  in  the  lowest  iK)ssible 
irhisper,  poured  forth  a  voluble  speech,  the  purport 
f  which  Zomdorff  in  vain  endeavoured  to  catch. 
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■ilu- ,.IH'1M  ru.lM.  I'lilviurKloa  i 
I'll;  aiiil  iiJiincdiiitcly  aftiTivarils  tl 
to  eniiity  iis  rapiilly  a:*  it  liad  filled. 
the  \ast  to  move :  as  lie  did  »o,  lu 
Cj-rilln,  in  lier  haste  to  pa33  him  ' 
liad  forgotten  her  fan — he  had  sc 
from  the  chair  when  Lindesmar  c; 
breathless, — 

"  Oh,  you've  found  it,  have  you ' 

"  Yes." 

"  Well,  give  it  to  me,  like  a  goc 
be  of  no  possible  use  to  you." 

"  Or  to  you  either,  I  should  supp 
dorff,  hanglitily,  as  lie  passed  him. 

"  Come,  don't  pretend  to  misi 
Zomdorff;  I  make  no  secret  of  i 
Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron ;  and  yo 

"  I  Paw  quite  enough,"  said  Zoi 
cally,  "  to  make  me  suspect  that  b1 
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)resent  from  the  President ;  and^  without  vanity,  I 
oay  say  she  would  prefer  having  it  brought  to  her 
ay  me  rather  than  by  you." 

"  We  shall  try  that,"  said  Zomdorff.  "  Tell 
her  I  have  got  it,  and  will  either  give  it  to  herself 
or  to  you,  whichever  she  may  desire." 

Lindesmar  seemed  to  consider  the  matter  not 
worth  further  discussion,  and  ran  down  the  stairs. 
Zomdorff  was  still  absently  playing  witli  the  costly 
^7  when  he  was  joined  by  the  joyous  and  self- 
*tiafied  actors  and  actresses,  on  their  way  to  the 
i^^ng-room.  As  they  entered,  Julie  turned  to 
'tti,  and  said,  "  I  hope,  for  once  in  your  life.  Count 
^iTidorff,  you  admired  me  to-night?  Did  my 
'rfbrmance  meet  your  approbation?" 

^'    It  was  perfect — only   equalled  by "   he 

^ked  significantly  towards  Virginie,  who  smiled, 
■^i  then  moved  on  to  receive  the  adulation  showcr- 
i  Upon  her  for  her  really  faultless  performance. 

*'  Count  Zomdorff,"  said  Cyrilla,  as  she  passed 
^iui  on  her  way  to  Rupert,  "  I  hear  you  have 
found  my  fan,  may  I  beg.\...." 

He  held  it  towards  her,  but  every  effort  to  catch 
her  eye  was  fruitless.  She  evidently  was  deter- 
mined to  attach  no  importance  to  tlie  trifling  cir- 
cumstance, and  received  it  much  as  she  would  have 
done  had  it  been  brought  her  by  a  groom  of  the 
chambers.  Zomdorff,  not  a  little  mortified,  but 
unwilling  that  she  should  perceive  it,  leaned  over 
the  back  of  a  eliair  that  was  near  the  causeuse  on 
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which  she  and  Rupert  sat  down^  and  listened  iHen- 
tively  to  their  conversation^  while  his  eyes  w»- 
dered  apathetically  to  the  other  end  of  the  room. 

"  I  hope,  Rupert,"  Cyrilla  began,  un&steDing 
her  ball-book  from  the  fan  she  had  just  regainei, 
and  placing  the  tiny  page  before  him,  "  I  hope  job 
have  not  made  any  engagements,  for  I  have  relied 
on  you  for  our  usual  dances,  and  refused  to  give 
them  to  any  one  else." 

"  That  is  provoking,"  said  Rupert,  bending  om 
tlie  tablets,  "  for  Virginie  said  she  would  like  fa 
once  to  dance  the  Mazurka  with  me — ^but  I  ctt 
easily  explain  and  arrange  with  her." 

"  No,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  you  must  not  think  of 
such  a  thing — it  is  of  no  consequence." 

"  I  had  a  sort  of  idea  this  might  happen,"  said 
Rupert,  "  but  I  did  not  like  to  say  anything,  for 
you  know,"  he  added,  laughing,  "  I  belong  to  Vir- 
ginie, in  a  sort  of  way,  for  this  evening." 

Cyrilla  diew  her  pencil  through  liis  name. 

"  Let  us  send  for  Conrad ;  he  will  be  delighted, 
suggested  Rupert. 

"  O,"  replied  Cyrilla,  smiling,  "  he  has  gone  to 
bed  hours  ago ;  his  appearance  so  alarmed  him  when 
he  was  dressed,  that  no  one  could  induce  him  to 
take  a  step  beyond  the  door  of  his  room." 

"  What !  did  he  not  even  go  to  the  theatre?"' 

"  No." 

"  1  flatter  mvself  he  has  had  rather  a  loss.  Our 
opera  went  off  famously — don't  you  think  so  *? 
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"  Could  not  have  been  better." 
"  I  never  saw  Virginie  look  so  well,"  said  Ru- 
irt;  "  and  she  certainly  is  a  most  perfect  actress. " 
'^  And  you,"  rejoined  Cyrilla,  "  are,  to  say  the 
wt,  a — ^very  tolerable  actor." 
"  Playing  with  her  would  almost  inspire  an  au- 
naton,"  said  Rupert.     "  Scarcely  any  one  else 
lid  have  made  ray  dull  part  endurable  to  me." 
*  I  can  easily  imagine  that,"  observed  ZorndofF, 
h  unusual  emphasis  ;  "  there  is  something  very 
Jsistible  about  her  altogether.      That  she  pos- 
ted feeling,  energy,  and  passion,  I  already  knew; 
that  she  could  be  so  charmingly  naive  and  play- 
Was  a  surprise  for  which  I  was  not  at  all  pre- 
ed." 

^  Nor  I  either,"  said  Rupert ;  "  and  though  I  ad- 
^  Virginie  as  much  as  you  or  any  one  can  do, 
L  grant  that  there  are  moments  when  she  is  per- 
ly  fascinating,  I  find,  on  reflection,  her  extra- 
inary  versatility  more  adapted  to  public  than 
''ate  life.  A  too  perfect  actress  inspires  a  cer- 
^  degree  of  mistrust.  One  fears  she  may  use  her 
^er  of  feigning  and  moving  the  passions  off  as 
rt  as  on  the  stage ;  and  it  might  at  last  be  diffi- 
t  to  discover  the  line  where  nature  ends  and  art 
?ins." 

Cyrilla  took  a  long  breath  and  smiled  approba- 
n  of  this  opinion  ;  it  was  perhaps  this  which  in- 
ced  Zomdorff  to  continue  the  conversation. 

VOL.  III.  G 
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'^  Actresses  who  act  ^hen  off  the  stage,"  he  said, 
^^  are  by  no  means  so  common  as  is  geneiallj  sup- 
posed. I  have  known  manj  who  were  infinitely 
more  natural  in  their  general  manners  than  thoee 
who,  sitting  in  their  boxes  as  spectatc^rs,  gratm- 
touslj  and  incessantly  acted  for  any  or  eyeiy  one 
who  chose  to  look  at  them." 

^'  I  believe  we  have  a  good  many  tolerable  acton 
and  actresses  in  common  everyday  life,"  said  Ru- 
pert. "  With  regard  to  professional  people,  yoorex- 
perience  has  been  so  much  more  extensive  than 
mine,  that  I  am  quite  willing  to  believe  anything 
you  say  about  them." 

There  was  something  so  unusually  indifferent  in 
Rupert's  manner,  that  had  Zomdorff  not  had  a  mo- 
tive for  covertly  praising  Virginie  he  would  not 
have  spoken  again.  "  I  may  be  singular  in  the 
idea,"  he  said,  "  but  do  not  hesitate  to  say,  that  I 
think  it  not  only  possible,  but  probable,  that  those 
who  make  it  their  study,  and  have  the  power  to  re- 
present the  feelings  and  passions,  if  at  all  success- 
ful in  their  efforts,  must  possess  botli  in  an  eminent 
degree." 

"  Are  you  talking  of  Virginie  now  ?"  asked  Ru- 
I)ert,  carelessly. 

"  The  remark  applies  to  her,  or  to  any  good 
actor  or  actress  you  choose  to  think  of.  Why  maj 
we  not  suppose  that  the  feelings  of  players  insenai- 
bly  become  stronger  by  practice,  as  well  as  the 
sinews  of  a  wrestler's  arm  or  a  dancer's  legs  ?  " 
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What  a  fdnny  Idea  !*'  exclaimed  Madame  de 
[egarde^  who  just  then  joined  them. 
Lupert  showed  a  decided  disinclination  to  the 
ussion  of  either  feelings  or  sinews ;  he  whi^- 
sd  a  few  words  to  Cyrilla,  and  then  they  walked 
wrda  the  ball-room  togetlier. 
Pray  go  on,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  play- 
with  her  fan,  while  she  nodded  and  smiled  to 
different  acquaintances  as  they  passed, — "  Pray 
>n  ;  I  like  so  much  to  hear  you  talk." 

About  what  ?  "  asked  Zomdorff. 

The  dancer's  legs,  and  all  that." 

Rather  let  us  go  and  look  at  those  now 
cing." 

I  thought  you  had  made  a  vow  not  to  enter 
ball-room  ?  "' 

I ! — make  a  vow ! — For  what  reason  ?  " 

O,  I'm  sure  I  don't  know. — On  account  of  your 
jning  they  said." 

Who  said?" 

I  don't  remember ;  but  even  if  I  did,  I  should 

tell  you — ^you  look  so  magnificently  ill-tem- 
d  to-night.     Let  me  take  you  to  Melanie,  who 

chosen  the  ball-room  doorway  to  make  her 
tl  observations  on  the  follies  of  this  wicked 
Id,  even  while  she  so  largely  partakes  of  them, 
sn't  she  look  uncommonly  handsome  to-night  ? 
itively  quite  youthful  !  Powder  and  rouge 
le  people  appear  at  least  ten  years  younger.  I 
li  both  would  come  into  fashion  again,  don't  you?" 
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^'  !No !''  he  answered,  turning  to  Melanie,  hmk 
whom  he  stood  silently  looking  at  the  moTing 
throng  for  some  minutes. 

Madame  de  BeUegarde,  after  having  cariouslj 
but  vainly  followed  the  direction  of  their  eyes,  and 
examined  their  countenances,  said  she  should  rather 
like  to  know  their  thoughts,  though  she  more  than 
suspected  they  were  of  a  not  particularly  cheeiiU 
description. 

"  Mine  were  rather  Xerxes  like,"  answered  Me- 
lanie ;  "  I  was  thinking  where  should  we  all  be 
fifty  years  hence  ?  " 

"Well,  I  must  say,"  cried  Madame  de  Belle- 
garde,  with  an  expression  of  annoyance,  "  that  u 
even  worse  than  I  expected.  I  believe  you  never 
think  of  anything  but  being  dead  and  buried — so 
very  uncomfortable  and  dispiriting.  Any  one  else 
would  have  been  induced,  by  these  dresses,  to  re- 
trograde a  centiny  in  thought ;  instead  of  which, 
you  anticipate  just  enough  time  to  put  us  in  our 
graves,  or  make  us  so  old  and  ugly,  that  one  mus^ 
shudder  at  the  thought." 

"  I  quite  agree  with  you,"  said  ZomdorfF;  "let 
us  rather  amuse  ourselves  with  the  incongruity  of 
the  dresses  and  movements.  What,"  he  added, 
turning  to  Melanie,  "what  would  your  great-grand- 
mother, Adelgunde  von  Adlerkrou,  whose  picture  I 
have  so  often  admired  at  Windhorst,  say,  were  she 
to  catch  a  glimpse  of  her  great-grandchildren  fly- 
ing toxxikii \3afe  xQom  in  this  wild  manner?    Would 
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she  think  eyen  the  near  relationship  of  Adierkron 
and  his  cousin  sufficient  to  authorize  such  a  public 
embrace — such  a " 

"  Pshaw ! "  cried  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  inter- 
rupting him,  "  you  are  going  into  another  extreme 
— ^talking  like  an  antediluvian." 

'^  I  thought,"  said  Zomdorff,  "  you  proposed  re- 
turning in  imagination  to  the  time  of  powder  and 
paint." 

"  Well,  so  I  did ;  but  do  you  suppose  that  peo- 
ple did  not  dance  then?" 

"  They  did,  but  in  a  very  different  manner,  if  we 
may  believe  chronicles  and  pictures.  In  those  days 
the  gentleman  bowed  his  powdered  head  over  the 
lady^s  little  finger,  ready  to  apologize  for  being  un- 
der the  necessity  of  touching  it." 

**  I  have  read  chronicles  and  seen  pictures  that 
tell  quite  a  different  story,"  she  said,  carelessly. 

"  I  daresay  you  have,  but  the  less  you  speak  of 
them  the  better.  When  people  now  talk  of  their 
great-grandmothers,  they  are  supposed  to  think  of 
flowing  robes,  dignified  manners,  and  graceful  re- 
serve." 

"  Not  I ! "  cried  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  turning 
to  Klemmhein,  who  came  to  remind  her  of  an  en- 
gagement ;  "  I  don't  believe  that  my  grandmothers 
were  in  any  respect  better  than  I  am  ;  and  taking 
UB  all  in  all,  women  are  infinitely  less  worthless 
now  than  they  were  in  the  times  we  are  represent- 
ing in  costume  this  evening." 
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"  I  am  inclined  to  agree  with  her,"  obeeired 
Melanie.  "  Women  certainly  are  gaining  by  de- 
grees a  higher  position  in  society." 

^^  That  was  not  what  she  meant/'  said  Zcmidoiff. 
"  Her  reference  was  merely  to  morals  and  maoDieiB 
in  days  of  yore ;  and  in  the  latter  there  certainly 
has  been  a  very  evident  and  remarkable  change 
since  the  days  of  our  grandmothers." 

"  For  the  better,  you  must  allow,"  said  Me- 
lanie. 

^*  There  is  less  apparent  coquetry,  and  no  af- 
fectation of  modesty.  Where  a  woman  formerly 
thought  it  interesting  to  be  ignorant,  or  scarcely 
dared  to  whisper  an  opinion,  she  now  looks  m 
calmly  in  the  face,  neither  abashed  nor  embarrassed, 
and  pronounces  judgment  without  reserve." 

"And  why  shoidd  it  not  be  so?"  asked  Me- 
lanie. "  Are  we  not  entitled  to  form  an  opinion, 
and  give  it,  as  well  as  you  or  any  of  your  sex  ?  1 
have  no  doubt  that  another  centurj^  will  emanci- 
pate us  from  the  remaining  trammels  which  still 
80  unnecessarily  hamper  us." 

"  I  did  not  know  that  you  were  an  advocate  for 
the  craaiicipation  of  women,"  said  ZomdorflF. 

"  Nor  am  I,  in  the  general  acceptation  of  the 
words,"  replied  Melanie,  with  unusual  earnestness. 
"  I  have  no  wish  to  infringe  on  any  of  your  prero- 
gatives— no  desire  to  step  out  of  ray  sphere ;  but  I 
think  women  ought  to  be  given  a  more  h'beral 
educalvoii — d\o\ild  be  taught  to  exercise  their  id- 
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Lects  HA  well  as  men,  and  then  thej  would  cease 
be  considered  either'mere  subjects  of  pastime,  or 
u^ehold  drudges,  as  the  case  maj  be." 
^*  That  time  is  long  past,"  said  Zomdorff ;  "  and 
RTould  indeed  be  necessary  to  retrograde  a  whole 
ituiy  to  find  men  capable  of  thinking  in  that 
ly.  But  are  you  aware,  that  even  the  degree  of 
lancipation  which  you  desire  will  greatly  limit 
UT  power?" 
"How  so?" 

*'  That  very  difference  of  education  and  manner 
lich  you  so  deprecate,  is  one  of  your  greatest 
ajrms.  Let  a  woman  talk  and  argue  with  us  pre- 
^ly  as  we  do  with  each  other,  and  we  may  end 
forgetting  ourselves  so  far  as  to  treat  her  and 
opinions  in  a  way  that  would  be  as  offensive  as 
^  to  her." 

^ot  much  danger  of  that,  as  long  as  she  is 
■^g  and  handsome,"  said  Melanie;  "and  it  is 
^tly  to  provide  for  the  succeeding  years  that  I 
?08e  a  different  education.  Women  living  in 
^t;  is  called  the  world  suffer,  when  their  youth  is 
^>  mortifications  and  annoyances  which,  though 
confessed,  are  but  too  evident  in  all  those 
^^erate  efforts  made  to  preserve  and  decorate 
-^^  fading  persons.  Those  whose  station  in  life 
eposes  on  them  a  continual  succession  of  active 
^"^estic  duties  may  perhaps  pass  into  age  and 
gliness  imperceptibly;  we  of  the  world  cannot 
lo  80.     Our  consciousness  and  dread  of  age  is  the 
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just  and  severe  punishment  of  a  frivolously  spent 
youth,  and  the  only  chance  of  mitigation  lies  in 
early  laying  the  foundation  for  the  rati<»ial  and 
useful  occupation  of  later  years." 

"  A  sort  of  intellectual  provision  for  old  age," 
said  ZomdorfF. 

"  Precisely.  I  would  give  home  enjoyments  to 
those  restless  unhappy  women  who  night  after 
night  weary  themselves  at  card-tables,  or  wander 
disconsolately  about  ball-rooms,  where  their  grand- 
children are  or  might  be  dancing." 

"  And  what  are  the  improvements  in  education 
which  you  consider  necessary  to  produce  this  last 
most  desirable  result?"  asked  ZonidorfF. 

"  I  have  ceased  to  think  of  improvements,  and 
propose  a  total  reform,"  answered  Melanie.  "  Why, 
if  wo  have  the  same  improvable  minds  as  your  sex, 
should  they  not  be  cultivated  by  the  same  methods 
— why  should  reason  be  left  to  itself  with  us,  and 
so  carefully  disciplined  with  you?" 

ZomdorfF  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  suggested 
that  it  would  be  advisable,  perhaps,  to  try  the  ex- 
periment on  a  few ;  the  result  would,  at  all  events, 
be  interesting. 

"  Exactly  what  I  thought,"  cried  3Ielanie, 
(»agerly.  "  An  education,  to  the  age  of  fifteen 
or  sixteen,  precisely  the  same  for  girls  as  for 
boys." 

"  Pray  don't  stop  there,"  said  Zorndorff,  "  or 
(xreek  awii  LaAiw  will  be  the  chief  acquirements 
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mL,  and  they  will  hardly  prevent  your  old 
0  from  frequenting  card-tables  and  ball-rooms." 
elanie  smiled  good-humouredly,  and  Zomdorff 
d  :  "  May  I  hope  that,  instead  of  leap-frog  and 

you  will  substitute  knitting  and  netting?" 
Rather  skipping-ropes  and  hoops,"  replied  Me- 
5,  gaily ; "  and  though  you  may  laugh  at  me,  I  am 
»nvinced  of  the  excellence  of  the  idea,  that  I  have 
us  thoughts  of  speaking  to  Rupert  about  Tina." 
Suppose,"  said  Zomdorff,  "  you  were  to  adopt 
child,  and  have  her  educated  according  to  your 
.  She  is  a  good  healthy  subject  for  an  experi- 
t,  and  I  have  no  doubt  her  father  would  confide 
•o  you  more  willingly  than  to  any  one  else." 

Perhaps  so but  a she  has  no  rank  or 

exion,  is  not  in  the  least  pretty,  or  even  aristo- 

c  looking.     What  on  earth  could  I  do  with  her 

wards?" 

>mdorff  bit  his  lip  to  hide  a  smile  of  derision. 

one  but  his  aunt  would  liave  received  a  sar- 
c  reply  ;  but  great  personal  regard,  and  a  sort 
ivoluntary  admiration  for  the  grains  of  sense 

like  particles  of  gold  could  occasionally  be 
J  from  her  nonsense,  always  effectually  imposed' 
ce  on  him. 
1st  at  that  moment  Cyrilla  entered  the  room 

Rupert,  followed  by  Lindesmar  and  some 
ig  men,  who  laughingly  exclaimed :  "  Lots ! — 
IS  draw  lots  for  the  dance :  it  is  the  only  way  to 
the  matter  without  a  quarrel." 

G  2 
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"  As  you  please,"  said  Cyrilla,  sitting  down  lirt- 
lesslj;  and  while  Rupert  tore  up  some  visitiiig- 
eards  into  different  lengths,  she  added,  ^'  My  ball- 
book  is  in  a  state  of  hopeless  confusion  to-night !" 

"  This  is  pleasant,"  whispered  Zomdoiff  to  Me- 

lanie.     "  While  others  surround my  wife,  and 

draw  lots  for  a  dance,  I  scarcely  dare  to  speak  to 
her !     I  don't  think  I  can  stand  this  much  longer.^ 

"  Remember  that  you  are  yourself  to  blame," 
she  answered. 

"  Do  you  think  I  would  submit  to  such  treat- 
ment were  it  otherwise  ?"  he  rejoined.  "  My  onij 
consolation  is,  that  I  do  not  suffer  alone,  Cyrilla*s 
pride  is  completely  wearing  her  out.  All  her  ef- 
forts have  not  enabled  her  to  conceal  firom  me  that 
she  is  unhappy  and  ill." 

"  111 ! "  cried  Melanie ;  "  why  CTcry  one  says  she 
is  looking  particularly  well — quite  lovely  to-night*' 

"  She  is  rouged,"  said  Zomdorff ;  "  but  look  at 
the  deadly  paleness  of  the  rest  of  her  face.  Can 
you  not  see  her  lips  quivering  when  she  tries  to 
smile  ?  " 

"  That  is  because  you  are  so  near,"  she  answered, 
naively. 

"  I  know  it.  She  is  no  actress,  and  lets  me 
read  her  thoughts  like  a  book." 

"  And  can  you  see  her  unhappy  and  suffcriog 
without  an  inclination  to  relent?    Make  her  frecj 
Edouard.     Your  doing  so  now  would  indeed  be  an 
act  oi  m«iga.^xC\mVcj  •'' 
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"  It  would  be  higlily  dramatic  undoubtedly," 
said  ZomdorfF,  sarcastically.  "  Perhaps  you  can 
»11  me  in  whose  hand  I  ought  to  place  hers  when, 
n  the  act  of  resignation,  I  look  upwards,  mutely 
mplonng  a  blessing  on  a  union  which  is  to  wreck 

ny  happiness  for  life Lindesmar's,  Adlerkron's, 

)r  one  of  these  noisy  hussars." 

Melanie  did  not  answer.  She  was  evidently 
lurt,  both  by  his  words  and  manner.  He  perceived 
t,  and  added,  with  suppressed  vehemence,  "  No, 
tf  elanie,  this  is  no  comedy  that  we  are  playing,  but 
t  may  become  a  tragedy  if  Cyrilla  give  me  any 
ust  cause  for  jealousy.  The  promise  I  made  her 
n  that  letter,  to  which  she  so  often  appeals,  con- 
ained  no  clause  to  bind  me  in  such  a  case." 

This  was  almost  too  much  even  for  Melanie. 
'  And  he  dares  to  talk  of  jealousy,"  she  thought, 
us  she  watched  him  leaving  the  room.  "  O  what 
lififerent  measures  men  have  for  their  own  conduct 
ad  for  ours !" 

Like  all  summer  balls,  the  dancing  continued 
intil  long  after  daylight,  when  some  hands  with 
xmthftil  temerity  drawing  aside  the  curtains,  and 
dmitting  a  flood  of  light,  the  tired  chaperons  were 
0  effectually  scared,  that  an  almost  immediate  dis- 
lersion  of  the  company  followed,  and  only  a  few 
elect  friends  remained  to  join  Rupert  and  his 
onsins  in  the  breakfast-room.  Cyrilla's  feelings, 
ftcr  her  night  of  revelry,  were  unsatisfactory  to 
he  greatest  decree.     Wearied  with  dancmg,  sca^ 
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the  forced  gaiety  which  she  had  thought  it  neco- 
sary  to  assume,  the  whole  vanity  and  folly  of  sofih 
pleasures  began  slowly  but  distinctly  to  rise  before 
her  mind  for  the  first  time  in  her  life ;  and  while  still 
recalling  the  insipid  events  of  the  past  night,  she 
walked  to  the  open  window,  and  impatiently  rubbed 
the  rouge  from  her  cheeks.  The  friction  produced  t 
natural  colour  instead,  and  she  perhaps  never  looked 
better  than  at  the  moment  that  Zomdorff  and  Con- 
rad entered  the  room  together. 

"  Ah,"  cried  Melanie,  who  was  enveloping  her- 
self in  additional  draperies  of  lace,  "  you  who  have 
wisely  slept  as  usual,  are  come,  I  suppose,  to  laugh 
at  our  worn-out  appearance." 

"  No,"  answered  Zomdorff;  "  1  have  spent  the 
time  since  we  parted  in  walking  up  and  do\ni  ray 
room,  and  making  occasional  excursions  to  the 
musicians'  gallery,  whence  I  could  see  eveiything 

tliat  was  going  on  in  the  ball-room the  ni^t 

seemed  interminable  to  me  ! " 

"  Cyril  la  complained  of  its  length  also,''  saiJ 
Melanie.  "  For  my  part,  since  I  have  ceased  to  be 
actively  engaged  at  balls,  instead  of  feeling  the 
ennui  experienced  by  other  spectators,  I  cannot  help 
being  painfully  conscious  of  the  quick  passing  wi 
time,  the  palpable  loss  of  which  is  more  evident  in 
a  ball-room  than  anywhere  else.  A  little  world  in 
itself  for  the  time  being,  each  dance  is  an  epoch— 

(i^l\ " 

^^  CrO\Xi^,^V^^w:V  ^^^^'^^^^ "  don't  moraliK 
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until  after  breakfast ;  and  as  to  loss  of  time,  I  should 
think  it  is  pretty  much  the  same  thing  whether  we 
spend  the  night  dancing  or  sleeping." 

"  Not  quite,"  said  Melanie,  smiling  ;  "  you  will 
find  a  considerable  difference  a  few  hours  hence." 

"  Well,  then,  I  shall  either  go  to  bed  or  sleep  on 
a  8o£ei." 

"  And  turn  day  into  night,"  said  Melanie. 

"  I  do  not  see  any  harm  in  that  either,"  rejoined 
Julie,  yawning ;  "  other  people  do  the  same." 

"  That  argument  is  unanswerable,"  observed 
Zomdorff  with  a  slight  sneer. 

"  I  suppose,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  "  we 
shall  have  another  ball  or  a  ddjeuner  when  we  get 
up  Melanie's  drama?" 

"  Drama  and  ball  must  be  postponed  until  au- 
tumn," said  Rupert ;  "  the  President  cannot  be  in- 
duced to  prolong  his  stay  beyond  the  12th  of 
August,  although  my  leave  of  absence  lasts  until 
the  24th,  and  after  that  we  have  inspections,  and 
reviews,  sham  battles,  and  a  camp  outside  the 
town." 

"  Delightful !  "  cried  Julie.  "  I  hope  the  camp 
will  be  at  our  side  of  the  town^  near  Neuhof  I 
mean." 

"  If  I  be  consulted,"  he  answered,  laughing,  "  1 
shall  not  forget  to  mention  your  wishes." 

"  It  will  be  warm  work  for  us,"  said  Klemm- 
hein,   "  but  a  brilliant  ending  for  your  military 
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career.    Adlerkron,  until  all  is  orer  yoa  tuoif^ 
well  think  of  deserting  tw." 

"Of course  not,"  said  Rupert;  "andtoaUtlJ^ 
work  after  so  much  play  I  have  no  sort  of  objection^ 

At  this  moment  the  children  appealed  at  tt'^ 
door,  and  stood  there  gazing  in  silent  aatonishmef^ 
at  the  strangeness  of  the  dresses,  and  imexped^^ 
number  of  people  at  the  breakfast-table. 

"  Come  in,  come  in — don't  yon  know  me?"  cns^ 
Rupert,  and  immediately  they  rushed  towards  hirri 
and  began  to  feel  the  embroidery  on  his  coat  an  ^ 
to  pull  his  ruffles. 

Virginie  first  half-stifled  her  child  with  kisseis 
and  then  brought  him  to  Rupert. 

"  Is  he  not  beginning  to  look  healthy ! "  abr^ 
exclaimed. 

"  You  have  brought  some  colour  to  his  cheeks  by 
dint  of  kissing,"  said  Mr  de  Bellegarde  ;  "  but  x/ 
you  were  to  bestow  equally  violent  demonstrations  of 
affection  on  me  or  on  Victor,  I  daresay  the  result 
would  be  the  same." 

"  Alphonse  is  really  getting  quite  strong,"  ob- 
served Madame  de  Bellegarde ;  "  and  for  my  part 
I  am  no  admirer  of  desperately  healthy- looking 
children — very  red  cheeks  are  decidedly  vulgar. 
Don't  you  think  so?  "  she  added,  turning  to  Zom- 
dorff. 

"Excuse  me I  was  speaking  to  my  aunt 

and  did  not  hear " 
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lonse  has  become  quite  healthy  since  be 
I  at  Freilands — his  paleness  is  constitu- 

:  probably,"  said  Zomdorff. 

is  remarkably  handsome/'  she  continued, 

glance  towards  her  husband  that  plainly 

>n  this  subject  at  least,  they  did  not  agree. 

ire  you  must  admire  his  great  black  eyes." 

ourse  I  do,"  replied  Zomdorff,  "  they  are 

pression  like  his  mother's." 

could  scarcely  bore  Zomdorff  more  than 

g  to  him  about  children,"  observed  Eu- 

afess  that  I  am  no  baby  fancier,"  said 
',  coldly,  "  and  do  not  like  children  until 
•easonable  beings — until  they  have  ideas." 
do  you  mean  to  say  that  Pertl  here  is  not 
e,  that  he  has  not  ideas  ?  "  cried  Rupert ; 
le  has  already  shaped  his  plans  for  the 
id  is  fiilly  resolved  to  study  diligently  in 
become  a  good  man,  like  his  fether,  and 

the  church  at  Windhorst." 
)U  please,"  said  the  boy,  with  some  em- 
int,   "I  think  I  should  rather  be  like 

else,  now." 
id!     Who  then?" 

uld  like  to  be a a a  tall  hus- 

^ear  a  dolman,  and  ride  a  prancing  black 
ut  the  streets." 

you  young  rascal,  do  you  suppose  that 
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hussars  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  ride  prancing 
horses  about  the  streets  ?  "  asked  Rupert,  laughing. 

"  O,  I  should  have  a  gun  too,  and  go  out  with 
the  gamekeeper ;  and  then  I  would  talk  Italian  to 
Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron,  and  ride  with  her,  and 
lift  her  over  the  stepping-stones  at  the  park  ford 
when  the  water  was  deep,  and " 

"  That  boy  has  ideas,"  said  Zomdorff.  "  Come 
here,  my  friend,  and  tell  me  what  else  you  would 
do  if  you  were  a  tall  hussar  ?  " 

But  Pertl  did  not  like  the  manner  of  his  inter- 
locutor, and  drew  back. 

Rupert  laughed,  and  told  him  he  might  consult 
his  father  about  a  change  of  profession  during  the 
course  of  tlie  ensuing  week,  when  he  expected  him 
at  Freilands. 

"  Coming  here  ?  "  asked  Melanie,  quickly. 

"  Yes,  but  only  for  a  day  or  two.  O,  here 
comes  the  President — for  the  first  time  in  his  life 
too  late  for  breakfast !  " 

Fearing  remarks  about  their  sleepy  tired  looks 
and  fantastic  dresses,  there  was  a  general  move- 
ment of  the  whole  party  the  moment  he  entered 
the  room,  Zorndorff  alone  remaining  at  the  break- 
fast-table, apparently  in  deep  thought,  his  head 
resting  on  his  hand. 
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unnecessary  exertions  made  by  ZomdorflF  on 
''ening  of  the  ball,  still  more  perhaps  an  effort 
.e  into  Exfort  a  few  days  afterwards,  had 
i  a  relapse,  which,  though  not  dangerous,  had 
iause  sufficient  for  his  physician  and  the  Pre- 
to  insist  on  his  remaining  at  Freilands  for 
time  longer ;  and  there  he  either  wandered 
Jy  from  room  to  room,  or,  half  reclining  on 
'  the  sofas,  sometimes  talked,  sometimes  read ; 
Iways,  when  Cyrilla  was  present,  following 
ightest  movements  with  watchful  eyes,  and 
v^ouring  eagerly  to  hear  every  word  she  spoke, 
on  the  most  indifferent  subjects.  He  never 
ly  addressed  her  himself,  but  made  every  pos- 
iffort  to  draw  her  into  conversation  through  the 
m  of  others ;  and  every  one,  from  different 
es,  seconded  his  endeavours,  excepting  Lindes- 
nd  Rupert.  The  latter,  conscious  of  the  re- 
t  caused  by  Zomdorff's  presence,  and  per- 
g  with  anxiety  her  daily-increasing  paleness 
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when  she  obseryed  that  Rupert  was  looking  at  her 
inqiiirmgly. 

pTiillA  clasped  her  hands,  and  smiled  and  blushed 
with  pleasure  as  she  exclaimed  :  ''  From  Fernanda! 
O,  Bupert,  let  us  go  to  Melanie." 

Beceiving  no  answer,  she  looked  up  and  perceived 
that  he  had  followed  Virginie  to  a  distant  window ; 
Mid  while  apparently  jesting  about  the  letter  which 
her  only  partially  counterfeited  agitation  prevented 
her  from  reading,  he  was  gently  endeavouring  to 
gain  possession  of  some  paper  enclosed  in  it.  Cy- 
rilla  watched  them  for  a  moment,  and  then  slowly 
left  the  room,  unheedful  in  her  turn  of  Conrad's 
exclamation  :  '^  Salzburg  !  my  aimt !"  and  the 
crimson  flush  that  immediately  overspread  his  face, 
and  made  his  ears  tingle  as  the  colour  in  them 
deepened  into  purple. 

When  Cyrilla  returned  with  Melanie,  about  half- 
an-hour  afterwards,  they  found  Zomdorff  alone  at 
one  of  the  balcony  windows  watcliing  the  drifting 
clonds,  and  listening  with  apparent  interest  to  the 
long  gusts  of  wind  that  moaned  round  the 
house. 

'^  I  have  just  ordered  all  the  windows  to  be 
closed,"  said  Melanie.  "Don't  you  think,  Ed- 
ouard,  it  would  be  better  for  you,  in  your  present 
state  of  health,  to  avoid  that  strong  current  of  air 
in  which  you  are  standing?" 

Zomdorff  murmured  something  about  his  life  not 
being  worth  preserving,  which  made  Melanie  close 
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the  window  heraelf  in  the  decided  mimiarrfa cm* 
fal  mother,  who  will  pennit  no  oontiadiciioD  to* 
wayward  child  when  she  feara  health  miijlie  fagvti 
hj  it.  Now,  it  is  a  cuiions  fret,  that  tte  mf 
youngest  and  most  inexperienced  women  intoitrrdf 
assume  a  right  to  dictate  where  health  or  pawW 
comfort  is  concerned,  and  that  the  most  refiadoV 
of  men  seldom  or  never  in  such  cases  dispute  w 
authority.  Zomdorff  submitted  with  a  look  o> 
gratitude,  and  said  he  rejoiced  to  think  then^ 
one  left  in  the  world  to  care  for  him. 

Perhaps  Melanie  suspected  his  wish  to  diswG|f' 
rilla  into  some  explanation,  and  dreaded  t  UX9^ 
which  she  foresaw  would  not  end  satisfiEUsUHilT; 
perhaps  his  really  weakened  state  made  her  fetf 
violent  emotion  for  him.  She  took  no  notice  of 
either  of  his  speeches,  but  asked,  abruptly,  "  Wkae 
is  Rupert?" 

"  In  his  study  or  armory,  or  whatever  you  oB 
that  queer  room  of  his  ;  but  you  had  better  not  m- 
terrui)t  him  just  now." 

"Why  not?" 

"  Because  he  went  there  with  the  Viscoimtew 
some  time  ago,  and  they  seemed  to  have  vciy  im- 
portant business  to  transact." 

"  Business  ?    Nonsense ! " 

"  I  assure  you  I  am  serious,"  said  Zondmf 
making  a  very  faint  effort  to  detain  her.  "  It  » 
some  secret  affair,  and  an  interruption  might  caase 
great  annoyance/' 
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Anie  smiled  incredulouslj,  and  walked  on 

3yrilla. 

isten  to  me,  and  judge  for  yourself,"  said 

orff,  following;  and  when  they  stopped  he 

,  with  affected  reluctance  :  "  I  heard  enough 

Adlerkron  left  the  room  to  convince  me 

he         18         " 
Hiat?" 

bout  to  pay her  debts.     He  commences 

lie  milliner's  bill  to-day ;  and,  if  I  may  judge 
t  expression  of  her  face,  it  can  be  no  trifling 

iouard,  you  must  be  mistaken — such  a  thing 

possible ! " 

^hy  not  ?     She  and  Adlerkron  are  very  inti- 

bis  is  traducing  Virginie  in  an  unpardonable 
T !  "  cried  Melanie,  indignantly, 
ou  now  force  me  to  request  you  to  go  on,  and 
ce  yourself,"  rejoined  Zomdorff. 
ou  are  sure  that  Virginie  is  in  the  room  ?  " 
lite." 

anie  opened  the  door,  and  then  had  but  just 
)  see  that  Rupert,  sitting  at  his  writing-table 
iting  the  top  of  a  pen,  was  quietly  watch- 
rginie  as  she  counted  and  arranged  various 
s  of  bank-notes.  A  moment  afterwards  the 
t  of  air  between  the  open  windows  and  door 
the  lo:se  notes,  and  sent  them  fluttering 
b  the  room.     It  was  in  vain  that  Virginie 
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threw  her  handkerchief  over  Bome,  and  Bnpert, 
blushing  deeply^  made  snatches  at  otherB,  whik 

he   exclaimed — "My   notes! my  notes! 

Virginie,  yon  shall  never  help  me  to  count  monqr 
again ! " 

"  CyrilWs  pallor,  Melanie's  look  of  reproachiiil 
amazement,  and  ZomdorfTs  cynical  smile,  imme- 
diately convinced  Virginie  that  the  truth  was  more 
than  suspected.  For  a  few  seconds  she  struggled 
with  shame  and  vexation,  made  a  violent  effort  to 
appear  unconcerned, — ^but  then,  bending  her  lieid 
down  on  the  table  beside  her,  burst  into  a  passioD 
<  f  tears. 

Ru[)ert  started  from  his  chair,  and,  with  some 
violence,  began  to  close  the  windows.  Cyrilla  left 
the  room  silently,  followed  by  Melanie,  after  sie 
had  obsened,  more  reproachfully  than  apologeti- 
cally, "  That  Rupert  had  given  her  permis^on  to 
enter  his  study  without  ceremony  at  all  times,  and 
that  she  had  not  believed  it  possible  her  presence 
could  be  an  intrusion  when  Virginie  was  with 
him ! '' 

Cyrilla  sat  down  at  her  drawing-table,  and  ab- 
sently played  with  her  crayons;  while  Melanie 
animadverted  on  what  they  had  just  witnessed  in 
unusually  strong  terms,  ending  by  wishing  very 
heartily  that  "  Virginie  would  return  to  her  own 
j)eople,  for  there  was  eveiy  reason  to  fear  that  if  she 
remained  much  longer  at  Freilands  she  would  either 
injure  her  reputation  or  contrive  to  inveigle  RupeJt 
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iato  a  marriage — ^he  was  so  foolishly  good-natured 
and  generous." 

Cjiilla  sighed,  but  gave  no  answer ;  and  when 
Melanie  left  her  she  leaned  back  in  her  chair, 
yainlj  endeavouring  to  think  calmly  and  without 
prejudice  of  all  she  had  just  seen  ;  but,  on  hearing 
soon  after  the  sounds  of  movement  in  the  adjoining 
loom,  she  hastily  bent  over  her  colours,  and  began 
to  runmiage  among  them  very  diligently  for  some 
unknown  tint.  Virginie  had  probably  chosen  to 
letiie  by  the  back  staircase,  for  Rupert  entered 
alone,  at  first  impetuously  enough ;  but,  before  he 
had  walked  half-way  towards  her,  his  step  slack- 
ened, and  on  reaching  the  window  he  stooped  down 

and  whispered — "  Cyrilla dearest you  are 

not  displeased are  you  ?  " 

"  A  little  with  myself,  for  having  yielded  to  my 
curiosity,  and  followed  Melanie  into  your  room  so 
unceremoniously,"  she  answered  in  a  low  voice, 
which,  however,  was  heard  distinctly  by  Zomdorff, 
who  had  taken  possession  of  a  chaise  latiffue,  sepa- 
rated from  her  by  a  thick  screen  of  large-leaved 
ivy,  intended  to  protect  the  occupant  from  the  dis- 
agreeable cross  light  of  an  end  room.  Rupert  had, 
of  course,  seen  him  directly  on  entering — Cyrilla 
was  quite  unconscious  of  his  presence. 

"  That  is  not  what  I  mean,"  continued  Rupert, 
in  9f  still  lower  voice ;  "  I  want  to  know  if  you  are 
displeased  with  me  ?  " 

"  I  have  no  right  to  be  so." 
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)f  money  from  me,  instead  of  applying  to  in- 
ive  and  harshly  judging  relations,  I  find  not 
pardonable,  but  quite  natural." 
Lnd  I  find  it  extremely  improper,"  saidCyrilla, 
3dly. 

Suspend  your  judgment  a  little.  You  have 
,  like  poor  Virginie,  been  the  wife  of  a  selfish, 
less  man,  who,  finding  means  to  gratify  all 
vn  luxurious  habits,  has  left  you  to  the  chance 
less  of  friends  or  the  grudgingly  doled  out 
y  of  heartless  relations ! " 
rilla  swallowed  once  or  twice  with  evident 
ilty ,  and  Zomdorff  clutched  the  cushion  beside 
as  Rupert  continued  what  he  considered  a  jus- 
don  of  Virginie. 

Jf  de  Rubigny  I  have  but  to  say,  that  gold 
lis  idol,  and,  to  procure  it,  honour  and  reputa- 
were  sacrificed  without  reserve.  When  ob- 
i,  it  was  altogether  lavished  upon  himself; 
hough  frequently  possessed  of  large  sums  of 
y  won  at  the  gaming-table,  his  wife  could 
y  obtain  from  him  sufficient  for  the  common 
saries  of  life.  But  why  talk  to  you  of  such 
s  ?  What  can  you  understand  of  the  struggles 
rials  of  a  neglected,  insulted  woman,  whose 
existence  seemed  at  times  forgotten  by  her 
ind?" 

ipert  paused,  but  Cyrilla  attempted  no  answer 

he  added,   "  Virginie  has  told  me  she  was 

in  want  of  a  few  Friedrichs  d'or in  want  of 

U  III.  H 
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the  dress  necessary  for  the  society  in  which  she 
lived !  You  will  find  it  difficult  to  imagine  trifling 
wishes  of  that  kind  nngratified." 

"  Not  at  all,"  replied  Cyrilla.  "  My  wishes  have 
frequently  soared  beyond  my  means ;  but  that  I 
believe  to  be  the  case  with  every  one  in  the  world, 
no  matter  how  high  their  station.  Superfluous  de- 
sires expand  in  tolerably  exact  proportion  to  onc*8 
elevation." 

"  May  I  ask  you  to  tell  me  some  of  yonis?" 
cried  Rupert,  eagerly. 

Cyrilla  shook  her  head.  "  I  have  learned  from 
earliest  infancy  to  control  them,"  she  answered 
quietly ;  "  but  even  supposing  it  possible  that  I 
had  for  such  purposes  incurred  debts,  I  can  at  least 
assure  you,  Rupert,  that  nothing  in  this  world 
would  have  induced  me  to  allow  any  man,  except- 
ing my  father  or  brother,  to  pay  a  milliners  bill 
for  me — Virginie  has  a  brother,  and  yet  delibe^ 
ately  preferred  you  ! " 

Rupert  bit  his  lip,  and  observed,  tliat  LindefflDoar 
could  not  effectually  have  assisted  her  without  ap- 
plying to  his  grandfather,  on  whom  he  was  still 
depcDdent. 

Again  Cyrilla  shook  her  head  in  an  unsatisfiw?- 
tory  manner,  and  Rupert  continued :  "  K  you  will 
Dot  listen  to  a  defence,  let  me  at  least  offer  an  ex- 
cuse ;  you  are  probably  not  aware  that  her  posi- 
tion in  society  was  one  wliicli  made  a  consideiahb 
ex^eviiSiXxa^  in  dress  absolutely  necessary ' 
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N'o  position  can  authorize  any  one  to  incur 
3  they  cannot  pay.  Do  not  expect  to  make  me 
ge  my  opinion  on  this  subject,  Rupert." 
Then,"  he  said,  half  laughing,  "  I  give  that 
tnd  only  ask  you  to  view  reasonably  her  apply- 
\o  me  in  her  really  trifling  pecuniary  difficul- 

the  whole  affair,  I  assure  you,   is  scarcely 
h  talking  about." 

I  am  glad  to  hear  it  on  her  account ;  but  the 
Lint  of  money  makes  no  difference  in  the  act 
F.     What  would  you  think  were  you  to  hear 

I  had  in  like  manner  taken  Count  Lindesmar 

my  confidence,  and  having  complained  of  the 
Ity  of  my  relations,  requested  him  to  assist  me 
of  my  '  trifling  pecuniary  difficulties  ?'" 
lupert  was  silent. 

Well,  what  would  you  think  ?    What  would 

say?" 

No  matter ;  the  case  is  quite  different :  you  have 

known  Lindesmar  all  your  life  as  I  have  his 

True,  but  you  forget  that  there  are  some  other 
omstances  which  ought  to  have  made  Virginie 
ly  to  any  one  rather  than  to  you,  had  she  pos- 
ed the  slightest  delicacy  of  feeling." 
Women  judge  women  more  severely  than  we 
'  observed  Rupert ;  while,  to  hide  his  cmbarrass- 
it,  he  rocked  himself  lightly  on  the  back  of  her 
ir ;  "  you  have  not  left  me  a  word  to  say." 
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"  No ;  I  gathered  them  this  morning  for  you : 
they  have  been  in  a  glass  of  water;  does  that 
make  any  diiference  ?" 

"  None  whatever.  I  always  put  them  in  water 
when  I  paint,  for  they  cannot  bear  the  atmosphere 
of  a  room  as  well  as  garden  flowers.  But  you  must 
have  been  quite  at  the  marshy  end  of  the  upper 
lake  for  these,  plants ! " 

Conrad  nodded. 

'*  And  on  the  moor  for  the  heath  ?  Most  exem- 
plary of  cousins !  Just  sit  down  there,  will  you 

I  don't  see  why  I  should  not  have  a  sketch  of  you 
as  well  as  of  other  much  less  useful  people.  I  have 
plenty  of  time  to-day." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  put  me  into  the  album?"  lie 
asked,  taking  a  chair  opposite  her. 

"  No ;  you  shall  form  one  of  my  own  private 
collection.  I  hope  you  feel  flattered  at  the  distinc- 
tion?" 

"  Inieed  I  do." 

"  So  you  ought ;  but  you  need  not  blush  about 
it.  Draw  that  japan  screen  between  you  and  the 
other  window ;  the  light  in  this  room  is  the  veiy 
worst  in  the  whole  house  for  painting.  That  will 
do — ^now  remain  quiet." 

"  I  thought  you  preferred  people  talking  to  you 
when  you  were  taking  their  portraits  ?" 

"  Cela  depend.  Yours  would  not  be  like  if  very 
animated-looking ;  it  must  be  a  silent,  not  what  is 
called  a  speaking  Ukeness,^^ 
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"  Aboat  what  ? "  asked  Cyrilla,  looking  up 
amazed. 

Conrad  blushed  deeply,  and  stammered,  "  About 

his  having  reftised I  mean,  the  not  consenting 

to in  short,  when  I  was  in  Salzburg  my  aunt 

Olga  told  me  of  the  family  compact,  which he 

declined  fulfilling." 

Cyrilla's  hand  lost  its  steadiness ;  she  threw  down 
her  pencil,  and  stood  up  with  the  evident  intention 
of  leaving  him. 

"  For  goodness  sake,  Cyrilla,  don't  be  angry 
Avith  me ! "  he  cried,  anxiously.  "  Nothing  was 
fiirther  from  my  thoughts  than  an  intention  of 
annoying  you  m  any  way.  I  should  never  have 
referred  to  that  incomprehensible  affair  if  I  had  not 
had  a  personal  motive,  and  a  very  strong  one,  too. 
Just  read  this  letter,  and  you  will  understand  it  all." 

"  You  had  better  tell  me  the  contents,"  she  said, 
coldly ;  "  the  writing  is  unknown  to  me." 

"  It  is  mine.  I  can  write  better  than  I  can 
speak." 

"  And  I  am  to  read  it  in  your  very  presence?" 

"  If  you  will,  I  shall  be  greatly  obliged  to  you." 

Cyrilla  read  it,  folded  it  up  with  a  half  thought- 
ful, half  amused  smile,  and  returned  it  to  him,  while 
gently  shaking  her  head. 

"  Is  that  the  answer  ?  " 

"  The  best  I  can  give  you.  Let  us  consider  it  a 
mere  jest,  and  forget  it." 

"  I  cannot^"  said   Conrad,  resolutely  •,  ^^  iot  \ 
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Conrad  endeavoured  to  interrupt  her;  but  she 
continued,  "  The  house  is  really  not  worth  the  five 
thousand  Friedrichs  d'or,  the  rate  at  which  my  aunt 
has  thought  proper  to  value  it  and  you  me.  The  si- 
tuation is  unfashionable,  disagreeable ;  and  it  might 
even  be  necessary  to  consult  an  architect  about  its 
condition  before  you  could  attempt  your  projected 
excavations." 

"  But,"  cried  Conrad,  eagerly,  "  I  don't  care  at 
all  about  the  condition  of  the  house  now^ 

"  Still,"  said  Cyrilla,  "  as  Kupert  will  be  sure  to 
let  you  have  it  cheap  hereafter,  and  without  any 
encumbrance  whatever,  I  really  must  advise  you  to 
wait." 

"Wait?"  he  repeated,  inquiringly;  "why  should 
we  wait?" 

Cyrilla  smiled ;  she  almost  laughed.  In  the  ig- 
norance or  innocence  of  his  heart,  he  felt  greatly 
reassured  by  her  manner,  and  added,  gaily  :  "  Our 
aunt  Olga  certainly  can  drive  as  hard  a  bargain  as 
any  one  I  ever  met.  I  wish  you  had  heard  her  ap- 
preciating and  me  depreciating  her  old  barrack ! " 

"  I  can  imagine  it,"  said  Cyrilla,  tapping  the 
letters  on  the  palm  of  her  left  hand,  while  her  eyes 
continued  fixed  on  his  with  a  certain  mirthful  ex- 
pression, that  could  only  have  been  misunderstood 
by  a  very  inexperienced  man. 

"  I  began  to  fear  we  should  never  come  to  an 
agreement,"  he  continued,  laughing',  "for  1  \kad5L 
heen  fool  enough  to  let  her  see  my  great  de-^ixe  \» 
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be  in  immediate  poBsesaioa,  when  all  at  race  die 
informed  me  of  the  clanse  in  m^  node's  will  o»- 
ceming  yon,  and  proposed  onr  ending  the  diffetenoB 
by  my  taking  yon,  with  the  old  house  as  dowiy." 

"  And  yon  agreed  at  once  1 — snbmitted  to  the 
dictates  of  prudence  in  the  disposal  of  yonr  bud 
witliont  demnr!  Did  you  know  what  you  woe 
doing?" 

"  Perfectly.     I  saw  yonr  picture,  knew  that  our 

ages  were  alike connexion  desirable,  and  lU 

that  sort  of  thing." 

"  Right  royally  arranged,  to  eay  the  least !"  ob- 
served Cyrilla. 

"  Not  the  worse  for  that,"  said  Conrad,  quicUr. 
"  Royal  marriages,  on  an  average,  turn  out  as  well 
as  others.  Besides,  I  had  my  father's  and  grand- 
father's example,  and  have  heard  them  both  sij, 
often  enough  to  make  me  remember  it,  that  friends 
or  relations  could  generally  choose  better  than  the 
persons  concerned,  who,  more  or  less,  were  al«j« 
blinded  by  personal  inclination." 

"  But  surely  you  think  a  liale  personal  inclini- 
tion  necessary,"  said  Cyrilla. 

"  O,  of  course ;  but  I  never  doubted  that  cffloing 
in  time ;  for  my  aunt,  and  a  whole  lot  of  Salzbog 
people,  told  me  you  were  quite  channing," 

"  But  you  heard  also  that  Rupert  had  refiwd 
me,"  interposed  Cyrilla,  amused  at  hia  boyish  aa- 
iOMi,  »-'wi-  Taw.\s&l\T\%  V*  iststainty  of  success  it 


jeslma- 
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"  Not  at  all.  In  the  coarse  of  conversation  I 
discovered  that  that  had  taken  place  before  he  had 
seen  you ;  and,  from  some  unguarded  expressions 
of  my  annt's,  I  found  out  that  she  suspected  Rupert 
had  changed  his  mind,  and  was  only  trying  to  make 
use  of  me  to  force  him  to  a  decision." 

A  good  deal  surprised  at  the  acutenesa  of  tliis 
remark,  Cyrilla  looked  up  attentively. 

"  That  was  the  reason  I  kept  aloof  at  first,"  he 
continued ;  "  for,  with  Rupert  aa  a  rival,  I  could 
have  had  no  chance  at  all,  you  know.  So  I  watched 
him,  and  let  him  laugh  at  my  supposed  fear  of  wo- 
men and  dislike  to  their  society,  while,  in  fact,  I 
was  only  diffident,  because  I  knew  nothing  about 
them.  I  don't  rememl>er  my  mother,  I  have  had 
no  sisters,  and  we  never  saw  any  one  but  my  tutor's 
wife  at  Waldenburg.  I  liked  lier  too.  She  was  a 
good  creature,  but  dismally  ngly." 

"  Were  I  to  judge  from  my  own  observation," 
said  Cyrilla,  smiling,  "  I  should  have  supposed 
that  you  preferred  my  pretty  Selim,  or  the  brace  of 
pointers  given  you  by  Rupert  the  otlier  day,  to  all 
the  women  in  Christendom." 

Conrad  seemed  a  little  hurt.  "  We  have  jested 
long  enough,"  he  said,  after  a  pause;  "  my  letter 
moat  have  convinced  you  that  I  am  quite  serious 
in  my  proposal.  I  have  no  experience  in  these 
aflauts,  for  I  never  loved  any  one — I  mean  any 
woman  until  now." 

"Ab,  bah  I  what  do  you  know  aiboTit  \oTet" 
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cried  Cyrilla,  slightingly,  as  she  commenced  patting 
aside  her  drawing  materials. 

"  Quite  as  much  as  you  I  should  suppose,"  he 
answered,  with  some  pique. 

"  Scarcely ;  for  it  never  occurred  to  me  to  imagine 
my  regard  for  you,  or  yours  for  me,  anything  hat 
the  natural  inclination  towards  friendship,  whidi, 
as  tenth  cousins  twenty  times  removed,  we  ought 
to  feel  for  each  other." 

"  I  rather  rejoiced  in  the  distance  of  oiu*  con- 
nexion, as  offering  one  obstacle  less,"  he  answered, 
gravely.  "  My  aunt  told  me  that  Rupert  seemed 
to  think  a  nearer  relationship  an  impediment."  He 
paused  ;  but,  perceiving  that  with  an  impatient  ges- 
ture she  was  about  to  leave  him,  he  stretched  out  a 
trembling  hand  to  detain  her,  and  in  a  torrent  of 
passionate  words,  that  seemed  to  sweep  away  all  hii 
diflidence,  overv\'helmed  her  with  so  unreserved  a 
declaration  of  his  love  and  expectations,  that  she 
stood  before  him  silent  and  dismayed,  scarcely  be- 
lieving the  evidence  of  her  eyes  and  ears  that  it 
was  indeed  Conrad  who  stood  before  her  and  so 
spoke. 

Yet,  after  all,  there  was  nothing  very  astonishing 
in  what  had  occurred.  Zomdorff,  as  he  looked 
frowningly  through  his  ivy  screen,  was  angry  but 
not  sur]3rised;  a  very  few  days  had  con\'inced  hini 
that  Cyrilla  had  unawares  become  the  object  ot  a 
violent  first  love  to  a  young  man,  who,  he  knew, 
\\ai\.\>ee\\  ^iivksi^Xfc^  ^\.Vq\svr.  xss.  ^<«fesl  seclusion  by 
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an  anxious  father ;  and^  now  but  just  escaped  from 
the  superintendence  of  an  elderly  watchful  guar- 
dian,  was  quite  ready  to  adore  the  first  pretty  face 
and  graceful  figure  that  presented  itself,  and,  in 
defiance  of  the  lessons  of  prudence  carefully  instilled 
into  his  mind,  equally  eager  to  ofier  and  willing 
to  bestow  himself  and  his  large  fortune  upon  the 
same.  It  rather  struck  Zomdorff  as  a  singular 
instance  of  wisdom,  that  prudence  and  forethought 
had  at  all  directed  Conrad's  choice;  but  it  had  done 
so  far  less  than  either  he  or  Cyrilla  supposed.  The 
old  house  with  its  buried  treasure  had  seized  upon 
the  imagination  of  the  boy ;  the  antiquities  had 
interested  the  studious  youth ;  and  the  early  mar- 
riage so  often  recommended  by  his  father  became 
an  imperative  duty  to  the  man:  but  had  Cyrilla 
been  "dismally  ugly,"  like  his  tutor's  wife,  we 
may  be  allowed  to  take  it  for  granted  that  neither 
the  treasure  nor  the  antiquities,  not  even  the  duty 
of  providing  a  dame  chatelaine  for  Waldenburg,  or 
the  laudable  desire  to  give  a  home  to  an  orphan 
relation,  would  have  moved  him. 

As  his  impetuosity  began  to  subside,  his  elo- 
quence degenerated  into  something  like  complaints 
of  having  been  led,  by  her  evident  avoidance  of 
Rupert  during  the  last  few  weeks,  to  suppose  her 
indifferent  towards,  if  not  displeased  with,  the 
latter ;  while  the  kindness  and  familiarity  with 
which  he  himself  had,  from  the  commencemftwl 
of  their  acquaintance^  been  treated  by  her^YvsAika.- 
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turallj  led  him  to  draw  conclusions  in  liis  own 
favour. 

Here  Cyrilla  stopped  him.  "  That  was  a  great 
error,  Conrad,  and  you  do  me  injustice  if  you 
imagine  I  ever  endeavoured  to  attract  you,  or 
wished  to  make  you  like  me,  otherwise  than  as  a 
friend  or  distant  relation.  I  feel  myself  blameless, 
and  can  only  lament  the  inconceivable  inexperience 
on  your  part  which  has  led  to  this  painfid  mis- 
take." 

"  Yes;  I  acknowledge  that  I  am  veiy  inexperi- 
enced," said  Conrad,  despondingly. 

"  Very,"  said  Cj^illa. 

"  I  suppose  my  aunt's  wishes  will  have  no  influ- 
ence with  you  ?  " 

"  None  whatever." 

"  And  may  I  not  at  least  hope  that  time '' 

"  Time,"  said  Cyrilla,  quickly,  "  can  make  no 
cliange  in  me,  but  it  will  enable  you  to  forget,  or, 
what  is  better,  laugh  at  this  affair  as  merely  an 
amusing  episode  in  your  life." 

"  No,"  rejoined  Conrad,  bitterly;  "1  shall  neTcr 
forget  or  laugh  at  the  recollection  of  this  day. 
Experience,  they  say,  is  the  best  teacher,  and  this 
lesson  shall  not  be  lost  upon  me.  Never  again 
will  I  trust  gentle  manners,  candid  speeches,  or 
flattering  familiarity." 

"  Familiarity  is  no  proof  of  affection  in  a  case  of 
this  kind,"  interposed  Cyrilla;  "rather  the  con- 
trary?^ 
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"  With  you,  perhaps,  but  not  with  others,"  cried 
Conrad;  and,  stung  by  the  self-possession  of  her 
manner,  while  he  still  struggled  so  hard  with  tears 
his  manhood  scorned  to  shed,  he  continued,  "  You 
will  scarcely  deny  that  Madame  de  Rubigny  is  as 
much  in  love  with  Rupert  as  a  woman  can  well  be, 
and  she  is  familiar  enough  when  in  his  room  every 
morning." 

Cyrilla,  who  had  been  progressing  towards  the 

I 

doorway,  stopped,  and  he  added,  "  You  look  sur- 
prised; I  thought  every  one  knew  that  Rupert 
chooses  to  have  Alphonse  continually  with  him, 
and  that  Madame  de  Rubigny  naturally  follows 
her  child." 

"  They  have  been  intimate  from  childhood," 
began  Cyrilla,  quite  as  anxious  to  excuse  him  to 
herself  as  to  Conrad. 

"  0, 1  know  that,"  he  said.  "  Don't  suppose  I 
blame  Rupert  for  not  objecting  to  liave  the  Vis- 
countess constantly  with  him;  it  would  be  very  odd 
if  he  did.  She  humours  his  fancies  famously, 
reads  all  his  letters,  and,  by  Jove,  yesterday  she 
knew  better  than  he  did  where  to  find  the  fowling- 
piece  I  asked  him  to  lend  me !  Remarkably  clever 
woman — she  understands  perfectly  what  she  is 
about" 

So  did  Conrad  at  that  moment,  with  all  his  in- 
experience; but  no  sooner  had  he  perceived  Cy- 
rilla's  rapid  change  of  colour,  and  the  anxiow^^ 
inquiring  look  she  £xed  upon  him,  than  \ie  Te^tvV^ 
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what  he  had  said,  and  endeavoured  to  soften  it  bj 
adding,  that  ^'  Bupert  did  not  much  mind  Madame 
de  Rubigny's  presence — ^that  he  went  on  writing, 
and  sometimes  had  his  steward  or  woodranger  in 
the  room." 

Still  Cjrilla  lingered  hesitatingly  near  the  door, 
dreading  yet  wishing  to  know  more,  and  Conrad, 
though  quite  unconscious  they  were  overheard, 
lowered  his  voice  as  he  again  approached  her,  and 
said,  "  I  see — I  understand  it  all  now — ^you  are— 
engaged  to  him." 

'^  No,  oh  no,"  she  answered,  shrinking  as  if  she 
feared  further  questioning. 

"Then,  I  tell  you  what,  CjTilla,"  he  cried,  with  a 
magnanimit}'  quite  thrown  away  upon  her,  "  before 
I  leave  Freilands  to-morrow,  I  shall  give  him  my 
opinion  of  the  way  he  is  going  on. — This  sort  of 
liesitating  would  be  bad  enough  with  ^ladame  de 
Kubigny,  but  with  you,  his  own  cousin,  it  is  per- 
fectly unpardonable.  I  think,  too,  I  may  hint,'^  he 
added,  with  a  forced  smile,  "  or  more  than  hint, 
that  he  will  not  be  dismissed  with  as  hea'vy  a  heart 
as  I  shall  take  back  to  AValdenburg." 

"  For  heaven's  sake,  Conrad,  say  nothing  to 
Rupert,"  cried  Cyrilla,  endeavouring  to  stop  him 
as  he  hurried  past  her,  affecting  a  serenity  he  was 

far  from  feeling.     "  Conrad,  I  entreat "     But 

lier  cousin  was  gone,  and  in  his  stead  Count  Lm- 
d'v^suiar  came  towards  her,  and  spoke  a  few  words 
wVl\\  xuo^X.  uwvsAxsaX.  ^W\N:^5 . 
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^Excuse  me/'  said  Cyrilla,  passing  him  without 
ok ;  "  I'must  speak  to  Conrad — ^who  has  mis- 
erstood  me  in  some  strange  way." 

Myery  one  seems  out  of  temper  to-day,"  mut- 
d  Lindesmar,  as  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  Zom- 
Ts  gloomy  coimtenance.  "  The  weather  may 
e  affected  the  others,  but  I  have  a  serious  dis- 
ointment  to  complain  of.  Only  imagine,  Zom- 
■ff,  the  appointment  I  was  so  sure  of  obtaining 
re  has  been  given  to  Dittmar !" 
"  I  am  sorry,  but  not  surprised,"  he  answered, 
ively, 

"  And  yet  with  the  letters  and  recommendations 
it  I  brought  here,  I  think  I  had  every  reason  to 
3ect  the  first  vacant  situation." 
'  One  personal  present  enemy  can  destroy  the 
ict  of  a  dozen  letters  or  the  warmest  recom- 
ndations." 

*  But  I  do  not  believe  I  have  an  enemy  in  the 
rid.  The  only  thing  I  fear  is,  that  the  President 
Y  not  be  quite  favourably  disposed  towards  my 
lily."  This  was  said  half  interrogatively ;  but 
•ndorff  did  not  answer,  though  he  continued 
ughtfully  to  watch  Lindesmar  as  he  walked  up 
I  down  the  room,  gesticulating  a  good  deal,  ac- 
iing  to  his  usual  custom. 

^  I  say,  Zomdorff,"  he  continued,  stopping  sud- 
ily  before  him ;  "  if  your  uncle  be  in  any  way 
judiced  against  me,  I  should  like  to  know  it,  as 
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in  that  case,  my  remaining  here  any  longer  would 
be  foUy." 

ZomdorfF  paused  for  a  moment  before  he  rephed. 
"  My  uncle  is  very  guarded  in  giving  an  opinion  of 
any  one ;  but  if  you  wish  it,  Lindesmar,  I  can 
speak  to  him,  and  obtain  the  information  ycm 
desire." 

"  Pray  do ;  for,  you  see,  being  passed  over  in  this 
way  is  both  mortifying  and  irritating ;  and  should 
it  occur  again,  I  shall  be  greatly  tempted  to  return 
to  my  grandfather  at  Amboise." 

He  left  the  room  as  he  spoke,  and  Zomdorff, 
walking  quickly  into  a  distant  and  but  little  fre- 
quented apartment,  looked  carefully  round  him  to 
ascertain  that  no  inquisitive  eyes  beheld  him,  while 
ho  yielded  to  some  rather  vehement  demonstra- 
tions of  the  anger  provoked  by  the  events  of  the 
last  hour. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

LlNDESMAH,  infinitely  disgusted  with  the  world  and 
its  ways,  the  weather,  and  everything  else  he  hap- 
pened to  think  of,  wandered  listlessly  down  the 
stairs  and  about  the  hall,  until  attracted  by  the 
sound  of  laughter  to  the  billiard-room.  There  he 
found  Rupert  with  some  officers  of  his  regiment, 
who  having  been  on  the  road  to  Freilands  during 
the  storm,  and  completely  wet  by  the  subsequent 
rain,  were  now  equipped,  from  his  wardrobe,  in  a 
strange  mixture  of  civil  and  military  morning  and 
evening  garments  ;  while  Major  Amheim,  who 
was  a  large  athletic  man,  not  having  found  any- 
thing to  suit  his  dimensions,  had  been  obliged  to 
have  recourse  to  the  chasseurj  and  now  gravely 
stalked  round  the  billiard-table  in  Rupert's  livery. 

"  It  is  a  pity  his  fiancSe  cannot  see  him,"  cried 
Klemmhein,  laughing. 

"  She  would  not  look  at  him  if  she  were  here," 
said  Rupert. 
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"  What ! "   cried  Amheim,  taming  saddenlj 
round — "  Not  look  at  me ! " 

"  Not  in  that  dress  certainly,  without  being  par- 
ticularly requested  to  do  so." 

"  I  should  like  to  try  the  experiment,"  said  Am- 
heim,  "  if  I  had  an  opportunity." 

"  Try  it  on  my  cousins,  who  will  be  sure  to 
order  tea  half-an-hour  hence." 

But  Amheim  did  not  seem  to  have  any  curi- 
osity where  they  were  concerned ;  he  shrugged  his 
shoulders  and  went  on  with  his  game.  Not  so 
Klemmhein ;  he  instantly  seized  the  idea,  thoaght 
that  playing  servant  to  the  Countess  Falkenstein 
and  her  sister  must  be  very  pleasant  work ;  and 
after  liaving  been  a  little  encouraged  by  the  others, 
actually  put  on  a  livery,  and  waited  impatiently 
until  an  occasion  should  offer  for  presenting  him- 
self. 

At  length  a  bell  rang — he  was  given  a  tray,  and, 
furnished  ^vith  tea-things  and  the  necessary  direc- 
tions by  the  footman  whose  place  he  had  taken,  he 
walked  up  to  Melanie's  drawing-room.  She  was 
just  entering  it  with  Cyrilla,  and  speaking  in  a  low, 
earnest  manner,  about  something  that  seemed  of 
absorbing  interest  to  both.  Completely  occupied 
with  the  expectation  of  his  detection,  Klemmhein 
paid  little  attention  to  the  subject  of  their  conrer- 
sation,  until  a  sign  being  made  for  him  to  approach, 
he  stood  with  laughing  face  and  tray  in  hand  he- 
twe^u  \\\^Ycv,    ^Ql  oxvce  did  they  look  up,  or  even 
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seem  oonBcious  that  a  human  being  besides  them- 
selves was  present.  Slowly  and  absently  they 
dropped  the  sugar  into  their  cups,  held  tlie  cream- 
jug  poised  in  the  air,  while  they  looked  at  each 
other  intently,  and  spoke  words  of  mysterious  im- 
port, calculated  to  excite  his  curiosity,  quite  as 
much  as  it  would  have  done  that  of  the  Hans  or 
Caspar  whose  place  he  filled. 

"  As  to  how  he  happens  to  know  all  this,"  said 
Melanie,  alternately  sipping  her  tea  and  playing 
with  her  spoon,  "  I  have  only  to  tell  you,  that  he 
was  here  in  this  room  screened  by  that  ivy." 

"  A  listener!'"  said  Cyrilla,  contemptuously;  "  I 
did  not  imagine  that  possible." 

"  If  you  consider  for  a  moment,  Cyrilla,  you  will 
scarcely  blame  him :  he  assured  me,  however,  his 
intention  was  to  have  taken  advantage  of  the  op- 
portunity for  an  explanation,  which  you  must  your- 
self acknowledge  is  now  unavoidable." 

"  The  sooner  the  better,"  said  Cyrilla.  "  I  hope 
you  have  prepared  him  for  what  he  must  hear. 
It  would  prevent  a  scene,  and  be  pleasantcr  for  all 
parties." 

"  That  is  more  easily  said  than  done.  I  had 
trouble  enough  to  pacify  him  about  that  boy,  and 
endeavoured  to  make  him  ashamed  of  himself  by 
saying,  I  should  rather  have  expected  him  to  laugh 
than  be  angry  at  anything  so  preposterous." 

"  You  would  not  have  laughed  had  you  been  pre- 
sent," said  Cyrilla;  "  he  was  very  much  in  earnest." 
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"  I  dare  say  he  was boys  always  aie,  and  I 

am  very  sorry  for  him,  poor  fellow ;  but  we  hare 
some  one  else  to  talk  of  just  now.  I  wish  yoa  had 
had  some  screen,  and  could  have  overheard " 

Klemmhein  reminded  the  speakers  of  his  pre- 
sence by  again  presenting  his  tray. 

"  No  more,  thank  you,"  said  Melanie,  slightlr 

waving  her  hand.     "  Tou  may  go  now or,  star 

I  think  the  rain  has  cooled  the  air  extremelT 

bring  some  wood  and  light  the  fire." 

Klemmhein  was  stormed  with  questions  when 
he  returned  to  the  billiard-room. 

"  I  told  you,"  observed  Rupert,  "  they  would 
not  look  at  you.  I  shouldn't  be  surprised  to  hear 
that  they  altogether  forgot  your  presence." 

*'  Precisely,"  said  Klemmhein  ;  "  they  seemed  tt> 
consider  me  a  sort  of  machine,  a  thing  without  eyes 
or  ears,  and  consequently  talked  in  a  way  that  has 
excited  my  curiosity  sufficiently  to  make  me  dis- 
posed to  try  to  light  a  fire  for  them,  in  order  to 
hear  a  little  more." 

''  Did  they  really  forget  you  were  in  the  room  T 
asked  Rupert. 

"Not  exactly,  for  they  mentioned  no  names; 
and  I  reminded  them  of  my  vicinity  when  I  thought 
I  was  hearing  more  than  they  might  desire  of  some 
one  who  had  been  concealed  behind  a  screen,  and 
a  boy  who  was  very  much  in  earnest." 

"  I  don't  find  anything  particidarly  interesting 
in  that,"  said  Rupert.     "  I  would  not  walk  aooe* 
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the  hslly  still  less  light  a  fire,  to  hear  about  eitlier 
the  one  or  the  other." 

"  Nor  I,  perhaps,  if  I  did  not  8usi)ect  the  boy- 
might  be  your  cousin  of  Waldenburg,  and  he  who 
heard  behind  the  ivy  what  he  did  not  like  to  hear 

"     He  stopped  and  looked  towards  Lindesmar, 

who  was  gloomily  sitting  at  a  window  watching 
the  large  drops  of  rain  coursing  each  other  down 
the  panes  of  glass.  ' 

A  couple  of  young  officers  laughed  without 
knowing  why,  and  encouraged  Klemmhein  to  light 
the  fire  and  hear  the  end  of  the  story.  A  few 
minutes  afterwards  he  was  standing  before  the 
grateless  fireplace,  into  which,  however,  he  care- 
lessly threw  the  wood  on  perceiving  that  the 
apartment  was  deserted.  Cyrilla  was  gone,  and 
2k)mdorfif,  walking  up  and  down  the  adjoining 
room,  spoke  to  Melanie  in  a  low  vehement  manner. 

**  Not  a  day,"  he  said,  "  not  an  hour my  uncle 

must  speak  to  her — she  will  attend  to  him  at  least 

for  me  she  has  no  sort  of  consideration — seems 

to  consider  it  something  meritorious  being  im- 
placable." 

"Edouard!" 

"  I  wish  you  were  back  again  in  Exfort,"  he 
continued,  with  increasing  irritation,  as  the  sound 
of  Klemmhein's  entrance  and  noisy  proceedings 
reached  them ;  "  it  is  one  of  the  peculiarities  of  this 
house  that,  notwithstanding  tlie  unusual  number  of 
rooms  in  use,  one  never  can  be  firee  from  intcrrup- 
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tion  for  five  minutes.  That  new  fiubkBiiflimig 
the  doors  to  slide  into  the  wbBb^  and  aalatiMvg 
curtains,  is  an  intolerable  nuisanoe.  Thoe  waj 
be  some  one  listening  to  us  now,  and  hetting  t 
secret  which,  strange  to  say,  continues  one,  tfioii^ 
known  to  four  persons — a  fifth,  however,  without 
our  strong  personal  interest  to  ensuze  wtencjj 
might  be  dangerous,  so " 

Elemmhein  had  heard  only  the  last  few  woris; 
but  they  proved  so  clearly  that  something  had  been 
said  which  might  cause  embarrassment,  that  k 
did  not  choose  to  await  recognition  or  attempt  ei- 
planation.  On  hearing  the  sound  of  quick  ap- 
proaching steps  he  made  a  bound  towards  Bnpert't 
study,  entered  it,  closed  the  door  with  some  vio- 
lence, and  escaped  by  the  back  staircase. 

"  We  have  been  overheard,"  began  Zomdorff. 

"  No,"  replied  Melanie,  "  it  was  only  a  servant 
I  heard  him  enter  but  a  moment  ago,  probably  to 
light  the  fire  as  I  desired — ^the  few  words  he  may 
have  heard  will  be  perfectly  unintelligible  to  him 
servants  never  understand " 

"  Excuse  me,"  said  Zomdorff;  "  they  underBtuid 
and  observe  a  great  deal  more  than  any  other  daae 
of  people.  Our  firequent  forgetfulness  of  their  pie- 
sence,  the  silence  and  restraint  imposed  on  them  hf 
ours,  alike  tend  to  concentrate  their  thoughts  onus, 
andcallforth  and  improvetheir  powers  of  observation 
in  an  unusual  degree ;  while  want  of  education,  and 
grossness  of  ideas,  make  them  the  most  dangeroo^ 


and  pr^ndiced  judges  of  our  actions.  I  detest  ser- 
vaats,  and  ha're  only  been  able  to  find  one  partially 
trustworthy." 

"  You  mean  your  present  housekeeper,  Rickey?" 

"  Yes ;  I  may  depend  on  her,  I  believe ;  she  is 
honest  and — silent" 

"  But  I  thought,"  said  Melanie,  "  you  were 
about  to  lose  her.  la  she  not  to  be  married  to  our 
porter?" 

"  I  shall  find  means  to  prevent  that  for  some 
time  to  come,"  answered  Zomdorif.  "  There  are 
few  who  can  altogether  dispense  with  the  services 
of  an  humble  friend ;  and  I  may  want  one  now 
that  the  most  important  epoch  of  my  life  has 
arrived," 

"  Take  care,"  observed  Melanie, "  that  your  inter- 
ference on  an  occasion  of  this  kind  does  not  turn 
your  humble  friend  into  an  himiblc  f<ie." 

"  I  have  thought  of  that,"  said  Zorndorff,  "  and 
resolved  not  to  oppose  her  openly.  My  imcle  mixst 
create  difficulties  and  raise  objections — and  for  this 
purpose  I  have  pointed  out  to  him  the  discomfort 
of  having  married  servants  in  very  strong  terms. 
This  Rickey  is  the  only  one  on  whom  I  can  place 
the  smallest  reliance,  and  I  must  retain  her  this 
year  at  least  in  my  service." 

"  And  when  this  year  is  ended  is  the  tlireatened 
danger  past?"  asked  Melanie. 
"Zfe  said  so,"  answered  Zorndorff,  musingly; 
VOL.  III.  I 
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''  and  any  doubts  I  may  have  entertained  of  Ub 
power  of  prediction  must  yield  to  the  Hlenl  fid- 
filment  of  all  his  words.  He  promised  yean  of 
quietude  after  this.     It  seemed  as  if  I  were  to  gire 

up  my  profession  and  retire  into  the  country 

I  can  do  so  now and  why  should  I  not?" 

"  Why  not,  indeed  ? !'  cried  Melanie.  "  Toa 
have  hitherto  endeavoured  but  too  exactly  to  falfil 
your  destiny — why  not  now  leave  Exfort,  aad 
avoid  the  danger  of  which  you  have  so  strong  t 
presentiment?" 

'^  I  dare  not  leave  Cyrilla  while  Adleifaon  is 
here — he  it  is  whose  destiny  has  ever  crossed  mine; 
from  him  I  must  expect  constant  opposition ;  and 
even  though  Cyrilla  may  never  return  his  afiection, 
I  know  that  he  has  sufficient  influence  to  poison  her 
mind  against  me,  and  incite  her  to  treat  me  with 
an  indifference  a  thousand  times  more  intoleraUe 
than  the  most  openly  expressed  displeasure." 

"  With  feelings  towards  Rupert  such  as  yonrB, ' 
said  Melanie,  hesitatingly,  "  I  should  imagine  you 
must  be  anxious  to  leave  his  house  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible." 

"  Undoubtedly,"  he  answered,  "  and  nothing 
])ut  dire  necessity  could  have  induced  me  to  stay 
here  so  long.  I  have  lately,  however,  began  to 
think  my  illness  rather  fortunate  than  otherwise,  •« 
my  presence  here  has  been  an  evident  restraint  on 
Cyrilla,  and  perhaps  prevented  her  from  confessing 
all  to  him." 
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'^  She  will  never  do  that/'  said  Melanie,  decid- 
edly. 

**  She  has  abeadj  spoken  of  a  promiaej'*  said 
ZomdoriF,  "  and  might  easily  become  more  ex- 
plicity  in  order  to  prevent  him  from  thinking  her 
capricious  or  insensible  to  his  attentions." 

"  For  all  our  sakes,  she  will  be  silent,"  said  Me- 
lanie,  earnestly ;  "  and  for  her  own  too,  poor  dear ; 
for  I  regret  to  say,  Edouard,  her  fear  of  you  is  now 
80  great,  that  even  the  possibility  of  being  con- 
demned to  live  with  you  would  alone  ensure  her 
silence  for  ever." 

"  I  cannot,  will  not,  believe  that,"  cried  Zom- 
dorff,  impetuously  ;  "  nor  do  you  either." 

"  I  must,"  replied  Mclanie,  "  for  Cyrilla  has 
aaid  it  too  often  and  seriously  to  admit  of  a  doubt ; 
besides  all  her  actiops  confirm  her  words.  Have 
you  not  observed  the  calm  resignation  of  her  man- 
ner lately  ?  " 

"  No  !  "  said  ZomdorfF,  harshly  ;  "  her  present 
life  is  one  continued  struggle,  which  will  kill  her 
ifit  last  much  longer." 

"  And  you  see  that,  and  feel  no  remorse — have 
no  thought  of  relenting  ?  " 

"  If  by  relenting  you  mean  resigning — never !  " 

"  Then,"  said  Melanie,  "  my  advice  to  both  is 
now  an  immediate  and  total  separation  for  some 
years.     I  want  her  to  go  to  Italy,  to  Fernanda." 

"  She  shall  not,"  cried  ZomdorfF. 
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"  I — thought — in  such  matters  she  was  perfectly 
at  liberty." 

"  Yes — so  she  is — of  course Yes,  she  may 

go — but  no  one  can  prevent  me  from  following  her; 
and  from  this  time  forward  she  must  accustom  her- 
self to  see  me  incessantly  beside  her.  Our  agree- 
ment neither  imposes  absence  nor  silence  on  me,  and 
with  time  and  opportunity,  it  will  be  very  odd  if  I 
cannot  win  a  woman  who  has  already  solemnly 
vowed  to  be  mine  for  life !  " 

The  sound  of  an  approaching  carriage  drew  him 
to  the  window,  whence,  catching  a  glimpse  of  the 
President  as  he  drove  up  to  the  house,  he  hurried 
down  stairs  to  meet  him,  leaving  Melanie  to  the 
vain  regrets  and  incessant  anxiety  wliich  had  lat- 
terly become  so  oppressive  to  her,  that  she  had  lost 
all  interest  in  her  usual  occupations,  and  tliought  of 
nothing  but  a  flight  to  Italy,  as  the  only  means  of 
esca})e  left  for  her  and  her  sister.  Should  Zom- 
dorfF  follow  them,  as  he  had  just  threatened,  then* 
was  but  little  chance  of  Cjoilla's  recovering  either 
health  or  cheerfulness.  She  herself,  too,  began  to 
feel  a  sort  of  indefinite  dread  of  her  nephew,  that 
made  his  presence  anything  but  agreeable  to  her ; 
and  she  almost  resolved  that,  the  Alps  once  between 
her  and  the  President,  she  would  write  to  him  and 
confess  a  secret  which  had  placed  them  in  the  power 
of  one  who  seemed  resolved  to  be  as  t>Tannical  as 
he  had  been  unscrupulous.     Mentally,  the  letter 


CYRILLA.  173 

was  composed;  and  the  excuses  offered  for  her  own 
conduct  naturally  brought  her  to  meditations  on 
Zomdorff's.  How  had  he  disappointed  her  expec- 
tations !  How  completely  convinced  her  that  roman- 
tic situations  in  real  life  were  more  likely  to  be 
painful  than  pleasing!  So  completely  had  he  shaken 
her  faith  in  ideal  love,  that  she  felt  forced  to  admit 
that  men  were  egotistical  beings,  incapable  of  feel- 
ing or  even  understanding  that  sublime  love,  thor- 
oughly refined  from  the  dross  of  selfishness  and 
interest,  that  had  been  the  subject  of  her  youthfiil 
poetical  dreams.  But  no — there  were  exceptions  ; 
rare  indeed ;  yet  even  her  own  experience  furnished 
one :  and,  quick  as  lightning,  her  thoughts  went 
back  fiill  fifteen  years,  and  the  object  of  her  first 
and  as  she  still  firmly  believed  only  love,  rose  be- 
fore her. — Again  they  sat  together  and  mourned 
over  their  hard  fate. — Again  she  made  the  magna- 
nimous offer  of  braving  her  stepmother,  her  father, 
and  all  the  world ; — of  telling  Count  Falkenstein 
that  she  hated  him — and  of  waiting  until  Valentin 
had  a  home  to  offer  her ;  no  matter  how  humble,  it 
would  be  a  paradise  with  him  ! — And  then  she 
heard  his  words  of  ardent  gratitude  and  admiration 
at  such  disinterestedness  ; — saw  the  struggle — the 
effort  it  cost  to  enable  him  to  refuse  the  sacrifice  ; 
but  he  had  done  so — nobly — and  without  reserve — 
not  even  accepting  the  vows  of  eternal  love  she  so 
profusely  proffered. — With  a  tyranny,  of  which  she 
had  only  become  fully  conscious  at  a  later  period, 
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she  had  insisted  on  his  xemaining  netr  her,  tad 
being  present  when  she  obeyed  what  she  dune  to 
call  his  commands. — ^This,  too^  he  had  done;  and 
the  certainty  of  mutual  sympathy,  in  the  fiillest  Or 
tent  of  the  word,  had  supported  both  through  the 
most  trying  hours  of  their  lives. 

Since  that  time  no  chance  or  change  had  bronght 
them  together ;  but  now  she  was  in  daily,  hondj 
expectation  of  a  meeting.  He  was  coming  to  aee 
his  children  before  their  return  to  school— coming 
to  give  Hupert  advice  about  his  Vehn  colony,  his 
church,  and  schoolhouse.  She  had  heard  him  modi 
spoken  of  lately ;  had  herself  joined  in  the  connf- 
sation.  But  when  Rupert  now  joyously  entered  the 
room,  and  desired  her  to  guess  who  had  come  from 
Exfort  with  the  President,  her  heart  beat  violentlj, 
even  while  she  answered  with  apparent  composue, 
"  Mr  Englraann,  most  probably;"  and  then  Bht 
looked  towards  the  door. 

"  O,"  said  Rupert,  "  you  will  have  time  enongh 
to  prepare  a  little  speech  for  him ;  he  is  so  tired 
after  having  been  all  night  in  the  mail,  that  he  in- 
tends to  take  a  bath  and  rest  before  dinner.  We 
shall  have  a  tolerably  large  party  to-day — Ambeim, 
StaufFen,  and  some  others,  came  here  to  fish ;  but 
the  weather  compelled  them  to  play  billiards ;  and 
they  now  intend  to  dine  with  us.  Klemmhein  ex- 
pected to  meet  the  Bellegardes,  and  that  he  may  not 
be  disappointed,  I  have  just  sent  off  to  Neuhof  to  in- 
vite xVvem-^  \W^  ^'inil  be  sure  to  come,  as  you  kno^ 
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they  are  always  bored  to  death  at  home  on  a  day  of 
this  kind." 

Melanie  was  glad  that  their  party  had  increased. 
She  thought  the  expected  interview  would  be  less 

painM  before  witnesses — and retired  to  her 

room  to  dress  and  prepare  for  it. 

Most  carefully  she  chose  her  gravest  coloured 
robe.  Most  solemnly  she  covered  with  choicest  old 
lace,  formed  to  represent  a  cap,  her  shining  black 
hair.  Unconsciously,  she  wished  to  appear  lesp 
w6rldly,  in  both  dress  and  manners,  than  she  sup- 
posed Englmann.  expected  to  find  her ;  and  yet  a 
latent  desire  to  please,  perhaps  surprise  by  her  still 
remarkable  beauty,  was  uppermost  in  lier  mind,  as 
she  walked  towards  tlie  drawing-room,  whence  the 
humming  sound  of  many  voices  told  her  she  was  as 
late  as  she  that  day  intended  to  be. 

The  Bellegardes  gathered  round  her — the  officers 
from   Exfort   spoke    of   their  frustrated  plans  — 
Klemmhein  related  how  he  had  been  playing  at 
masquerade,  and  how  mortified  he  had  been  at  not 
having  obtained  a  single  glance  from  her  Excellency, 
&c.  &c.  &c. ;  and  Melanie  answered  and  smiled, 
while  her  eyes  furtively  wandered  to  a  table  covered 
with  maps  and  books,  where  the  President  and 
Englmann   were  standing,   apparently  discussing 
some  very  interesting  topic.     Somewliat  oflfended 
to  find  that  the  latter  could  talk  and  care  about 
roads  and  plantations  when  he  expected  to  see  her, 
the  palpitations  of  her  heart  ceased  by  degrees  ^ 
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she  waited  suffidentlj  bng  to  eonTOiee  lam  Ait 
she  too  was  indififerent ;  and  it  waa  a  fuip  Alt  ai 
she  at  length  walked  acroBS  the  xoom,  she  aetniDir 
felt  very  nearly  as  calm  and  unoonoenied  as  ik 
looked.  What  Englmann  felt  or  thon^t,  it  wodd 
have  been  hard  to  conjecture ;  he  bowed  over  Ae 
profiered  hand,  spoke  qnietlj  of  the  quarter  d  t 
life  that  had  intervened  since  thej  had  last  met, 
and  then  endeavoured  to  repress  the  more  vident 
than  graceful  demonstrations  of  affection  bestowed 
on  him  hj  his  two  children.  And  Melanie  pot  her 
hand  on  Tina's  head,  and  spoke  of  her,  and  of  the 
education  of  children  in  general,  and  girls  in  par- 
ticular, wondering  at  herself  and  at  him,  and  greatly 
inclined  to  ask,  "  Can  such  things  be?" 

They  can — and  it  is  better  that  it  is  so.  Fifteai 
years  spent  in  the  conscientious  fulfilment  of  those 
domestic  duties  from  which  no  station  in  life  is  ex- 
empted, will,  in  ninety-nine  cases  out  of  a  hundred, 
extinguish  the  most  flaming  first  love  tliat  ever 
burned  on  the  altar  of  disinterestedness. 

Melanie  gazed  with  melancholy  earnestness  on 
the  voluminous  white  neckcloth ;  the  long  uncurled 
hair,  combed  back  from  the  calm  but  careworn 
face  before  her ;  and  then — then — the  fantastic  Kttle 
flickering  flame  she  had  so  fondly  fed  with  poetry 
and  moonlight  meditations  for  years,  was — quenched 
for  ever. 

"  Such,  such  is  life !"  she  observed  to  CyriUa,a« 
they  aeiipaTa\«3L  fox  XSaa  xA^ht.     "  I  may  be,  as  you 
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BAjj  a  more  contented  woman  henceforward,  but  for 
me  the  romance  of  life  has  ended ;  the  pleasing 
sorrow  that  inspired  my  verse  is  gone  for  ever ! 
Content  is  death  to  poesy." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  answered  Cyrilla ;  "  but  it  is 
health  of  mind — it  is  happiness — and  I  cannot  pity 
you  for  having  gained  it,  even  at  the  price  of  all 
your  *  pleasing  sorrows,'  and  poetical  inspirations." 


1  ^ 


178  CTBILLA. 


CHAPTER  X. 

The  sun  shone  brightly  into  the  breakfitft-nm 
the  next  morning ;  but  lighted  no  cheerfbl  fcctt, 
save  those  of  Englmann  and  his  two  chiMren. 
They  laughed  and  talked  together,  unconscions  of 
all  that  was  being  enacted  around  them  ;  and  iai 
not  Cyrilla  been  greatly  pre-occupied,  their  gaiety 
would  certainly  have  attracted  her  fix)m  the  window, 
where  she  had  stood  so  long,  and  silently  following 
with  anxious  eyes  the  figures  of  Rupert  and  Con- 
rad, as  they  walked  together  before  the  house,  fo^ 
gctful  of  time,  and  heedless  of  the  but  half  sap- 
pressed  yawns  of  the  superlatively  well-dressed 
French  valet  who  leaned  so  gracefiilly  against  a  pil- 
lar of  the  portico,  or  the  fiery  impatient  glances  of 
the  bearded  chasseur,  who  had  stood  more  thin 
three  quarters  of  an  hour  beside  the  open  door  of 
the  well-appointed  travelling  carriage. 

At  length  the  cousins  approached  Cyrilla,  oi 
mak\T\^  «i  «v^  \»  \\Rx  \ft  W33L  a  little  out  of  the 
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window,  Conrad  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "  Will  you 
allow  me,  as  relation  or  firiend,  to  give  an  opinion 
concerning  your  aflfairs,  and  oflFer  you  advice  ?" 

"  Most  gladly,"  answered  Cyrilla,  blushing  a 
good  deal,  while  she  glanced  inquiringly  towards 
Rupert. 

"  From  what  I  have  just  heard,"  continued  Con- 
rad, with  grave  solicitude,  "  it  has  become  evident 
to  me,  as  well  as  Eupert,  that  some  ungentleman- 
like  advantage  is  being  taken  of  your  want  of  know- 
ledge of  common  law.  A  promise  such  as  you 
suppose  you  have  made  is  an  impossibility." 

"  You  have  said  more  than  I  permitted,"  she 
observed,  turning  reproachfully  to  Rupert. 

"  My  dear  Cyrilla,  you  could  not  expect  me  to 
let  Conrad  leave  Freilands  under  the  impression 
that  I  was  acting  as  he  supposed." 

"  Do  not  regret  the  confidence  he  has  placed  in 
me,"  interposed  Conrad,  quickly  ;  "  rather  let  me 
use  it  to  make  myself  useful.  It  must  be  evident 
to  you  that  Rupert  is  too  much  personally  concerned 
and  interested  in  this  affair  to  discuss  it  with  Count 
Zomdorff  as  rationally  and  dispassionately  as  is 

desirable May  I  hope  that  you  will  employ  me 

for  this  purpose  ?  One  word,  and  I  remain  here  to 
insist  on  your  being  released  from  such  unjust 
thraldom." 

"  Thank  you  a  thousand  times,  dear  Conrad," 
said  Cyrilla,  extending  her  hand  towards  him, 
while  tears  started  to  her  eyes ;  "  I  imderstand  all 
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the  generosity  of  your  offer,  bat I .ennot 

accept  it." 

"You  will  not?" 

"  I  dare  not." 

"  Then,"  said  Conrad,  coming  closer,  and  gpeik- 
ing  in  a  whisper ;  "  let  me  at  least  advise  yon  to 
leave  Exfort,  and  get  out  of  the  reach  of  that  hiuid- 
some  tyrant  as  soon  as  you  can." 

"  Even  that  will  be  more  difficult  than  you  «^ 
pose,"  answered  Cyrilla,  with  a  forced  smile. 

"  You  think  he  will  follow  you?" 

She  seemed  unwilling  or  unable  to  answer. 

"  Come  to  Waldenburg  all  of  you he  will 

scarcely  besiege  a  castle  in  the  Carpathians,  with 
moat  and  tower  still  in  good  preservation." 

"  The  President  is  going  to  Aix-la-Chapelle../' 
began  Cyrilla. 

"  So  much  the  better :  then  I  can  have  you  and 
Melanie  without  him,  perhaps?" 

Cyrilla  raised  herself  from  her  stooping  position. 
"  No,  Conrad,  she  said,  witli  a  melancholy  smile; 
"  there  is  not  the  slightest  chance  of  such  an  ar- 
rangement being  made,  nor  could  I  even  propose  it" 

"  I  may  expect  you  at  least,"  he  said,  tuminp 
to  Rupert,  and  vainly  endeavouring  to  conceal  his 
disappointment ;  "  the  first  use  you  will  make  of 
your  liberty  will,  I  hope,  be " 

"  To  inspect  your  fortress,"  said  Rupert.  "  You 
may  expect  me  about  the  end  of  September." 

^^  Aivdi  \xv  \kia  Tw^xilvKLft^  Rupert,  donH  despise 
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my  advice  because  I  happen  to  be  a  couple  of 
years  younger  than  you  are.  Keep  clear  of  the 
Viscountess." 

"  I  will,"  said  Rupert,  good-humouredly. 

"  It  would  have  been  well  for  me,"  said  Conrad, 
as  he  turned  from  Cyrilla,  and  with  bent  down 
head  walked  towards  the  hall  door;  "it  wojild 
have  been  well  for  me  if  I  had  not  let  myself  be 
persuaded  to  come  here." 

"  Don't  say  that,"  cried  Rupert,  warmly ;  "  for 
if  you  had  not  come  we  should  have  been  strangers 
still,  whereas  now,  I  trust,  we  are  friends  for  life." 

"I  am  so  very  sorry  to  leave  you  all,"  said 
Conrad,  greatly  ashamed  of  what  he  supposed  an 
absurd  weakness. 

"  Then  why  don't  you  stay  here? " 

"  Because  I  made  a  fool  of  myself  yesterday,  and 
everything  is  changed  now.     Adieu !  " 

He  sprang  into  the  carriage,  the  door  of  which 
was  closed  with  a  sounding  jerk  that  made  the 
horses  prick  up  their  ears,  the  postilions  vault  into 
their  saddles,  the  valet  clamber  monkey-like  to  his 
place,  followed  with  more  dignity,  but  equal  haste, 
by  the  chasseur ;  and  a  moment  after  they  swept 
past  the  windows  of  the  breakfast-room,  where  a 
number  of  loiterers  were  now  collected.  The 
President  and  Zomdorff  were  not  among  them — 
they  had  long  been  standing  apart,  perhaps  too 
evidently  waiting  for  the  dispersion  of  the  party. 
A  look  of  intelligence  passed  between  Virginie  and 
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the  latter — Bhe  raised  little  Alphonae  in  her 
and^  with  an  nnnsually  benign  smile,  pwyoflcdtdc- 
ing  the  two  other  children  with  her  to  Neiilio^ 
"  to  play  with  Hortense  and  Josephine." 

The  invitation  did  not  seem  to  give  much  plet- 
sure ;  they  hung  on  their  father's  arms^  and  b^ged 
to  go  with  him ;  and  when  he  said  that  he  and 
Rupert  would  be  too  much  occupied  to  attend  to 
them,  they  turned  imploringly  to  Cyrilla. 

'^  I  am  sorry  that  I  cannot  walk  with  yon  to- 
day," she  said,  ^^  as  I  have  a  long  letter  to  wiiie; 
but  if  you  go  to  Neuhof^  I  promise  to  meet  yoa  at 
the  ford  when  you  are  returning  home." 

"  I  intended  to  have  kept  them  until  after  the 

children's  dinner,"  began  Virginie,  "that  is if 

Mr  Englmann  will  permit " 

"  O,  no,  no,  no,"  they  both  cried  eagerly ;  "you 
will  find  us  at  the  ford  if  you  will  only  go  there  »t 
twelve  o'clock." 

Cyrilla  smiled,  and  then  whispered  to  Tina, 
"  Play  with  little  Alphonse  to-day,  and  don't  shod 
the  Bellegardes  with  unnecessary  gymnastics." 

The  little  girl  looked  up  inquiringly. 

"  I  mean,  don't  climb  the  apple-trees,  or  run 
races  with  Jdrome  or  Lucian." 

Tina  nodded  her  head  two  or  three  times,  intk 
an  expression  of  great  intelligence  in  her  Utile 
bright  eyes,  and  then  followed  Virginie  out  of  the 
room. 

T\\^  YT^^\^KoX.\wJLfc4L  ^1  \v\a  watch  with  dignified 
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thOTghtfiilnesa,  murmnied  something  about  having 
ten  or  fifteen  minntes  to  spare  as  he  dropped  it 
into  his  waistcoat  pocket ;  and  then  turning  to 
Cyrilla  in  a  grave  business-like  sort  of  way,  re- 
quested to  speak  to  her  alone  for  a  few  minutes  in 
the  next  room. 

She  did  surmise,  she  knew  what  she  was  about 
to  hear;  but,  like  most  women,  her  imagination 
was  both  fertile  and  vivid,  and  had  already  fur- 
nished her  with  so  many  painful  interviews  with 
the  President,  that  the  reality  fell  fai*  short  of  the 
supposition,  and  the  courage  and  determination 
which  she  took  with  her  was  more  than  sufficient 
for  the  occasion.  She  sat  down  on  the  offered 
chair  with  a  half-suppressed  sigh  of  resignation, 
and  if  the  first  question  was  startling,  she  was  at 
least  prepared  to  answer  it. 

"  Without  your  mistaking  my  motive  for  mere 
vulgar  curiosity,  Cyrilla,  may  I  ask  if  you  are  en- 
gaged  to  your  cousin,  Rupert?  " 

"  I  am  not." 

"  But  a  few  days  ago,"  he  continued,  "  I  should 
have  heard  this  answer  with  great  regret :  I  ought 
now  to  rejoice  at  it,  yet  I  find  it  impossible  to  do 
so. 

Cyrilla  demanded  no  explanation  of  these  words, 
and,  much  surprised  at  her  composure,  he  added ; 
"  It  is  your  own  wish  of  course  that  it  is  so  ?  " 

^^Yes,"  she  answered,  drawing  in  her  breath 


184  CTRILLA. 

quickly ;  "  circumstances  have  made  it  veiy  prob- 
able that  I  shall  never  enter  into  any  engagement" 

"  With  him  ?  Then,  after  all,  my  nephew  mtj 
be  right,  though  for  my  part  I  doubted  his  having 
the  slightest  chance.  That  unpleasant  explanfl- 
tion  at  Spa,  and  his  subsequent  marriage,  were  not 
I  supposed  likely  to  be  forgotten  or  forgiven  so 
quickly,  and " 

Cyrilla  interrupted  him  with  the  assurance  that 
she  was  very  glad  to  find  his  opinion  coincided  so 
exactly  with  her  own. 

'^  I  am  but  a  bungler  in  afiairs  of  this  kind,'' 
said  the  President,  "  and  ought  not  to  have  re- 
ferred to  that  day  at  Spa  when  I  intended  to  plead 
Edouard's  cause  for  him ;  but  the  fact  is,  had  I  not 
been  present  then,  I  could  not  have  been  aware  of 
the  motives  which  now  induce  him,  notwithstand- 
ing the  recent  death  of  his  wife,  to  seize  the  earhest 
opportunity  of  sho^\^ng  his  desire  to  atone  for  con- 
duct so  criminal  as  he  acknowledges  his  to  have 
been  on  that  occasion." 

Uninterrupted  by  Cyrilla,  the  President  enlarged 
on  this  topic  for  a  considerable  time ;  but  when  he 
allowed  her  to  perceive  that  ZomdorflF  entertained 
no  doubts  of  ultimate  success — expected  that  she 
would,  in  the  course  of  the  ensuing  year,  pardon  if 
not  forget  the  past,  and  bestow  her  hand  on  him,  nay 
even  now  required  a  promise  to  that  efiect,  her 
anger  overcame  all   other    feelings,   and  with  a 
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fluency  which  afterwards  astonished  herself,  she 
altogether  declined  the  proposed  alliance,  and 
begged  never  to  hear  it  mentioned  again. 

"  Have  you  well  considered  what  you  are  doing, 
Cyrilla?"  asked  the  President  very  seriously. 

*'  Yes,"  she  answered,  rising ;  "  you  cannot  sup- 
pose me  in  the  least  surprised  at  what  you  have 
said — I  expected  to  hear  it,  not  just  yet,  perhaps, 
but  the  sooner  yoiu:  nephew  is  now  made  acquaint- 
ed with  my  unalterable  decision  the  better." 

"  Your  ^  unalterable  decision  ! '  "  repeated  the 
President,  with  a  slightly  ironical  smile,  as  his 
eyes  followed  the  youthful  figure  retreating  towards 
the  door.  "  That  sounds  well,  but  means  nothing, 
Cyrilla.  Listen  to  me There  is  nothing  unal- 
terable in  this  world.  As  well  might  we  hope  to 
stop  the  course  of  time  as  the  progress  of  change :  it 
is  incessant,  not  alone  in  things  and  persons,  but  in 
minds  also.  Gradually,  almost  imperceptibly,  these 
changes  take  place,  and  are  only  known  to  us  by 
their  effects,  or  felt  from  the  manner  in  which  they 
influence  our  actions."  He  paused,  and  then  added, 
gravely — "  Will  you  not  defer  your  final  answer, 
and  try  what  change  a  year  may  make  in  your  ideas 
on  this  very  important  subject  ?  " 

Cyrilla  had  stopped,  scarcely  knowing  whether 
to  feel  annoyed  or  amused  at  the  calm  answer  to 
her  rather  vehement  speech.  He  seemed  to  think 
that  she  was  wavering  already  in  her  "  unalterable 
decision,"   and  perhaps  intended  to  confirm  any 
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prudent  oonsidentioii  that  might  bvfe 
he  added — ^^  K  you  are  not  likety  to  enter  iatofli 
engagement  with  Bapert,  Edonard'a  pnponl  ii 
worthy  of  at  least  some  months*  coondentioB. 
He  is  now  in  eyeiy  respect  a  most  eligible  fm^ 
and  is  as  much  attached  to  70a  as  any  wonui 
could  desire — more  so,  in  ftct,  than  is  o(nii> 
cive  to  happiness — for  he  seems  eztimYagiiillj 
jealous,  without  a  shadow  of  cause  that  I  en  d«- 
cover." 

A  painful  feeling  of  consciousness  suffused  Cf- 
riUa's'  fiu»  with  a  deep  blush : — ^a  uKHnent  afln^ 
wards,  the  fear  that  Zomdorff  might  at  last  hm 
discovered  her  preference  for  Bupert  made  her  » 
pale,  that  even  the  President  observed  it  He 
fixed  his  keen  gray  eyes  on  her,  and  said  slowly— 
**  Can  it  be  possible  that,  with  the  choice  of  two 
such  men  as  Edouard  and  Bupert,  you  diink  of 
throwing  yourself  away  on  Count  Lindesmar?" 

"  O,  no,"   she  answered,   greatly  relieved  to 
perceive  that  Bupert  had  not  been  referred  to ; 

^^I I merely  wish  to  remain  as  I  am  ftr* 

few  years  longer." 

The  President  looked  perplexed  for  a  moment 
"  I  believe,"  he  said,  turning  to  the  door  of  4e 
breakfast-room,  "  I  believe  it  would  be  better  if 
Edouard  spoke  to  you  himself." 

But  Cyrilla  did  not  feel  disposed  for  {urther  ez* 
planations ;  and  the  moment  the  President  left  Ae 
tooixi)  «Sci<&  o^ued  the  door  near  which  she  w 


CYKILLA.  187 

[,  and  ran  up  the  stairs  to  Rupert's  study 
with  such  eager  haste,  that  when  there  she  could 
scarcely  articulate. 

Englmann  had  been  looking  over  some  plans  and 
estimates  of  school-houses  with  him.  They  both 
tomed  round,  rather  surprised. 

"  Rupert let  me  go with  you to 

the  marsh  to-day You  must  take  me I  shall 

be  as  little  troublesome  as  possible." 

"  We  shall  be  only  too  happy  to  have  you  with 
us,"  cried  Rupert ;  "  but  put  on  veiy  strong  boots, 
for  after  yesterday's  rain  some  of  the  fields  will  be 
half  imder  water." 

To  this  direction  she  paid  no  attention,  but 
waited  to  descend  the  stairs  with  him,  and  when 
in  the  hall  sent  for  her  bonnet  and  gloves.  While 
they  were  still  standing  at  the  foot  of  the  stair- 
case, the  President  came  out  of  the  breakfast-room, 
followed  by  ZomdorfF  in  a  state  of  such  exaspera- 
tion that  all  his  eflForts  were  insufficient  effectually 
to  conceal  it.  He  whispered  a  few  words  to  his 
uncle,  as  they  walked  to  the  hall -door  together, 
and  then  turned  roimd  and  frowningly  watched 
Cyrilla,  who,  with  nervous  haste,  tied  on  her  gar- 
den bonnet,  and  sent  some  scarcely  intelligible 
message  to  her  sister — hurrying  past  him  even 
while  still  speaking. 

"  Cyrilla,"  cried  Rupert,  following  her,  "  you 
cannot  cross  the  fields  if  you  do  not  put  on  the 
boots  you  had  made  on  purpose  for  the  marsh. 
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There  is  plenty  of  time  still — ^we  axe  not  in  nf 
hurry." 

^'  But  I  am/'  said  Cyrilla,  walking  qnidd^ct. 
^'  I  want  to  get  away  from  Am/'  she  added,  in  • 
low  voice.  '^  Perhaps  he  may  return  to  Ezfiiit 
with  the  President^  and  let  us  enjoy  our  lemaiiiiDg 
time  at  Freilands  in  peace  and  hi^piness." 

'^  Oh  !  you  have  had  an  explanation  at  last?" 

"  Not  with  him — it  was  the  President  who  epAt 
to  me.  But  as  he  will  not  hesitate  to  repeat  all  I 
said,  I  may  hope  to  hear  no  more  about  this  matter 
for  some  time  at  least." 

"  But  you  are  still  bound  by  your  promise?  stiD 
imable  to  bestow  a  kind  word  or  look  on  me  when 
he  is  present?" 

"  He  cannot  always  be  present,"  said  Cyrilk 
with  a  deep  sigh. 

"  In  his  uncle's  house  at  least  he  will  seldom  be 
absent,  and  it  is  there  I  must  see  you  in  future." 

Cyrilla  was  silent ;  and  the  Vicar,  observing 
that  they  had  ceased  to  speak,  walked  on  beade 
them,  and  was  soon  engaged  in  eonversatioD  vid 
Rupert  on  the  endless  subject  of  parishioners  and 
parish  duties. 

Half  provoked  with  her  cousin  for  feeUng  an 
interest  just  then  in  such  details,  Cyrilla  mored  on 
alone, — at  last  so  completely  wrapped  up  in  her  own 
thoughts  that  she  ceased  altogether  to  hear  the 
voices  of  her  companions.  She  was  not  quite  sure 
t\\a\,  €>l\vt  lva.d  acted  wisely  in  avoiding  an  mterriew 
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with  Zomdorff — ^perhaps  she  ought  to  have  made 
one  more  appeal  to  his  generosity, — ^but  after  what 
Melanie  had  told  her,  how  could  she  expect  any- 
thing but  disappointment  ?  No,  she  must  trust  to 
time, — ^must  wait  until  he  himself  proposed  to  act 
as  she  had  so  often  in  vain  implored  him  to  do. 
The  President  had  said  that  time  of  itself  brought 
change,  and  he  was  riglit.  What  had  not  three 
years  done  for  her  ?  what  might  not  three  more  do 
for  Zomdorff? 

At  the  lake  they  found  the  fisher  and  his  son 
lazily  stretched  in  Rupert's  wherry:  they  both 
started  up,  and  began  to  arrange  the  scats. 

"  Bring  out  the  new  boat  with  the  awning,"  said 
Rupert.     "  I  don't  intend  to  row  to-day." 

"  What  a  luxurious  amusement  boating  is !"  ob- 
served Englmann,  throwing  himself  back  on  the 
cushions  with  an  easy  negligence  that  rather  oddly 
contrasted  with  the  formality  of  his  dress.  '*  I  used 
to  wish  that  Windhorst  possessed  a  lake  or  river, 
but  now  I  am  glad  it  has  neither.  The  temptation 
to  idleness  would  have  been  irresistible,  and  I  might 
have  still  longer  continued  to  indulge  in  reveries 
and  regrets  which  ought  to  have  no  place  in  the 
mind  of  a  Christian  minister." 

"  If  that  be  the  case,"  said  Rupert,  "  I  consider 
it  a  fortunate  circumstance  that  Windhorst  has  only 
a  fish-pond.  To  me  a  lake  brings  all  sorts  of  plea- 
sant recollections — reminds  me  of  our  vacation- 
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journeys — of  Como^  Maggiorey  even  the  Mediter- 
ranean itself." 

^^  And  who,"  said  Englmann,  enthTBriastically, 
^^  who  could  see  this  cloudless  skj,  those  simbeiM 
quivering  on  the  long  expanse  of  water^  witkit 
recalling  such  scenes,  if  they  had  ever  been  ofeed 
to  his  youthful  eyes,  or  helped  to  inflame  his  boyiA 
imagination ! " 

Cyrilla's  train  of  thought  was  broken:  shekxM 
up  and  began  to  think  it  possible  that  the  Victf, 
when  a  score  of  years  younger,  might  have  it- 
sembled  in  some  degree  the  portraits  so  often  dmn 
of  him  by  Melanie.  The  eyes  of  which  she  had 
heard  so  much  were  certainly  of  the  heavenly  bhe 
of  the  sky  above  them,  and  there  was  something 
visionary  in  their  upturned  expression  that  invol- 
untarily interested  her.  Unconscious  of  her  obsem- 
tion,  he  continued :  "  Those  were  pleasant  jonincyB, 
Rupert — days  of  innocent  vanity  ;  we  scarcely  felt 
the  diflference  of  our  ages  then." 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  Rupert,  bending  forward  to 
see  if  it  were  time  to  steer  for  the  river.  "  Yofi 
were  the  pleasantest  companion  possible ;  and  if  it 
had  not  been  for  an  occasional  quotation  of  Gred: 
or  Latin,  I  should  have  quite  forgotten  you  wei« 
my  tutor." 

"  I  am  afraid  it  escaped  my  memory,  too,  oftcncr 
than  it  ought,"  rejoined  Englmann,  smiling.  "  Do 
you  remember  that  time  at  Como,  where  the  English 
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fiuoilj  supposed  me  to  be  your  elder  brother^  and 
were  so  very  civil  to  us ?" 

"  Perfectly,"  answered  Rupert,  laughing.  "They 
discovered  some  likeness  between  me  and  a  fair- 
haired  midshipman,  a  son  of  theirs,  who  by  all 
accounts  must  have  been  a  still  more  restless  animal 
than  I  was.     I  thought  they  would  never  stop  shak- 
ing our  hands,  and  for  my  part  was  in  a  state  of 
considerable  alarm  lest  the  mamma,  in  a  fit  of  en- 
thusiasm, might  be  tempted  to  give  me  a  kiss !    At 
that  time  I  should  have  resented  such  a  liberty  as 
quite  derogatory  to  my  dignity,  and  I  did  not  at 
all  like  having  my  curls  pushed  off  my  forehead,  or 
a  hand  placed  on  my  shoulder,  even  by  a  handsome 
woman ;  whereas  now,  I  could  submit  to  caresses 
of  the  kind  with  a  very  good  grace,  though  but 
bestowed  on  me  by  the  stout  mother  of  an  unruly 
midshipman." 

Cyrilla  smiled.  Englmann  seemed  to  be  recalling 

the  time  more  distinctly  to  his  memory.    "  Yes 

they  were  very  polite  indeed invited  us  to  visit 

them  in  England but,"  he  added,  with  a  slightly 

contemptuous  smile,  "  but  they  thought  I  was 
Baron  Adlerkron  of  Windhorst — supposed  me  the 
possessor  of  your  handsome  travelling-carriage — 
saw  that  our  arrival  created  some  sensation,  and 
must  have  observed  the  exemplary  patience  with 
which  the  people  at  the  hotel  submittted  to  the 
nuisance  of  having  the  puppies  you  brought  from 
St  Bemhard  running  all  over  the  house." 
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"  And  very  well  behaved  puppies  they  were," 
Kupert^  '^  until  the  day  they  got  hold  of  the  Eng- 
lishwoman's bonnet  and  feathers.  Do  you  leooUed 
their  rushing  into  our  rooms,  scampering  about  kt 
a  few  seconds,  and  then  depositing  the  mangled 
spoils  at  our  feet,  wagging  their  tails  and  looking  op 
for  the  approbation  I  did  not  dare  to  show  because 
you  were  present.  Those  blue  feathers  nesrlj 
choked  me  as  well  as  the  dogs.  I  never  laughed 
so  immoderately  in  all  my  life ;  and  I  think,  too, 
you  were  amused,  though  you  thought  it  necessaij 
to  look  grave." 

"  You  forget,"  said  Englmann,  smiling,  "  that  all 
the  apologies  and  excuses  which  were  necessary  on 
the  occasion  fell  to  my  share.  I  never  was  so  pro- 
voked in  my  life  ;  we  could  not  pay  for  the  damage 
done,  or  replace  the  bonnet,  or  do  anything  but  ofier 
regrets." 

"  We  made  some  offering  of  that  kind  wherever 
we  went,"  said  Kupert.  "  I  certainly  was  a  most 
troublesome  boy ;  but  I  flatter  myself  I  made  up 
for  my  juvenile  misconduct  when,  at  a  later  period, 
we  commenced  our  pedestrian  tours.  How  I  en- 
joyed our  wanderings  in  Tyrol,  with  straw  hats  on 
our  heads  and  knapsacks  on  our  shoulders !  Thoae 
expeditions  elicited  the  only  sparks  of  poetry  in  my 
nature I  wi-ote  verses  then,  didn't  I,  Engl- 
mann ?  Wild  effusions  befitting  my  age  and  edu- 
cation." 

"  I  remember,"  he  answered ;  "  they  were  all  of 
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a  more  martial  than  sentimental  description.  You 
were  always  looking  for  sites  whereon  to  build  im- 
pregnable castles^  and  I  trying  to  discover  a  nook 
suitable  for  the  modest  edifice,  the  possession  of 
which  would  at  that  time  have  made  me  so  immea- 
surably happy. " 

**  That  was  the  dreamy  part  of  your  life,"  said 
Rupert ;  "  it  did  not  last  long."  ^ 

"  Dreams  never  do ;  they  are  supposed  only  to 
occupy  the  moments  immediately  before  waking ; 
but  they  sometimes  make  a  deep  impression,  never- 
theless; and  those  to  which  you  allude  caused 
me  to  take  a  step  that  has  influenced  my  whole 
life."  Not  aware  of  being  understood  by  Cyrilla, 
he  continued,  "  The  wish  to  have  a  home  to  offer 
to  one  who  would  have  been  an  excuse  for  any 
other  act  of  thoughtlessness,  induced  me,  without 
proper  reflection,  to  choose  the  church  as  my  pro- 
fession— I  should  rather  say  my  means  of  subsis- 
tence." 

"  But,"  said  Rupert,  ^'  I  never  imagined  that 
you  did  so  unwillingly." 

"  No ;  I  did  it  willingly,  gladly ;  but  my  mo- 
tives were  not  what  they  ought  to  have  been. 
When  obliged  to  resign  the  being  I  had  so  idol- 
ized, the  fulfilment  of  my  religious  duties  became 
a  toil  to  me — my  humble  dwelling,  without  the 
beautiful  companion  I  had  hoped  would  have  shared 
it  with  me,  appeared  mean  and  wretched ;  in  short, 
I  saw  the  falseness  of  my  position,  saw  my  error 
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when  too  late,  and  felt  that  not  only  the  pomps 
and  vanities  of  this  life  had  still  strong  hold  on 
me,  but  tliat  my  natural  temperament  struggled 
stubbornly  against  the  restraint  imposed  on  woids 
and  actions." 

"  You  judge  your  motives  and  yourself  with  too 
much  severity,"  said  Rupert.  "  How  many  othere 
have  entered  the  cliurch  in  the  same  way  without 
any  of  the  scruples  and  repentant  humility  which 
you  experienced ! " 

"I  trust  not  many,"  rejoined  Englmann :  "no 
one  should  choose  that  profession  without  having 
the  most  decided  preference  or  actual  vocation  for 
it :  negligence  in  any  other  is  mere  personal  worldly 
loss ;  but  a  Christian  minister  who  neglects  or  is 
even  indifferent  in  the  performance  of  his  duties, 
endangers  not  only  his  own  welfare  here  and  here- 
after, but  that  of  hundreds  of  others  who  naturallr 
look  to  him  for  example  and  instruction." 

"  ily  dear  Enghnann,"  cried  Rupert,  "  you  are 
talking  as  if  you  had  been  the  most  worthless  of 
men.  Allow  me  at  least  to  inform  my  cousin  that 
you  are  by  many  degrees  the  most  pious  and  exem- 
plary vicar  that  ever  the  village  of  Windhorst  has 
possessed." 

"  I  have  at  least  endeavoured  to  fulfil  my  duties 
faithfully,"  said  Englmann,  quietly,  "  and  have 
been  rewarded  in  a  way  I  hardly  dared  to  expect 
I  am  now  contented  beyond  my  hopes,  and  happy 
\>eyoiiA.  m^  ^'5isfe\\&%  \i\xt  not  knowing  or  wishing  to 
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try  how  fSur  I  could  bear  temptation,  and  being  quite 
conyinced  that,  instead  of  seeking,  I  must  ever 
avoid  the  excitements  of  society,  I  find  your  house 
much  too  gay  for  me,  Kupcrt,  and  if  you  have  no  ob- 
jection, I  shall  leave  it  to-morrow  or  the  day  after." 

"  I  have  the  greatest  possible  objection,"  an- 
swered Rupert,  "and  insist  on  your  remaining, 
were  it  only  to  convince  Cyrilla  that  you  are  not 
the  weak  wavering  character  you  have  represented 
yourself  to  be." 

"  Avoiding  temptation  is  not  weakness,"  said 
Englmann. 

"  But  I  cannot  see  even  a  shadow  of  temptation 
for  you  at  Freilands,"  persisted  Rupert. 

"  Because  you  don't  know  my  weaknesses,  and 
have  not  the  least  idea  how  I  still  value  the  luxu- 
ries and  enjoy  the  elegancies  of  life — how  very  soon 
they  could  again  become  indispensable  to  me  !  The 
years  passed  with  you,  and  the  habits  acquired  in 
your  imcle's  house,  have  caused  me  more  suffering 
than  you  can  ever  ima^ne ;  but,  putting  myself 
out  of  the  question,  you  surely  must  perceive  that, 
in  a  house  so  constantly  full  of  young  and  gay 
people  as  Freilands,  I  seem,  with  my  reserved  man- 
ners and  peculiar  dress,  only  placed  among  them 
like  the  veiled  skeleton  at  an  Egyptian  banquet,  to 
call  to  remembrance  what  they  would  all  rather 
forget." 

"  Perhaps  it  would  be  as  well  if  some  of  them 
were  occasionally  subject  to  a  little  restraint,"  said 
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Rupert ;  ^'  but  as  to  the  peculiarity  of  your  dim, 
you  must  allow  me  to  say,  that  you  cany  it  to  ex- 
cess now.  The  long  hair  is  something  quite  new, 
and  not  at  all  necessary." 

''  I  consider  it  advantageous  to  remind  otben, 
and  through  them  myself,  of  my  vocation." 

^^  But  I  assure  you,  Englmann,  if  such  a  dms 
were  de  rigueur,  it  would  be  enough  to  deter  many 
young  men  from  taking  orders." 

"  Those  who  could  be  deterred,  by  €mg  pecu- 
liarity of  dress,  from  undertaking  so  saoed  aa 
office,  had  better  turn  their  thoughts  to  something 
else." 

"  You  may  be  right,"  said  Rupert ;  "  the  dress 
would  not  have  influenced  me ;  but  I  believe  I 
should  have  avoided  all  extremes,  all  pedantry,  as 
I  now  do  everything  that  in  any  way  borders  <m 
foppery." 

This  remark  seemed  to  strike  Englmann :  Ru- 
})ert  forgot  it  the  moment  the  words  passed  his 
lips.     They  had  turned  up  the  river,  and  were  row- 
ing against  its  scarcely  perceptible  current:  the 
banks  at  first,  shaded  to  the  water's  edge  by  fine 
old  trees,  afforded  a  pleasant  gloom  af^er  the  glare 
of  the  lake  ;  for  even  a  cloudless  sky  and  the  bright- 
est sunbeams  pall  on  the  senses  when   long  en- 
joyed, and  change,  even  apj)arently  for  the  woree, 
is  as  necessary  to  us  as  shade  to  a  picture.    The 
scene  was  new  to  Englmann,  and  he  stood  up  and 
W^tjCTaadi  m\\\  'wiXetfe-Sit  bls  Rupert  explained  his  plans. 
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pointed  to  his  already  reclaimed  land,  and  rejoiced 
in  the  growth  of  his  young  plantations.  By  degrees 
the  latter  began  to  dwindle  into  rather  scraggy  speci- 
mens of  marsh-pine,  dwarf  birch,  and  stunted  shrubs, 
intermingled  with  large  patches  of  heath ;  and  soon 
after  an  apparently  endless  expanse  of  brown  and 
purple  bog  lay  before  them,  the  river  widened,  and 
the  boat  glided  easily  into  the  waveless  shallow  wa- 
ters of  a  dark-coloured  lake,  the  shores  of  which 
were  disfigured  by  an  over-luxuriant  crop  of  reeds 
and  bulrushes. 

"  Is  this  the  source  of  the  river?"  asked  Engl- 
mann. 

"  No  ;  the  springs,  as  many  of  them  as  we  could 
discover,  are  further  on,  where  there  is  another  lake 
even  more  desolate-looking  than  this.  Here,  at 
least,  I  have  some  high  ground  for  my  village : 
the  Vehn  colonists,  you  know,  are  to  build  beside 
the  road  and  canals  that  are  to  be  made  through 
the  bog." 

"  Cyrilla,"  said  Kupert,  as  they  stood  on  the 
landing-place  and  looked  round  them,  "  you  can- 
not cross  these  fields  to-day,  and  this  is  rather  a 

melancholy  spot  to  leave  you  in suppose  you 

were  to  row  up  to  the  last  lake." 

"  Which  is  still  more  dreary,"  said  Cyrilla, 
smiling.  "  No,  I  shall  sit  quietly  under  the  three 
pollards  until  you  return :  it  is  not  the  first  time  I 
have  done  so." 
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"  But  you  have  no  book,  or  any  thing  to  amiise 


you 

"  I  do  not  want  amusement.  Tell  the  old  fisher- 
man to  remain  in  the  boat,  and  if  I  get  tired  of  be- 
ing here,  I  can  go  on  the  lake  and  look  for  aquatic 
plants :  so  pray  do  not  return  a  moment  sooner  tban 
you  like  on  my  account. 
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CHAPTEK  XI. 

Cyrilla  walked  towards  the  pollards.     They  were 
but  a  few  yards  distant,  and  stood  alone,  hideous, 
yet  picturesque ;  for,  strange  to  say,  the  last  epi- 
thet cannot  be  denied  them,  so  frequently   have 
they  been  chosen  by  landscape  painters  as  studies, 
or  to  furnish  a  foreground  if  not  actual  picture, 
with  their  thin  foliage  and  deformed  trunks.     Half 
kneeling  on  the  seat  beneath  one  of  them,  Cyrilla 
watched  her  cousin  and  his  companion,  until  they 
disappeared  behind   the   osier-planted  dike    that 
fenced  the  meadows  from  the  encroachments  of  the 
water,  and  then  collecting  various  marsh-plants,  she 
wandered  towards  the   lake,  and  perceived  with 
great  satisfaction  that  the  fisherman,  overpowered 
by  heat  and  recent  exertion,  was  already  enjoying 
a  sound  sleep  in  the  boat. 

The  silence  of  a  midsummer  noon  was  around 
her,  and  the  winged  part  of  the  insect  world  alone 
seeming  fully  to  enjoy  and  seek  the  shadeless  heat, 
buzzed   and  hummed   over  the  numerous   slimy 
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pools  of  stagnant  water  in  oeaseleas  inexplicable 
activitj,  or  with  unsullied  feet  stalked  aiiilj  on  the 
oozy  green  surface^  until  disturbed  hy  some  spotted 
frog  that,  suddenly  rising,  spread  destruction  and 
terror  around  him,  when  darting  with  gaping 
mouth  and  outstretched  legs  across  the  pigmeao 
domain. 

Dragon  and  butter  flies  hovered  above  the  sedges, 
and  over  the  sleeping  old  man ;  and  it  was  when 
following  their  vagrant  flights,  that  Cyrilla  ob- 
served something  dark  moving  along  the  oouise  of 
the  river.  A  few  moments'  observation  convinced 
her  that  it  was  a  small  boat,  and  her  beating  heart 
told  her,  long  before  the  outline  of  the  figure  be- 
came distinct,  that  the  solitary  man  in  it  was  Zorn- 
dorff*.  Notwithstanding  his  physician's  injunctions 
that  he  should  avoid  violent  exercise,  he  was  row- 
ing so  energetically,  that  tlie  little  wherry  darted 
through  the  water  with  astonishing  velocity;  and 
once  on  the  lake,  a  very  few  pulls  brought  him 
80  near  the  shore  that,  when  at  last  he  paused  and 
looked  up,  he  at  once  perceived  Cyrilla  on  the  bank 
motionless — expectant. 

Whatever  thoughts  of  escape  she  may  liave  mo- 
mentarily entertained,  none  became  apparent ;  and 
though  Zomdorfi"  had  knoiivn  that  the  rain  of  the 
previous  day  would  make  the  low  meadows  impas- 
sable for  her,  and  had  expected  to  find  her  nearly 
where  she  was,  there  was  so  much  self-possession, 
if  not  resolution,  in  the  erectness  of  her  figore  and 
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lightly  folded  arms,  that  it  caused  a  sudden  and 
complete  change  in  his  feelings  and  plans.  He  had 
followed  her  in  a  state  of  fierce  anger,  determined 
to  be  inexorable — to  insist — threaten — intimidate 
her ;  and  now,  more  thMi  appeased  by  her  evident 
willingness  to  meet  him,  and  half  dreading  her  dis- 
pleasure, he  rowed  slowly  forward,  meditating 
forms  of  expostulation  and  words  of  entreaty. 

As  his  boat  ran  alongside  of  the  other,  the  fisher- 
man raised  himself  on  hia  elbow,  and  stared  drow- 
sily round  him,  ZomdorfF,  with  an  urbanity  not 
common  to  him,  requested  he  would  not  disturb 
himself — he  did  not  want  any  assistance — hoped 
he  should  be  able  to  overtake  Baron  Adlerkron, 
and  then  sprang  up  the  bank,  heedless  of  the  old 
man's  answer,  and  only  intent  on  having  the  reeds 
and  rushes  between  them  as  soon  as  possible. 

Cyrilla  waited  until  he  had  joined  her,  and  then 
led  the  way  to  the  seat  beneath  the  pollards, 

A  dead  silence  ensued. 

Zomdorff  flung  his  straw-hat  on  the  ground,  and 
passed  his  handkerchief  several  times  across  his 
forehead.  He  tvishcd  her  to  speak,  but  she  sat 
down  silently— her  downcast  eyes  effectually  con- 
cealing her  fears  from  bis  inquiring  glances. 

"  You  will  scarcely  be  surprised  at  my  asking 
for  some  explanation  of  what  you  said  to  my  uncle 
this  morning,  Cyrilla?" 

"  I  thought  I  had  been  sufficiently  explicit,"  she 
answered,  in  a  scarcely  audible  voice. 
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"Why,  jet .under  any  other  < 

but  yon  forget  tliat  I  bare  a  right  to  a  difler" 

ent  kind  of  answer  now." 

"  I  rely  upon  your  written  ptomiBe,  and  ainde  bj' 
my  answer." 

"  But  do  you  think  that,  without  a  ^eam  ef 
hope,  I  can  go  on  for  ever  enduring  the  lestniBt 
and  jealousy  yon  have  made  me  suffer  lately}" 
asked  Zomdoiff,  with  ill-concealed  irritation,  m  be 
sat  down  beside  her. 

A  bitter  sarcasm  trembled  on  Cyrilla's  lipa 
She  did  not  give  it  utterance,  but  the  sudden 
movement,  indignant  look,  half-opened  month— 
and  then  the  listless  sinking  back  against  the 
tree,  were  too  expressive  to  be  misondeistood ; 
and  ZomdorfT,  after  a  moment's  hesitation,  in  lev 
eager  words  of  entreaty,  begged  lier  to  forgive  tbt 
past  and  believe  in  his  sincere  repentauce.  He 
would  submit  to  any  trial,  wait  any  length  of  time, 
on  condition  that  she  would  put  an  end  to  the 
hopes  of  Lindesmar,  and  whoever  else  aspired  to 
her  favour,  by  openly  acknowledging,  or  allowing 
it  to  be  understood,  that  she  was  engaged  to  him. 

"  Margaret  is  not  yet  three  months  in  her  grave 
"  began  Cyrilla. 

"  Pshaw ! "  he  cried  impetuously,  "  I  do  not 
want  you  to  proclaim  it  to  the  world.  I  only  ask 
you  to  speak  to  me,  look  at  me,  distinguish  me,  s 

little  more  than  any  one  else only  just  enoo^ 

to\et  ^wo^V  ^so.^Y^»^ O,  CjTiUa,  you  want  no 
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inBtznction  od  these  sabjects.  I  cerer  uw  any 
woman  who  could  show  a  preference  more  charm- 
ingly than  you  can." 

"  It  18  rather  difficwit  to  conceal  where  it  exists," 
ahe  answered ;  "  hut  I  no  longer  feel,  and  will  not 
feign  it" 

"What!"  he  exclaimed.  "Havel  heard  you 
rightly?     Say  that  over  again." 

Cyrilla  repeated  her  words  distinctly,  adding, 
that  ahe  hoped  they  might  induce  him  to  consent  to 
at  least  constant  separation — the  only  favour  she 
would  henceforward  request  of  him ;  and  ahe  trusted 
that  time  would  make  the  tie  that  connected  them 
aa  irksome  to  him  as  it  had  long  been  to  her. 

Utterly  hopeless  of  moving  him,  and  rendered 
desperate  by  her  wretchedness,  there  was  a  deci- 
sion in  her  manner  so  new  to  Zomdorff,  that  he 
gazed  at  her  in  astonishment  for  some  moments ; 
and  then  the  possibility  that  he  had  tried  her  af- 
fection and  patience  quite  beyond  endurance  began 
at  last  to  enter  his  mind — the  mere  idea  of  re- 
newed separation  making  her  dearer  to  hira  than 
ever.  He  reasoned,  expostulated,  and  entreated, 
with  an  ardoui  and  earnestness  that  eould  not 
have  been  heard  unmoved,  had  she  become  merely 
indifTerent  to  him;  but  fear  and  aversion  were 
working  so  strongly  within  her,  that  though  she 
partly  succeeded  in  concealing  the  former,  the  lat- 
ter was  so  perfectly  evident,  as  alic  drew  back  with 
a  shudder  when  he  attempted  to  put  his  arm  round 
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her,  that  he  stood  up,  and  making  a  violent  effort 
to  appear  composed,  said  slowly, — 

"  You  seem  altogether  to  forget  our  relation  to 

each  other remember  that  no  barrier  now  exists 

between  us." 

"  I  trust  there  is  still  an  insuperable  one,"  said 
Cyrilla — "  your  own  interest.  You  are  not  likely 
to  proclaim  yourself  a  bigamist,  or  resign  your 
wife's  fortune  for  a  woman  who  has  altogether 
ceased  to  care  for  you." 

"  For  that  last  contingency  I  have  sedulously 
provided  by  remittances  to  America,"  he  answered, 
calmly  ;  "  and  once  there,  Cyrilla,  I  shall  concern 
myself  very  little  about  my  reputation  here." 

This  answer  overwhelmed  her,  and  it  was  long 
before  she  could  falter :  "  Still — I  rely  on  pur 
])romi3e  of  forbearance — for  even  the  most  unprin- 
cipled men  have  some  vague  ideas  o{ honour/'^ 

Zonidorff  turned  away,  and  seemed  moved  to  an 
extent  that  he  did  not  wish  her  to  observe;  but 
with  true  feminine  quickness,  she  perceived  it,  and 
a  gleam  of  hope  passed  across  her  mind,  as  she 
added ;  ^^  I  can  scarcely  think  that  you  will  secure 
your  own  happiness  by  >vrecking  mine  so  com- 
pletely." 

^^  It  is  your  own  fault,  CjTilla,"  he  exclaimed, 
vehemently. 

"  True ;  but  not  the  less  hard  to  be  borne  on 
that  account." 

"  XoM  xD^sX.'sJ&a  \SNR.\\  ^4^^>kat  refer  to  our  mar- 
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riage,"  he  said^  quicklj :  "  much  aa  we  hare  both 
auiFered,  I  hare  never  r^;retted  that  for  one  rao- 
menL  If  jou  cannot  pardon,  and  will  not  acknowl- 
edge it  now — it  is  your  fault,  not  miue.  You  trust 
to  time — so  will  I.  Remain  aa  yon  are,  if  such  be 
your  deaire,  and  I  ahall  endeavour  to  bear  with 
resignation  this  temporary  loss  of  your  affection, 
considering  it  a  due  pimishment  for  my — offence." 

"  Your  crime"  said  Cyrilla,  angry  and  disap- 
pointed at  being  deprived  of  the  last  hofie  to  which 
she  had  unconsciously  clung. 

"  Be  it  so,"  he  answered,  approaching  her  close- 
ly, "be  it  so ;  but  to  conceal  one  crime  men  often 
commit  another ;  and,"  he  added,  in  the  low  and 
terribly  distinct  tones  of  suppressed  passion,  "  and 
if  you  will  not  be  mt/  wife — by  God ! — you  shall 
never  be  that  of  any  other  man." 

"  You   need   not   swear,"   she  said,   shrinking 

visibly ;  "  I  sec  that  I  must  submit dcatii  itself 

anything  is  preferable  to  being  your  wife." 

"  Hecalt  those  words,  Cyrilla.  You  may  wish 
them  unspoken  when  it  is  too  late.  Do  not  drive 
me  to  extremities," 

At  this  moment,  tliey  both  perceived  Kujiert  ad- 
vancing towards  them  with  long  strides.  From  the 
roof  of  one  of  the  houses,  where  he  had  mounted  to 
inspect  the  rafters,  he  had  seen  that  Cyrilla  was 
not  alone,  and  instantly  suspecting  that  Zomdorff 
had  followed  her,  he  rushed  across  the  swampy 
fields,  in  the  hope  of  saving  her  from  an  interview 
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she  had  bo  evideiDtly  wished  to  AToid.  One  ^aace 
convinced  him  that  he  had  aniTed  too  late ;  bo^ 
withont  bestowing  any  attention  on  Zomdoifi 
angiy  mien,  he  sprang  np  the  bank  to  Cyiilli, 
stooped,  and  whispeied  eagerly  :  "  May  I  not 
speak — may  I  not  interfere  now  ?" 

"  No,  no,  no,"  she  cried,  anxiously  j  "  we  haw 
had,  I  trust,  our  final  explanation :  it  was  neoessuj, 
and  I  ought  not  to  have  tried  to  avoid  it." 

"  Adlerkron,"  said  Zomdorff,  turning  hanglitilr 
to  Rupert ;  "  I  am  awaie  that  yon  have  heard  of 
your  cousin's  promise — engagement  in  fact  to  me. 
As  her  nearest  relation,  you  ought  to  be  infonned 
also,  that  I  never  will  cede  any  of  the  rights  ^c 
has  given  me." 

*'  Not  even  if  she  should  avow  a  preference  for 
some  one  else  ?  "  asked  Rupert. 

Zomdorff's  instant  start  convinced  Cyrilla  thai 
the  actual  probability  of  such  a  thing  had  never 
really  entered  his  mind  until  that  moment.  As  he 
strode  forward,  with  a  fierce  gesture,  she  sprang 
from  her  seat,  exclaiming;  "  Edou&rd,  I  entreat— 
O,  Rupert,  what  have  you  said?" 

Perhaps  it  was  a  fortunate  circumstance  that 
terror  just  then  produced  a  sudden  faintness,  and 
that,  appalled  by  the  overpowering  sensation  of 
momentarily  increasing  weakness,  she  was  obhged 
to  lean  against  the  trunk  of  the  nearest  tree  for 
support.  First  pressing  her  hands  to  her  eyes,  and 
then  ^MaUln^  back  her  Iitur  from   her  colourless 


CTULU.  207 

fine,  ehe  looked  so  wildly  ronnd  her,  aa  efiectn&lly 
to  sileDce  her  companionB,  and  fix  the  attention  of 
both  on  her  exclusiTely. 

With  a  deep  sigh,  she  once  more  sat  down ;  and 
no  sooner  had  a  feint  tinge  of  red  begun  to  colour 
her  lips,  than  Zomdorff  stood  erect  before  her,  his 
eyes  flaahing,  while  he  asked ;  "  la  this  true?" 

She  covered  her  fece  with  her  hands,  and  bnrst 
into  tears. 

*'  Zomdorff,"  cried  Bapert,  angrily ;  "  I  cannot 
allow  yon  to  annoy  my  cousin  in  this  manner. 
Ton  have  no  right." 

"Have  I  not?"  said  Zomdorff,  appealing  to 
Cyrilla. 

Her  answer  waa  a  fresh  buiat  of  tears. 

"Incomprehensible!"  exclaimed  Rupert ;  "ex- 
cepting," he  added,  looking  steadily  at  Zomdorff, 
"  excepting,  aa  I  have  all  along  suspected,  you  are 
taking  advantage  of  some  religious  scruple  on  her 
part." 

"  Precisely,"  said  Zomdorff,  who  seemed  to  have 
regained  all  his  nsual  cynical  composure ;  "  and  I 
shall  continue  to  do  so  as  the  only  means  of  obtain- 
ing what  has  now  become  my  first  object  in  life." 

"  But,"  cried  Rupert,  beginning  to  get  exasper- 
ated ;  "  this  scruple,  if  sufficiently  well-founded  to 
bind  her  even  now,  ought  surely  to  have  prevented 
you  from  marrying?" 

"I  wish  to  heaven  it  had!"  cried  Zomdorff, 
with  a  sudden  burst  of  natural  feeling,  that  changed 


tlie  whole  expression  of  hU  face.  "  I  would  ndtc 
have  grovelled  in  pover^  all  mj  life  than  hiie 
heard  what  Cyrilla  has  said  to  me  this  day," 

"  But  having  heard  it,"  said  Rupert,  "  then  ii 
but  one  course  for  you  to  pureue." 

Cyrilla  said  nothing,  but  she  looked  up  throngh 
her  teare,  and  watched  his  countenance  with  the 
deepest  anxiety.  A  riolent  internal  atru^e  wu 
evident  as  ZomdorfT  walked  backwards  and  ki- 
wards  before  them.  He  first  mnttered  a  few  lagi; 
ejaculations,  and  then  spoke  :  "  Ko,  Adle^iOD 
— it  cannot  be — you  do  not  know  the  sacrifice  joo 
expect  from  me.  She  is  mine — and  mine  she  mun 
remain.  Once  for  all,  she  shall  not — can  not — dsn: 
not  even  think  of  any  one  but  me." 

"  Cyrilla,"  cried  Rupert,  in  a  voice  tremfaling 
with  passion ;  "  must  I  —  must  you  listen  to  this 
without  contradiction?" 

"  She  cannot  contradict  it,"  said  Zomdoiff, 
calmly;  "but  I  have  promised  forbearance  and— 
silence,  trusting  that  beyond  a  certain  point  mv 
patience  will  not  be  tried.  Understand  me  rightlj, 
C3Til!a,"  he  continued,  approaching  her :  "  A  home 
and  something  more  than  a  corapetenre  awaits  me 
in  America ;  but — I  will  not  emigrate — alone." 

"O,  anything — anything  but  that!"  cried  Cj- 
rilla,  in  a  voice  of  anguish. 

Eupert,  completely  bewildered,  looked  from  one 
to  liic  other.     He  breathed  shortly  and  audibly. 
"I  io  not  aak,"  added  Zomdoifl',  with  a  good 
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deal  of  emphasis,  "  but  I  recommend  yon  to  be  as 
silent  as  I  have  promised  to  be.  More  than  your 
own  fete  depends  on  your  words  and  actions  for  the 
next  few  months ;  and  as  I  shall  leave  Fieilands 
to-day,  excuse  my  taking  advantage  of  this  oppor- 
tunity to  request  that  these  rides,  and  rows,  and 
rambles  with  your  cousin,  may  henceforward  cease 
altogether;  now  that  I  know  the  nature  of  your 
feelings  towards  him,  you  can  scarcely  expect  me 
to  permit  them  any  longer."  He  turned  to  leave 
them  as  he  ceased  speaking. 

*'  Stay,"  cried  Rupert,  impetuously — "  stay  until 
I  have  asked  Cyrilla  if  she  will  submit  to  being 
spoken  to  in  this  manner." 

"  O  yes,  yes,"  she  said,  hastily,  alarmed  at  Ru- 
pert's violence.  "  Let  him  say  what  he  pleases. 
I  will  submit  to  anything  rather  than — than- — Oh, 
God,  how  unhappy  I  am  !"  she  exclaimed,  burst- 
ing into  fresh  tears,  "  and  all — all  my  own  fault!" 

"  There  is  some  dreadful  mystery — some  secret 
here  which  I  ought  to  know,"  said  Rupert,  turning 
to  Zorndortf,  "  and  I  must  insist  on  being  told  it 
without  delay  or  circumlocution." 

"  From  me  you  shall  never  hear  it,"  answered 
Zonidorff,  haughtily.  "  I  leave  Cyrilla  to  confide 
as  much  or  as  little  as  she  pleases  to  you :  she 
knows  what  the  consequences  will  be ;"  and,  with- 
out waiting  to  see  the  effect  of  his  words,  he  sprang 
down  the  bank  and  disappeared  in  a  moment. 
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"  I  have  heard  strange  words,"  said  Btqiert,  in 
a  conatrained  voice.  "  Ma^  I  hope  that  70a  will 
make  them  intelligible  to  me  ?" 

"  Impossible,  Rupert" 

"  Then  you  are  really,  as  he  gave  me  to  nudo' 
stand,  completely  in  his  power?" 

"  Oh,  so  completely  that  I  most  obey  him — ud 
— give  you  up  for  ever." 

"  I  suppose  it  must  be  eo"  he  rejoined,  gloomilf, 
and  then  stood  vith  his  arms  folded,  and  his  tja 
bent  on  the  ground,  beside  her  in  silence  fca  Mae 
minutes.  The  result  of  his  meditations  was  not  of 
a  satisfactory  nature.  There  was  something  glaml 
in  his  manner  and  voice  as  he  abruptly  asktd. 
"  What  are  your  plans  for  the  future  ?" 

"  I  tliought  of  going  to  Fernanda,  but  he  h» 
told  Melanie  that  he  will  follow  me>" 
-  "  I  doubt  his  doing  so,"  said  Rupert,  "  now  thai 
he  has  accomplished  our  separation.  Besides,  it 
would  avail  him  little.  Fernanda  is  not  Melanie : 
a  handsome  face  and  person  ia  no  passport  to  ha 
favour;  and  what  she  has  heard  from  you  will  he 
sufficient  to  close  her  doors  against  him  imro- 
cably," 

"  She  has  not  heard  much  from  me "  begu 

Cyrilla. 

"  What !     Have  you  not  told  Fernanda  all  ?" 

"  I  had  not  courage.  She  would  have  despised 
me  for  my  weakness  and  folly,  and  then  insisted 
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on  mj  acting  in  a  manner  which,  though  it  might 
have  satisfied  her  ideas  of  right  and  honour,  would 
have  made  me  even  more  wretched  than  I  am." 

Rapert  started  forward,  grasped  her  arm,  and 
looked  inqniringlj  in  her  face ;  but  as  she  raised 
hex  eyes  to  hia,  with  a  melancholy  yet  perfectly 
onemharrasaed  gaze,  his  features  suddenly  relaxed. 
He  blushed  deeply,  and  perceiTing  that  she  ex- 
pected him  to  speak,  said  hurriedly  :  "  There  is  no 
hope  of  our  understanding  each  other,  Cyrilla.  I 
am  plain-spoken  to  a  &ult ;  you  seem  made  up  of 
mystery.  We  must  part,  and  for  both  our  sakes 
the  sooner  the  better." 

"  Shall  I  ask  Melanie  to  leave  Freilands  before 
the  time  she  intended?"  asked  Cyrilla,  timidly. 

"  No  ;  that  might  create  an  unnecessary  sensa- 
tion in  Exfort  Wc  can  avoid  each  other  for  the 
remaining  fortnight  tliat  we  shall  be  under  the  same 
roof.  None  but  the  Bellegardes  will  observe  it — 
they  will  suppose  that  we  have  quarrelled " 

"  But  we  have  not,  Kupert — we  have  not  ?"  she 
aaked,  deprecatingly.  "  Oh,  my  dear  cousin,  say 
that  you  will  at  least  continue  to  be  my  friend." 

"  Your  friend  I "  he  repeated,  with  a  forced  laugh ; 
"  assuredly  your  friend,  and  ever  ready  to  be  em- 
ployed in  your  service." 

"  Just  then  Euglmaun's  approach  waa  observed 
by  both  with  feelings  of  relief.  Cyrilla  turned 
away  to  hide  her  face,  on  which  the  traces  of  recent 
grief  were  still  evident     Whatever  reproaches  the 
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Vicar  might  have  intended  to  make  fbrliaTiiigVeeB 
soimceremonionslydesertedy  theyfoimd  nonttoanee. 
He  pretended  not  to  observe  the  agitation  of  his 
companions  ;  but,  walking  quietly  to  the  boat,  fol- 
lowed by  the  fisherman's  son,  he  spread  out  the 
school-house  plans  on  his  knee,  and  did  not  eren 
look  up  as  they  passed  him,  when  taking  theb 
places  under  the  awning.  Kupert's  answers  to  his 
first  remarks  were  terribly  confused.  Afierwvds, 
however,  having  apologized  for  his  inattention,  he 
seemed  determined  to  force  or  feign  an  interest,  and 
actually  succeeded  in  speaking  very  rationaUy  and 
calmly,  while  Cyrilla,  wrapped  in  her  sorrow, 
leaned  back,  and  gazed  vacantly  along  the  glitter- 
ing water,  unheedful  of  their  conversation.  Sud- 
denly her  attention  was  arrested  by  Rupert's 
lowering  his  voice,  so  as  not  to  be  heard  by  the 
boatmen.  He  said  that  he  was  about  to  leave 
Freilands  for  many  years,  and  greatly  wished  that 
the  Vicar  would  take  charge  of  his  Vehn  colony— 
that  he  would  build  him  a  house — give  him  a  large 
tract  of  land — do  anything,  in  short,  that  would  be 
an  inducement  to  him.  And  Englmaim  raised  no 
difficulties.  He  spoke  of  "  home  missions,"  "  happy 
consciousness  of  not  having  lived  altogether  unpro- 
fitably,"  and — consulting  his  wife. 

Grief  makes  us  selfish.  As  Cyrilla  walked  <m 
before  them  to  the  house,  the  loss  of  Rupert's  pre- 
sence, energy,  and  boundless  generosity  to  his 
colouiats^  appeared  trifling  in  comparison  to  what 
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aha  moBt  Buffet  when  deprived  of  his  society  and 
accustomed  attentions.  The  continuation  of  these 
would  have  enabled  her  to  have  gone  on  for  jeare 
in  that  sort  of  melancholj  unceitunty  so  often 
patiently  endured  by  her  sex,  so  intolerable  to  hie. 
Women  are  bo  imaginative,  especially  in  youth, 
that  there  are  few  who  have  not  composed  some 
mournful  romance,  in  which,  naturally  reserving 
the  most  interesting  part  for  themselv^,  they  are 
loving,  heartless,  proud,  generous,  vindictive,  or 
forgiving,  precisely  as  these  qualities  preponderate 
in  their  character.  Were  these  flights  of  fancy 
honestly  confessed,  what  an  unfolding  of  dispoBition 
were  there !  As  a  proof  of  stronger  and  more 
healthy  imagination,  wc  may  consider  the  setting 
aside  of  themselves,  extending  their  views,  and 
making  others  to  will,  to  do,  and  to  suffer.  There 
is  little  reason  to  doulit  that  many  do  so,  and  are 
SB  unconsciously  authors  of  fiction  as  M.  Jourdain 
was  a  speaker  of  prose. 

Cyrilla,  in  imagination,  then  saw  Bupcrt  leave 
Freilands ;  went  through  the  parting  interview  with 
horrible  minuteness.  He  was  at  Berlin,  Vienna, 
Constantinople,  and  Jerusalem,  as  quickly  as  she 
walked  pensively  a  few  slow  steps.  He  wrote  let- 
ters from  Lebanon,  and  let  his  beard  grow — Alex- 
andria— Lloyd  steamboats  and  Italy.  He  is  com- 
ing home — she  will  see  him  again;  but Vir- 

ginie  meets  him  at  St  Bcmhard or  somewhere 

aoywhere and  tells  him  of  her  love  that  had 
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comiDCnoed  in  childhood,  and  gone  oa  i 

since  with  every  year.     And  fiapert  lud  seen  dd 

face  he  knew,  and  heard  no  voice  funiliar  to  hii 

ear  for  years.     What  wonder,  then,  that  he he 

should yes,  they  were  married,  and  he  wu  re- 

tuTniDg  to  Freilandfl they  were  driving  to  tht 

door and  she  wa3  but  one  of  the  many&ieDdi 

assembled  to  meet  them  1 

Her  senses  had  greatly  aided  this  hasty  concht- 
sion.  The  sound  of  rapidly  trotting  horscfl  uiii 
rolling  carriage-wheels  had  reached  her  ear ;  ud. 
before  she  could  answer  Ikfolanie'a  rwjuest,  wgei^ 
made  from  one  of  tlie  windows,  that  "  she  wonU 
come  up  stairs  for  a  few  minutes,"  Klemmheb! 
|>fiaetoii,  with  Madame  de  Bellegardc  in  it,  drore  to 
the  door.  In  a  rather  hurried  and  conscious  mta- 
ner,  the  latter  infonped  Ilu|>ert  that  Virginie  hid 
f^ne  into  Exfort  to  expedite  a  letter  of  bnportanct 
to  Italy ;  tliat  Victor  had  refused  to  come  with 
them,  because  he  bad  not  yet  recovered  the  dissip- 
pnintmeut  about  tlic  lost  appointment ;  and  thti 
llcnri  was  in  such  execrable  humour,  she  was  gbd 
to  escape  from  him.  "  But,  my  dear  Cyrilla,"  she 
added,  turning  suddenly  round, "  do  you  know  that 
the  children  are  waiting  for  you  all  this  time  «  the 
ford,  wliere  you  promised  to  meet  them?"' 

"  I  suppose,"  she  continued,  appealing  to  Rupert. 
"  there  is  no  danger  there,  though  the  water  is  ntber 
high  ?    I  ask,  because  Hortense  is  with  them.'' 

"Xo  daiigiT,"  replied  Rupert,  '*but  even"  {if!*- 
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bkbility  of  their  slipping  into  the  v ater  and  being 
wet,  if  not  fiightened.  I  think,  Englmann,  we  had 
better  go  for  them." 

Madame  de  Bellegarde  not  being  able  to  discover 
what  possible  use  she  could  be  at  the  ford,  and 
having  satisftcd  her  maternal  anxiety  by  providiiig 
some  one  to  assist  her  daughter  over  the  inundated 
stepping-stones,  turned  into  the  lime-tree  walk  with 
Klemmhein,  while  Melanie,  following  Cjrilla,  whis- 
pered in  an  uneasy,  hurried  manner,  "  I  have  seen 
£douard,  and  heard  all.  Heaven  only  knows  what 
the  consequences  of  your  confession  will  be.  He 
said  he  had  been  less  jealous  of  Rupert  latterly  than 
of  Count  Lindcsmar ;  so  if  you  had  only  preserved 
the  secret  of  your  unfortunate  preference,  all  might 
still  have  gone  on  quietly," 

"  I  scarcely  remember  how  it  was  betrayed,"  said 
Cyrilla,  dejectedly.  "  They  seemed  to  understand 
each  other's  looks.     But  it  is  of  bttlc  importance 

this  day  has  separated  me  from  both  for  ever. 

Bupert  intends  to  travel,  and  I  shall  go  to  Fer- 
nanda." 

"I  believe,"  said  Melanie,  thoughtfully,  "  it  is 
the  best  arrangement  that  can  be  made.  Time  may 
yet  set  all  to  rights,  and  the  climate  of  Italy  do 
wonders  for  you." 

"  Oh,  Melanie,  how  can  you  talk  so  lightly  1 " 

"But,  dear  Cyrilla,"  rejoined  Melanie,  a  little 
embarrassed  ;  "  when  you  hear  that  Rupert  has  got 
over  Ms  disappointment,  which,  believe  me,  he  will 
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with  astonishing  facility,  yon  snrely  do  not  mean 
to  go  on  pining  in  this  way.  No  health — ^no  con- 
stitution could  bear  it" 

'^  I  shall  not  pine  for  what  I  cannot  obtain,"  said 
Cyrilla,  with  a  faint  smile ;  "  and  you  may  he  qnite 
sure  of  my  making  every  exertion  to  overoome  aU 
useless  regrets.  Fernanda's  society  will  be  of  esMo- 
tial  service  to  me ;  and  witnessing  her  happineas 
will,  I  hope,  indemnify  me  in  some  measure  for  the 
loss  of  my  own." 

When  they  reached  the  ford,  Rupert  was  joat 
springing  over  the  large  stones,  which,  thoogh 
covered  with  water,  were  still  visible.  Englmann 
was  about  to  follow,  when  Tina  called  out  from  the 
other  side  of  the  stream,  "  Don't  wet  your  feet, 
papa  ;  it  will  make  you  ill.  I  can  get  over  quite 
well  alone;"  and,  quickly  drawing  off  her  shoes 
and  stockings,  she  danced  along  the  grassy  hank, 
and  dabbled  with  her  small  white  feet  in  the  water. 

"  You  are  a  good,  considerate  little  girl,"  said 
Rupert,  with  a  smile.  "  Pertl,  make  haste,  and  fol- 
low her  example.  You  can  scarcely  expect  me  to 
carry  you  over,  I  should  think.  Come,  Hortense,'' 
lie  added,  carelessly  throwing  his  arm  round  the 
tall,  bliLshing  girl ;  "  keep  your  feet  out  of  the  wa- 
ter as  well  as  you  can,  and  don't  pretend  to  get 
giddy  as  you  did  the  last  time  I  carried  you." 

The  children  followed  them,  and  their  eager 
jumps  from  stone  to  stone  were  watched  with  in- 
teTe,%\.  V>^  ¥lw^lmaiin.j  Melanie,  and  Cyrilla.   As  tlity 
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sat  down  afterwards  on  the  grass,  Hortense  pointed 
with  her  long,  narrow,  gray-booted  foot  to  Tina's 
shoes,  remarking  supercilionsly, "  Yon  need  not  have 
carried  them  in  yonr  hand  j  thej  are  strong  enough 
to  bear  the  water — quite  boy's  shoes  I" 

"Very  good  shoes,"  said  the  little  ^1,  com- 
posedly. 

"O,  no  doubt;   and  the  stockings,  too but 

they  are  ratter  coarse I  wonder  they  don't  hurt 

yout  feet" 

"  Hurt  me !"  cried  Tina,  indignantly.  "Mamma 
knit  them."  , 

"  Why  didn't  she  knit  some  for  Pertl,  too  ?  he 
has  none  at  all ! "  said  Hortense,  deridingly. 

This  was  a  fact  which  no  one  else  had  observed. 
The  boy'a  face  became  crimson.  A  painful  flush, 
too,  passed  over  his  father's  features;  and  then  be 
bent  down,  and  whispered,  "  Have  you  none,  my 
son?" 

"I  have I  have "  he  answered,  with  diffi- 
culty restraining  tears  of  vexation ;  "  but  mamma 
told  me  to  save  them  until  I  returned  to  school ; 

and  I  thought  no  one  here  would  know and  no 

one  would  have  seen if  that  nasty  girl " 

"  Pertl !  "  said  his  father,  reproachfully. 

"  She's  always  laughing  at  Tina  about  her  dress ; 
and  Jerome  and  Lucian  say  that  I  am  a  plebeian, 
because  I  have  not  velvet  jackets  lik§  theirs.  I 
don't  like  any  of  the  Bellegardcs." 

"  Well,  put  on  your  boots,  and  don't  talk  any 
VOL.  III.  \. 
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more  about  it,"  said  his  &ther,  peiceiTing  that  Ae 
consins  had  walked  on  together. 

"Cjn-illa I  mean  to  say,  Melaaie,"  be^ 

Hupert,  as  soon  as  he  vas  out  of  hearing,  "  I  hare 
been  ahame^j  negligent  about  these  childRii. 
Will  you  have  the  kindness  to  take  them  to-montrw 
into  Exfort,  and  order  whatever  clothes  th^  m^ 
want  ?  " 

"  With  pleasure,"  said  Melanie ;  "  a  little  dicu 
would  certainly  improve  Tina.  Sbeisfresh-loobng, 
and  can  wear  blue.  What  do  yoa  think  of  a  romxl 
hat,  with  bine  ribbon  rosettes,  and " 

"  Anything  you  please,"  said  Rupert.  "  I  dare- 
t>ay  they  both  want  a  lot  of  things,  and  have  been 
desired  by  their  parents  not  to  let  me  obsene  it 
PcrtI,  poor  fellow !  has  actually  but  one  jacket,  I 
believe." 

"  I  am  afraid  I  cannot  manage  for  him.  I  don't 
like — I  mean  I  don't  understand  anything  aboot 
boys,  or  their  coats,  or or " 

"  Will  you  trust  me  ? "  asked  Cyrilla,  gently. 
"  I  am  almost  sure  tliat  I  know  exactly  what  rou 
mean." 

Rupert's  answer  was  inaudible,  for  bis  lip  vm 
pressed  to  her  hand ;  and,  as  he  raised  liia  head,  tU 
eyes  were  full  of  tears. 

A  moment  afterwards  he  was  playing  with  P^. 
drawing  his  straw  hat  over  his  face,  until  the  nrn- 
bumt  crown  was  forced  completely  upwards. 
The  boy  looked  dismayed. 


CYRILLA. 


219 


"  Never  mind,"  whispered  Tina ;  "  I  can  sew  it 
ir  yon  when  we  get  home," 

"  No,"  said  Rupert ;  "  he  shall  have  a  new  one 
i-moiTow,  I  think  I  want  one  myself,  too,"  ho 
Ided,  taking  his  own  off  his  head  and  twirling  it 
a  his  hand ;  "  it  has  scarcely  the  form  of  a  hat 
nee  Alphonae  made  a  boat  of  it !" 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

Cyrilla  saw  intuitively  the  line  of  conduct  that 
Rupert  wished  her  to  adopt ;  and  as  he  became  gn?er, 
quieter,  and  more  occupied  than  ever,  his  consuhi- 
tions  with  Englmann  and  visits  to  the  marsh  stiD 
more  frequent,  she,  in  unobtrusive  imitation  of  his 
example,  finished  the  drawings  for  the  President's 
album,  drove  with  Melanie  to  Exfort  and  Neuho^ 
and  took  long  walks  with  the  children ;  but  the 
constant  exertion  in  such  warm  weather  only  served 
to  add  languor  to  the  depression  of  mind  conae- 
quent  on  lier  total  estrangement  from  Rupert,  wd 
soon  even  began  to  imdermine  her  health  in  J 
manner  that  no  effort  on  her  part  could  altogetha 
conceal. 

Virginie,  informed  by  Zomdorff  of  all  that  had 
occurred,  and  instantly  perceiving  that  the  coufflW 
now  mutually  avoided  each  other,  resolved  to  take 
advantage  of  the  opportunity  to  insinuate  herpeli 
still  more  into  Rupert's  confidence  and  favoor. 
He  cfiiviVi.  \^ot  teijulse  her,  or  even  show  his  io^' 
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»  as  he  had  done  at  fiist ;  for  eke  had  to  a 
n  extent  placed  herself  under  hia  protection, 
mfuning  at  Freilands  after  the  day  on  whicli 
lad  accepted  pecnniaiy  assistance  from  him. 

quiet,  scarcely  perceptible  manner,  he  had 

then  been  obliged  to  defend  her  &om  the 

hty  tolerance  of  Melanie,  and  the  not  less 

fying  cold  politeness  of  Cyrilla,  who  both, 

exhibiting  their  virtuous  indignation,  and 

that  power  of  tormenting  which  the  former 
ently  condemned  as  the  cause  of  most  of  the 
y  in  this  world,  forgot  that  they  were  giving 
nd  and  vindictive  woman  an  additional  in- 
re  to  parsue^tfae  course  she  meditated.  Un- 
ionsly,  too,  but  most  effectually,  they  had 
ed  in  forwarding  her  deeply  laid  plans ;  for, 
need  at  length  that  she  could  not  obtain  ftom 
rt  more  than  the  interest  and  regard  he  had 
jrofcssed  and  shown  for  her,  she  now  placed 
er  hopes  on  his  nice,  perhaps  exaggerated, 

of  honour ;  and  would  have  willingly  borne 
mtumely  of  the  whole  world,  provided  that  he 

have  been  made  to  see  and  feel  that  she  was 
ed  to  it,  and  even  in  the  remotest  degree 
1  blame  to  himself.  Of  the  result  in  that  case 
as  certain. 

e  day  before  Englmann  and  his  children  left 

mds,  Cyrilla  took  a  last  very  long  walk  with 

It  was  the  beginning  of  August,  the  vea- 

nnuBually  sultry  even  for  that  time  of  year, 
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and  she  was  afterwards  proportionallj  (ttigned; 
but  the  Bellegardes  came  to  spend  the  evening- 
exertion  was  necessary — it  was  made,  and  notihe 
slightest  flagging  of  spirits  or  lassitude  was  snfiered 
to  become  apparent.  She  consoled  the  childx^, 
when  taking  leave,  by  promising  to  see  them  in 
the  moniing,  and  accompanied  them  out  of  the 
drawing-room  when  they  went  to  bed ;  but  on  re- 
turning to  it  through  the  music-room,  which  had 
latterly  been  quite  deserted,  and  was  then  hot 
faintly  lighted  by  the  lamps  from  the  other  apart- 
ments, she  threw  herself  on  one  of  the  low  luxuri- 
ously-cusliioned   divans,  intending  to  rest  far  a 

quarter  of  an  hour,  and overcome  by  weakness 

and  weariness,  fell  fast  asleep. 

The  departure  of  the  Bellegardes,  inquiries  about 
herself,  and  surmises  as  to  the  probability  of  her 
Iiaving  gone  to  bed,  with  all  the  unavoidable  com- 
motion of  separating  for  the  night,  failed  to  waken 
lier,  though  it  may  have  disturbed,  and  perhap 
assisted  in  making  more  '^'ivid  her  confiused  dream? 
of  wandering  on  marshy  ground  in  pursuit  of 
Rupert  and  Virginie,  followed  closely  by  Zomdorff, 
from  whom  she  in  vain  endeavoured  to  escape. 
The  comparative  tranquillity  that  followed  would 
in  all  probability  have  made  her  slumbers  more 
profound,  had  not  soon  after  the  somid  of  the  voir 
voices  she  expected  to  hear  become  suddenlj 
audible,  and  it  seemed  a  continuation  of  her  dreamy 
a^  ^vW  \\^iaxd  llu^rt  with  some  vehemence  exclaim. 
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"  Viiginie,  I  insist  on  an  explanation  of  these 
words;  socli  inainoations  ate  unpardonable  if  they 

are  not   well  founded Speak What  has 

Zoradorff  said  to  you?" 

"Nothii^ I  will  never  name  Cyrilla  again 

if  you  do  not  wish  it,"  she  answered,  deprecat- 
ingly. 

"  I  do  wish  it — I  must,  and  will  know  what  you 

"Only  what  I  said,  dear  Rupert only  what 

I  said that  a  mere  promise  need  not  be  kept 

secret,  no  matter  how  solemn  it  may  be.  Why 
should  not  the  President  be  told  and  consulted? 
Why  should  not  you  know  all  the  particulars,  if 
there  were  not  (to  say  the  least)  some  very  unusual 
cause  for  silence." 

Cyrilla  rose.  She  knew  now  that  she  was  not 
dreaming  that  Virginie  was  with  Rupert  in  the 
lai^  drawing-room ;  she  saw  through  the  open 
doorways  that  the  lamps  were  still  burning  there, 
though  they  had  been  extinguished  in  the  inter- 
vening room.  With  the  quickness  of  lightning 
she  recollected,  too,  that  Virginie  was  in  the  habit 
of  remaining  every  night  to  speak  some  additional 
words  to  Rupert ;  that  once  or  twice,  when  she  had 
descended  the  stairs  with  her  and  Melanie,  she  had 
returned  to  seek  a  forgotten  handkerchief  or  book  ; 
and  these  nocturnal  t^le-li-t^tes  were  taken  advan- 
tage of  to  poison  his  mind  against  her  in  the  most 
ungenerous  manner.     Yet  she  could  not  explain, 
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Gonid  not  attempt  to  contradict  what  she  bad  itati ; 
for,  alas  1  it  was  but  too  true  tbat  "  tbeie  was  a  Jtzj 
unusual  cause  for  silence." 

As  tbese  ideas  passed  tbiou^  Cyrilla's  mind, 
she  prepared  to  leave  tbe  room  onobserred  as  sbe 
had  entered  it,  when  her  attention  was  attracted  bj 
hearing  a  half-stifled  exclamation  of  astonishmeDt, 
followed  by  a  few  words  of  inquiry  about  hendf 
uttered  hastily  by  her  sister.  "  She  is  not  in  lui 
room,"  added  lllelanic,  "  and  no  one  has  seen  her 
since  the  children  went  to  bed  two  hoois  ago." 

Cyrilla  turned  back,  saying,  "  I  am  hew, 
Melanie,  and  have  been  sleeping  on  the  sofa  in  tbe 
music-room." 

Her  appearance  seemed  to  complete  the  coa- 
stemation  of  Virgiute ;  she  shaded  her  already 
downcast  eyes  with  her  hand,  and  endeavoured  to 
sink  still  further  back  in  her  chair.  Rupert  bit  his 
lip  and  looked  vexed  ;  but  the  milder  feeling 
clianged  into  something  nearly  approachmg  to 
anger,  as  Alelanie  swept  past  him,  and  drawing 
Cyrilla's  arm  within  hers,  said  in  a  low  but  per- 
fectly distinct  voice,  "  Come,  dearest — we  are  evi- 
dently de  trop  here ! " 

Virginic  glanced  furtively  towards  Itupert,  and 
then  covered  her  face  with  her  bands,  apparentlj 
overwhelmed  with  dismay  at  the  implied  reproach. 
He  stood  at  a  little  distance,  tiying  to  overcome  big 
irritation  and  hide  his  embarrassment  by  lighting 
the  candle  she  had  dehberately  extinguished  half 
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aa  hour  before;  and  then,  with  some  hesitation, 
said,  "  Excuse  mj  reminding  yon,  Virginie,  that 
yon  have  brought  this  anuojance  on  yourself.     I 

have  repeatedly objected  to I  mean,  that 

moch  as  I  enjoy  your  society I  have  ever  wished 

yoo  to  avoid  doing  anything  that Pshaw ! 

you  know  what  I  want  to  say." 

"  I  know  that  you  have  ever  been  moat  kind, 
most  considerate,"  answered  Virginie,  looking  up 
Bnddenly,  while  shaking  her  head  in  a  very  dis- 
tracted manner.  "  I  have  borne  much  from  both 
your  coosins  lately,"  she  added,  rising ;  "  and 
would  bear  more,  Kupert,  in  order  to  be  near  you ; 
but  after  what  has  just  occurred,  I  cannot  remain 
longer  in  this  house," 

"  Nor  can  I  urge  you,"  said  Rupert,  a  good  deal 
moved  at  her  distress,  though  doubtful  if  it  were 
altogether  genuine. 

"  I  see,"  she  began,  with  some  bitterness,  "  you 
are  tired  of  me " 

"  Not  so,"  he  cried  eagerly  ;  "  you  quite  mis- 
understand me ;  and,  indeed,  on  consideration,  per- 
haps it  would  be  better  if  you  were  to  remain  here 
until  our  party  breaks  up  finally.  I  shall  explain 
every  thing  satisfactorily  to  Melanie  to-morrow." 

"  Do  not  attempt  it ;  she  will  not  believe  you. 
I  have  long  perceived  that  she  imputes  the  most 
odious  and  sordid  motives  to  all  my  actions ;  but 
you,  who  have  known  me  from  earliest  infancy ,judgc 
me  otherwise,  I  trust.     You  know  my  innocence 
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^you  know  that  my  a£Eection  for  yon  has  grown 
with  my  growth  and  strengthened  with  my  stieDgtli 
— ^yon  know  that  it  is  of  a  deeper,  stronger  nature 
than  Melanie  has  ever  even  dreamed.  Bnpert,'' 
she  added,  solemnly  approaching  him  ;  "  before  we 
part,  say  that  you  at  least  have  never  doubted  this 
— that,  with  all  my  faults  and  follies,  you  have 
never  suspected  me  of  ignoble  thoughts  or  worldly 
si)eculation8." 

"  Never  for  a  moment,"  said  Rupert,  Ti^annly. 

"  Say  also if  you  can that  you  have  not 

learned  utterly  to  despise  me  for  my weakness." 

O,  well  Virginie  knew,  as  she  pronounced  these 
words,  that  no  man  ever  despised  a  woman  for 
having  a  too  sensible  perception  of  his  excellencies, 
whether  of  mind  or  ])erson,  or  both ;  and  Rupert 
formed  no  exception  to  the  general  rule.  He  did  not 
despise  at  all  the  companion  of  his  youth  for  so  de- 
cided a  proof  of  intellect  and  discernment ;  and  had 
he  been  quite  sure  that  her  graceful  attitude  of 
anxious  inquiry  was  unstudied,  he  might  have 
answered  more  at  length,  and  more  appropriately: 
but  even  what  he  said  was  sufficient  to  move  his 
hearer  more  than  he  ex])ected  or  wished,  and  he 
was  obliged  to  add,  '^  Now,  pray,  dear  Yirginie,  be 
rational,  and  do  not  work  yourself  into  a  useless  state 
of  excitement.*' 

"  You  need  not  fear  it,  I  am  past  all  that  now/'  ste 
answered,  almost  in  a  whisper ;  "  I  have  nothing 
mox^  \.o\lo^  ^t  Sr»x^  ^\sl  ^-^^  Vsgft.  m  this  world.^ 
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Afl  the  light  of  the  candle  she  then  raiaed  from 
the  table  fell  stronglj  on  her  face,  he  perceived 
that  her  features  were  fixed  and  livid.  This  cotild 
not  be  acting,  and  he  said,  gently,  "  Believe  me, 
Virginie,  I  am  at  this  moment  fiir  more  anhappy 
than  yon  are.  You  have  your  child,  your  mother, 
sisters,  brother — many  to  love  and  care  for  you — 
my  hopes  were  all  centred  in  one,  and  my  lot  has 
been  the  bitterest  disappointment." 

'*  Forget  it,"  said  Virginie,  withoat  looking  up ; 

"  forget  her,  and  be  happy  i^in as  happy  as 

yon  deserve  to  be more  I  cannot  wish  you 

and  now,  adien." 

"  Good-night,"  said  Rupert. 

"  Adieu,"  she  repeated,  with  emphasis ;  "  I  shall 
leave  Freilands  to-morrow ;  and  as  I  have  resolved 
to  go  to  my  father-in-law,  we  are  not  likely  to  meet 
agfun  for  years — if  ever.  Will  you  not  say,  fare- 
well ?  Before  your  cousins  to-morrow ;  I  know  you 
dare  not  show  reganl  for  one  so  forlorn  and  worth- 
less as  I  am." 

Rupert  half  smiled,  while  he  assured  her  that 
their  presence  should  be  no  restraint  whatever  on 
him :  and  he  kept  his  word,  for  when,  the  next 
day,  Virginie,  with  a  timidity  half  affected,  half 
real,  took  leave  of  them,  Melanie's  frigid  dignity 
arid  Cj?rilla's  scarcely  concealed  dislike  so  provoked 
him,  that  he  fairly  embraced  her  in  their  presence ; 
kissing  from  her  flushed  cheeks  tke  '<aiii^ttKmK& 
teara  of  reBentment  and  mortification. 
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Silence  seemed  to  &11  on  the  house  as  she  left  it 
The  Bellegaides  came  not  that  day  or  the  follow- 
ing ;  and  jnst  when  their  unity  was  completely  it- 
stroyed,  the  small  family  party  found  themeelns 
alone  for  the  SrBt  time.  The  President,  indeed, 
seemed  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  tranquilli^ 
around  him:  to  him  the  discontent  of  his  com- 
panions never  became  apparent.  Rupert  poUt^, 
the  others  carefully  endeavoured  to  conceal  it  from 
him  during  the  few  hours  he  daily  spent  with  them: 
but  to  each  other  the  case  was  difierent ;  and  thongfa 
Rupcrt'a  efforts  to  appear  cheerful,  and  the  neces- 
sary attentions  to  his  cousins  were  unremitting,, 
they  saw  liis  struggles,  and  to  relieve  liim  from  the 
constraint  which  they  more  than  suspected  iheir 
[ircsence  caused  him,  began  to  drive  into  Eifort 
every  momii)g,  and  spent  the  greater  part  of  the 
day  there  or  at  Neuhof.  Virginie,  perfectly  aware 
of  the  advantages  of  silence  on  most  occasions,  hti 
entered  into  no  explanation  with  any  of  her  family; 
and  they  all  concurred  in  applauding  her  resolution 
to  reside  with  her  father-in-law,  while  jestinglj 
hinting  that  she  would  only  do  so  until  her  finances 
were  recruited.  To  Rupert,  Madame  de  Bellegarde 
regretted  tlie  exaggerated  delicacy  of  feeling  which 
had  induced  her  sister  to  decline  General  Kersdorfs 
proposal,  "  Henri  and  I,"  slie  added,  "  used  *1! 
out  e\w\WEw^  ta  ijetsuade  her.     It  would  have  been 


interroptioii  the  society  of  those  she most 

likes." 

His  answer  was  so  guBrded  that  she  could  not 
remember  it  when  she  wrote  to  Virginie ;  but  she 
mentioned  that  lie  looked  unhappy  and  harassed ; 
and  that  both  Melonie  and  Cyrilla  would  willingly 
leave  Freilands  if  the  President  were  not  determined 
to  stay  there  until  the  exact  day  appointed  for  the 
termination  of  his  visit  when  he  had  accepted  the 
iuTitation. 

This  was  true — and  she  might  have  added,  they 
both  wished  to  leave  Exfort  also ;  and  that  even 
the  prospect  of  going  to  Aix  was  spoken  of  with 
satisfaction^Melanie  openly  expressing  her  hopes 
that  change  of  aii  and  scene  would  be  of  use  to  her 
sbter's  health,  which  had  latterly  begun  to  decline 
in  an  alarming  manner. 

Cyrilla  herself  never  complained  of  suffering, 
either  bodily  or  mental ;  she  seemed  at  last  to  have 
acquired  the  most  perfect  resignation,  avoiding,  even 
when  alone  with  Mclanie,  all  reference  to  the  past, 
all  anticipations  of  the  ^ture ;  but,  while  enduring 
with  fortitude  the  sorrow  she  had  brought  upon 
herself,  she  deeply  deplored  the  share  she  had 
imposed  on  Rupert,  whose  feverish  restlessness,  as 
the  time  of  separation  drew  near,  was  painiiil  to 
witness. 

Nor  was  Zomdorff  happy  in  his  successful  vil- 
lany.  Continually  tormented  with  douVte  ttiA 
Bospicions  of  the  most  complicated  d(i6C,x\^^ioli^V% 
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greatly  regretted  his  harsh  threats  at  the  termina- 
tion  of  the  last   interview  with  Cyrilla;  longed 
ardently  for  an  opportunity  of  conciliating  her,  and 
consequently  looked  forward  with  impatience  to 
the  return  of  the  Falkensteins  to  Exfort,  in  order 
to  have  her  once  more  in  his  uncle's  house,  where 
he  hoped,  by  patience  and  devotion,  to  remove  the 
fears  he  had  so  evidently  inspired.     His  consterna- 
tion and  annoyance  were  greater  than  can  easily  be 
imagined,  when  one  day  informed  by  Klemmhem 
that,  as  Rupert's  leave  of  absence  had  been  pro- 
longed, it  was  supposed  the  President  would  con- 
sent to  remain  some  time  longer  with  him.   Almost 
angrily,  Zomdorff  insisted  that  his  uncle  would 
certainly  return  on  the  12th — he  was  sure  that 
nothing  would  induce  him  to  change  his  plans,  aa 
he  had  important  business  to  transact  before  he 
went  to  Aix.     His  informant,  perfectly  indiiferent 
on  the  subject,  was  soon  convinced  that  he  had 
been  mistaken;  but  a  doubt  so  provoking  remained 
on  Zomdorff's  own  mind,  that,  imwilling  as  he 
was  to  enter  the  precincts  of  Frei lands,  he  son^^ht 
and  foiuid  an  excuse  for  doing  so,  and  the  following 
day   rode    there   at    an   early   hour,   aj>ologizing, 
as  he  drew  up  his  horse  before  the  breakfast-room 
window,  where  his  imcle  was  sitting,  for  being 
obliged  to  disturb  liim  with  business  even  on  « 
Sunday  morning. 

Rupert  and  Cyrilla,  who  had  changed  colour 
m\\v  eic^«\  ic^^vJit^  ^t  the  unexpected  sound  of  hL« 
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voice,  rose  at  ihe  same  moment,  intending  to  leave 
the  room,  had  not  the  President,  from  consideration 
for  the  latter,  passed  them  quickly,  and  joining  his 
nephew  in  the  hall,  retired  with  him  to  a  seat  under 
one  of  the  trees  on  the  lawn. 

Cjrilla  sat  down  again,  Eupert  walked  to  one  of 
the  windows,  just  in  time  to  see  a  soldier  of  his 
regiment  give  a  letter  to  one  of  the  servants,  and 
merely  saying,  "  No  answer,"  touch  his  cap  and 
ride  off  again. 

The  letter  was  brought  to  Rupert,  who  observed, 
as  he  opened  it,  "  From  Maier  I  If  he  want 
another  day's  shooting,  I  shall  put  him  off  until 
next  week,  Cyrilla,  as  I  know  both  you  and  Me- 
lanie  dislike  him." 

"  Not  exactly,"  she  answered,  hesitatingly ;  "  but 
his  appearance  is  unprepossessing,  and  made  a  dis- 
agreeable impression  on  us  the  first  time  we  saw 
him." 

"  He  is  not  handsome,  certainly,"  said  Rupert, 
"nor  are  any  of  the  family;  his  brother  Caspar 
was  even  plainer,  and  Zomdorff  completed  his 
ugliness,  by  giving  him  a  sabre  wound  in  a  duel 
that  left  a  scar  on  his  face  he  will  carry  to  his  grave. 
Poor  fellow,  that  same  acar  greatly  increased  his 
difficulties,  when  he  was  endeavouring  to  escape  to 
America  three  years  ago.  He  was  some  weeks  con- 
cealed at  Spa,  while  descriptions  of  him  and  it  were 
in  all  the  newspapers.  Ah,  here  is  a.  Vettfcx  fe'i-m. 
him,  the  first  I  have  received  sinca  Via  tx^Vna.- 
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tion,  enclosed  to  his  brother,  and  dated  nearly  two 
months  ago.  But  what  is  all  this  about?  State- 
ment of  facts — confession — Zomdorff — Spa " 

Cyrilla  understood  it  alL  The  clergyman  who 
had  met  them  at  Spa  was  Captain  Maier's  brother 
— Rupert  knew  him  well,  perhaps  intimately,  and 
his  letter  would  disclose  all  she  had  endeavoured  so 
carefully  to  conceal. 

It  did  so.  The  young  man,  having  learned 
from  his  brother  that  Rupert  was  supposed  to  be 
engaged  to  his  cousin  Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron, 
had  considered  himself  bound  in  honour  to  write 
him  a  full  account  of  all  that  had  occurred  at  the 
Gdronst^re  spring.  He  informed  him  also  of  the 
manner  in  which  he  had  been  subsequently  em- 
ployed by  Zomdorff,  of  his  purchases  of  land  and 
houses,  of  a  projected  flight  to  America  with  Cy- 
rilla von  Adlerkron  had  his  wife  lived,  and  ever)' 
other  circumstance  calculated  to  throw  light  on  a 
transaction,  which,  he  assured  Rupert,  he  never 
would  have  been  accessory  to,  had  not  Zomdorff 
solemnly  promised  to  renew  the  vows  so  fraudu- 
lently made,  as  soon  as  the  necessary  legal  arrange- 
ments could  be  completed. 

Rupert's  amazement  and  indignation  while  read- 
ing this  letter  almost  deprived  him  of  breath,  and 
before  he  had  half  finished  it,  he  looked  at  Cyrilla, 
and,  murmuring  the  words,  "  Unhappy  girl!" 
rushed  into  the  adjoining  room,  where  she  heard 
lum  ftlfiSivxi^  >x^  ^sA^Qr^w^\\.ttcTm^  violent  excla- 


mationB  for  some  minatee.  The  moment  she  ap- 
proached the  door,  he  threw  himself  into  a  chair, 
and  placing  his  arms  on  the  table  before  him,  hid 
his  face  in  his  hands. 

She  stood  beside  him  for  a  few  moments  silently; 
then,  placing  her  hand  on  his  shoulder,  faltered, 
"  You  know  all  now,  Bnpert  ?  " 

"  All— all — more  than  you  do,"  he  answered, 
without  looking  up. 

"  And  you  nnderstand  my  motives  for  secrecy, 
and  will  not  increase  my  misery  by  telling  the 
I^ceident,  or  quarrelling  with — Count  Zomdorff." 

Rupert's  hands  balled  themselves  convubively 
as  she  pronounced  the  name. 

"  Is  there — no  hope — of  release  for  me — without 
— his  crime  and  my  folly  being  made  public  ?  "  she 
asked  in  a  whisper. 

Rupert  raised  himself,  and  without  looking  at 
her,  said  slowly,  "You  must  not  think  of  it,  Cy- 
lilla ;  my  duty  now  compels  mc  to  urge  you  to 
fiiliil  your  engagement  to  Zomdorff — it  is  the  only 
reparation  he  can  make  for  his  atrocious  conduct." 

*'  I  will  not  accept  a  reparation  which,  in  itself, 
would  be  a  punishment  greater  than  even  my  fault 
deserves,"  she  said  quickly. 

"  Yon  will  judge  differently  when  I  have  pointed 
out  to  you  the  true  state  of  the  case,"  continued 
Rnpert,  gravely.  "  Zomdorff,  in  order  to  secure  his 
own  impunity,  has  placed  you  in  the  most  ^vnt;^ 
poaition  t/iat  it  is  possible  to  imagine.     'H,6\««^(»ft:- 


ly,  as  I  Grmlj  believe,  neglected  sll  the  i 
forms,  omitted  to  apply  for  the  requisite  penniuian, 
chose  a  foreign  countrj,  for  Spa  is  bejond  oor 
frontiers,  and,  in  short,  did  everything  that  could 
take  even  a  shadow  of  legality  from  the  act  which 
was  to  hind  him  to  yoo." 

"  I  did  not  know  that  a  marri^e  contracted  in  > 
foreign  country  was  less  binding  than  in  one's 
own,"  said  Cyrilla,  thoughtfully.  "  Melanie  ia  my 
ignorant  of  such  matters;  I  am  if  possible  more  eo; 
and  we  did  not  veiiture  to  aak  any  one  who  coold 
liave  given  us  information." 

"  Few  women  understand  such  things,"  said 
Rupert,  bitterly;  "  and  therefore  they  cannot  too 
carefully  avoid  all  clandestine  transactions." 

Cyrilla  received  this  as  a  well  deserved  le^Rnof. 
and  attempted  no  defence. 

A  long  pause  ensued — it  was  broken  at  last  by 
Itupert  observing,  with  very  evident  embam*- 
mcnt,  "  I  don't  tliink  you  understand  me,  CjTilla. 

"  O  yes,  pei-fectly,"  she  said,  quietly.  '■  1  im 
i]uite  aware  that  oiu:  marriage  was  irregular,  and  _ 
ttte  usual  Ibrms  neglected.  The  clergjman  himself 
recommended,  and  Uelanie  always  said,  that  another 
and  more  public  ceremony  must  take  place  at  t 
later  period." 

"And  yon — and  Zomdorff  thoQght  so,  loo't 
asked  Rupert,  breathlessly,  as  he  snatched  her  iaod 
and  drew  her  towards  him. 

"  O^  t(iMM&*,  but  there  was  no  time  to  discnatit 
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matter,  as  we  were  separated  so  immediately  after- 
wards by  his  lather  and  the  President,  who  fol- 
lowed us  to  Spa,  and  would  not  eren  consent  to  onr 
speaking  to  each  other  for  a  few  minutes  alone. 
The  next  time  we  met  was  the  evening  of  my  re- 
turn to  Exfort,  and  then  another  wife  was  standing 
beside  hira  I " 

"  O,  Cyrilla,"  he  cried,  springing  joyfully  from 
his  chair ;  "  there  is  happiness  in  store  for  ua  yet ! 
This  marriage  is  beyond  all  doubt  illegal ;  and  I 
may  now  tell  you  without  restraint  or  liesitatioii, 
that  the  duel  with  Zomdorff,  or  rather  the  cause  of 
it,  prevented  Caspar  Maier  from  ever  being  ordained ; 
so  that  he  Lad  no  more  right  to  perform  a  marriage 
ceremony  than  I  have,  and  the  whole  affair  was 
nothing  but  a  disgraceful,  dishonourable  fraud ! " 

While  Rupert,  with  sparkling  eyes  and  eager 
Ouency,  continued  his  explanations,  and  told  her 
how  Maier  had  after^vard^  studied  medicine,  and 
was  now  practising  as  a  physician  at  Cincinnati,  and 
how  Zomdorff  had  purchased  large  tracts  of  land 
there,  intending  that  she  should  cross  the  Atlantic 
with  him,  even  during  hia  wife's  lifetime,  Cyrilla 
stood  motionless — speechless — hardly  daring  to  re- 
joice ;  so  greatly  shocked  was  she  at  the  extent  of 
Zomdorff'a  treacheiy,  so  fearful  that  a  man  so  un- 
scrupulous might  even  yet  find  some  way  to  mar 
her  prospects  of  happiness. 

At  length  the  subject  was  exhausted,  and  Rupert 
spoke  not  less  eloquently  of  himself.     Then  it  was 
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that  Cyrilla  felt  her  freedom^  and  yielded  to  the 
natural  joyful  buoyancy  of  her  disposition  without 
reserve.  At  his  request  all  the  particnlais  of  the 
unfortunate  transaction  that  had  so  embittered 
three  years  of  her  life  was  related;  after  which  he 
made  her  dwell  long  upon  her  change  of  feeUngs, 
and  the  commencement  of  her  affection  for  him ;  aod 
charmed  Vith  the  blushing,  half- willing,  half-ie- 
luctant  confession,  might  hare  continued  still 
longer  to  question  eagerly  and  listen  delightfullj, 
had  not  a  glance  towards  the  window  showed  them 
ZomdorfF  taking  a  lingering  leave  of  his  uncle, 
while  his  eyes  wandered  along  the  facade  of  the 
house.  Rupert  returned  to  the  breakfast-room,  and 
opening  the  door,  desired  the  porter  to  request 
Count  ZomdorfF  to  come  to  him  for  a  few  minutes 
as  soon  as  he  was  disengaged. 

"Rupert dear  Rupert you   are  not,  I 

trust,  going  to  say  or  do  anything  that  can  provoke 
a  quarrel  ?  Spare  him  all  imncces^sary  irritation... 
...for  my  sake,  for  yours,  say  nothing  of  our  plans 
for  the  future or " 

"  What !  continued  secrecy,  Cyrilla  ?  " 

"  I  only  meant  for  the  next  week  or  two ;  and  if 
you  have  no  objection,  I  should  like  to  speak  to 
him  alone  now." 

"  I  have  a  very  decided  objection  to  giving  him 
an  opportunity  of  again  intimidating  you." 

"  Thank  goodness  he  can  do  so  no  more,"  said 
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"  Yet  a  few  tlireats  of  taking  Tengeance  on  me 
might  still  have  aome  eflfect,"  rejoined  Bupert,  aa 
he  bait  down  his  head  to  hers  and  looked  arehly 
into  her  eyes. 

Cyrilla  turned  pale  at  the  very  idea,  and  at  that 
moment  the  door  opened  and  Zomdorff  entered. 

He  slightly  frowned  and  drew  himself  up,  as  he 
approached  them,  saying :  "  There  is  some  mistake, 
perhaps I  was  told  you  wished  to  speak  to 


"  I  did....,.Ido "  said  Bupert.     "Read  this 

letter,  Count  Zomdorff — it  is  from  America — ftom 
Maier,  your  friend  and accomplice !" 

"  Rupert,"  cried  Cyrilla,  greatly  alarmed  at  this 
beginning ;  "  I  will  not  allow  you  to  explain. 
Count  Zomdorff  shall  hear  from  me  alone  how  un- 
generously I  think  he  acted  in in  taking  ad- 
vantage of  the  ignorance  and  fears  of  two  helpless 
women  I " 

Rupert  understood  her  pacilic  intentions,  and  felt 
that  she  was  acting  judiciously.  An  altercation 
with  Zomdorff  would  at  that  moment  have  been 
worse  than  useless ;  for  a  single  glance  at  his  agi- 
tated face  and  heaving  cheat  convinced  Rupert,  not 
only  that  he  keenly  felt  the  pain  of  detection,  but 
was  for  the  moment  overwhelmed  by  the  annihila- 
tion of  all  his  long-cherished  plans. 

Either  to  conceal  his  emotion,  orto  knowhowmuch 
of  his  guilt  was  betrayed,  he  turned  to  the  nearest 
window  and  attempted  to  read  the  letter.     The  first 


few  tinea  and  the  words  "  foil  oonteaaoa,"  Boffeed 
to  estingaiBh  his  remainii^  hope&  He  stan^ied 
violently  two  or  three  times  with  iirepremible  nge, 
clutched  the  letter  in  hia  qoivering  hands,  and^ben 
striking  it  against  his  forehead,  held  it  there  to  hide 
the  workings  of  features  convulsed  hj  the  ctHttatd- 
ing  feelings  of  shame  and  disappointment ;  bnt  hu 
audibly  short-drawn  breath  and  heaving  chest  be- 
trayed all  the  emotion  he  bo  vainly  endeavoured  to 
conceal ;  and  even  when  at  length  he  advanced  to- 
wards Cyrilla,  and  attempted  to  speak,  his  toogoe 
seemed  to  cleave  to  his  lips,  and  he  could  at  liist 
only  gasp  out  some  scarcely  articulate  sounds. 

Surprised  and  somewhat  sof^ed  by  this  nnei- 
pccted  ebullition  of  feeling  on  the  part  of  a  man  m 
little  in  the  habit  of  being  demonstrative,  Rupert'^ 
features  relaxed,  and  he  walked  quickly  into  tin 
nest  room,  and  leaned  out  of  a  distant  windoir,  to 
avoid  hearing  the  words  of  passionate  pleading  that 
afterwards  flowed  so  unrestrainedly.  Cyrilla  lis- 
tened passively  to  them  and  the  succeeding  >t- 
tempts  at  exculpation  ;  she  did  not  even  raise  her 
eyes  to  those  so  anxiously  bent  on  hers ;  but  she 
evidently  believed  Zomdorff's  assertion  that  he  h»d 
gone  to  Salzburg  when  she  was  dangerottsly  ill,  in 
order  to  explain  all  and  make  her  free,  when,  hav- 
ing heard  tliat  she  was  recovering,  the  Bacrifice  had 
)>Gen  too  great  for  him.  He  also  assured  her  that 
ill  the  last  terrible  interview  she  had  had  with  his 
w\(e,  W  Nfaa  ao  shocked  at  Margaret's  desjuir,  that 
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he  was  again  od  the  point  of  confession  when  she 
had  become  insensible,  and,"  he  continued,  "  had 
she  lived  I  shoold  also  have  had  at  least  the  merit 
of  self-condemnation,  and  freely  offered  reparation 
— for  the  words  she  had  overheard  that  fatal  night 
admitted  of  no  further  reserve  with  her,  nor  did  I 
attempt  any.  She  loved  me,  Cyrilla,  and  forgave 
not  only  all  the  wrong  I  had  done  her,  but  also — 
all  I  had  meditated." 

Zomdorff  paused  before  he  added,  in  a  constrained 
voice :  "  From  yon  I  dare  not  expect  such  clemency, 
and  do  not  even  think  of  asking  forgiveneas " 

"  Take  it,  then,  unasked,"  said  Cyrilla,  yielding 
instantly  to  tlie  impulse  of  a  generous  heart  over- 
flowing with  happiness.  "  I  am  now,"  she  added, 
unconsciously  glancing  towards  the  open  door  of 
the  other  room,  "  much  too  happy  to  harbour  anger 
— even  against  you.  Let  the  past  be  forgotten,  and 
out  acquaintance  begin  again." 

There  is  perhaps  no  moment  in  which  a  human 
being  is  seen  to  such  advantage  as  when  in  the  act 
of  pardoning.  As  Cyrilla  turned  round  and  ex- 
tended her  hand,  Zoradorff  thought  her  perfectly 
divine. 

But,  alas  !  he  was  human ;  and  a  chaos  of  deep 
regrets  and  wild  resolves  passed  quickly  through  his 
mind.  He  took  her  offered  hand,  and  exclaimed, 
vehemently :  "  O,  Cyrilla,  had  we  been  i^in 
united,  the  sole  occupation  of  my  life  would  have 
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been  an  nnoeasing  endeavour  to  make  yoii  for- 

get " 

"Yes yes;  I  am  quite  convinced  of  that," 

she  answered,  hastily ;  "  but  you  must  allow  me 
to  repeat  all  you  have  said  to  Rupert ;"  and, 
anxious  to  avoid  further  discussion,  she  joined  him, 
excused  and  defended  Zomdorff  with  all  the  eager- 
ness of  fear ;  and,  finally,  having  added  some  ear- 
nest entreaties,  succeeded  in  persuading  him  to  re- 
turn to  the  breakfast-room  to  ofier  Zomdorff  his 
hand  and  a  total  oblivion  of  the  past. 

Less  solicitous  of  a  reconciliation  with  Rupert 
than  Cyrilla  had  supposed,  Zomdorff  would  scarcely 
have  awaited  the  result  of  their  conference  had  not 
his  uncle  entered  the  room  to  remind  him  of  some 
papers  and  accounts  which  it  was  necessary  to  have 
in  order  on  or  before  the  2l8t  of  the  month ;  out 
they  had  not  half  discussed  the  revenues  of  the 
crown-lands,  Sennheim  and  Streck,  when  the  cou- 
sins entered  the  room.  Any  reference  to  what  had 
occurred  before  the  President  was  out  of  the  ques- 
tion. Rupert,  however,  extended  his  hand  wheji 
Zomdorff  was  about  to  leave  ;  Cyrilla  did  the  same, 
and  the  President,  equally  surprised  and  pleased  at 
what  he  considered  a  demonstration  of  renewed 
friendship  on  her  part,  without  hesitation  reque.<ted 
his  nephew  to  return  in  the  evening,  and  let  him 
know  the  result  of  his  conference  with  the  Kcmrner- 
reinsor  Klinghardt. 
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Cyrilla  did  not  hear  hie  anawer :  before  they  had 
crossed  the  hall,  she  was  in  her  sister's  room,  yield- 
ing without  restmnt  to  the  contending  emotions 
she  had  so  saccesstiilly  controlled  during  the  last 
bonr. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

Bt  some  process  of  n^asoning  which  it  is  not  nec- 
essary to  follow,  ZomdorflF,  in  the  conise  of  a  few 
hours,  had  fully  persuaded  himself  that  the  "  head 
and  front  of  his  offending"  had  been  against  his 
unhappy  wife,  and  if  she  had  thought  propw  to 
forgive  him,  no  one  else  had  a  right  to  call  him  to 
account — that  with  regard  to  Cyrilla,  he  had  in- 
sisted, perhaps,  a  little  too  rigorously  on  the  fulfil- 
ment of  vows,  somewhat  fraudulently  obtained  un- 
doubtedly, but  excusable  on  the  part  of  a  mjm  m 
tried  and  tempted  as  he  had  been — and  that,  ill 
things  considered,  he  had  more  used  than  abused 
the  power  her  timidity  aud  reliance  on  his  truth 
had  given  him.     This  view  of  the  case  enabled 
him  to  return  to  Freilands,  meet  his  aunt  without 
embarrassment,  and  inform  her  before  they  were 
long  together  of  his  opinion  on  the  subject ;  adding, 
that  his  only  subject  of  regret  was  the  failure  of  » 
plan  which  would  have  enabled  him  to  dedicate  the 
T^taainder  of  his  life  to  Cyrilla,  and  make  amends 
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for  the  ims^nary  wrongs  whicli  had  bo  onfortn- 
nately  estranged  her  from  him !  Then  he  repeat- 
ed what  he  had  said  to  Cyrilla,  in  extenuation  of 
his  offence,  with  even  increased  pathos ;  for  hie 
hearer,  released  from  all  apprehensions,  now  lis- 
tened to  him  with  her  former  interest  and  sympa- 
tby.  In  her  idea  the  romantic  fraud  waa  already 
partially  expiated  when,  instead  of,  aa  she  had 
feared,  threatening  to  revenge  himself  on  his  suc- 
ceseAil  rival,  he  declared  he  should  penitently  drag 
on  the  remainder  of  his  wretched  existence,  a  hope- 
less, aimless,  blasted  man  I 

Rupert  and  Cyrilla  had  soon  after  his  arrival  re- 
tired to  the  end  room,  taking  it  for  granted  that 
their  presence  must  still  embanase  if  not  annoy 
him.  Rupert's  gaiety  and  merry  langh  were  often 
stopped  by  Cyrilla,  who,  pointing  anxiously  to  the 
door-way,  entreated  him  to  avoid  irritating  the 
vindictive  man  who  was  then  within  hearing.  It 
was  in  vain  he  protested  against  further  restraint ; 
with  tearful  eyes  she  assured  him  her  fears  were 
still  so  unconquerable,  that  nothing  would  give 
her  greater  pleasure  than  to  see  him  leave  for 
Windhorst  the  veiy  next  day. 

He  thanked  her  with  mock  gravity  for  her  kind 
wish  to  get  rid  of  him ;  but  asenred  her  there 
was  not  the  slightest  chance  of  his  leaving  Exfort 
or  its  neighbourhood  until  she  chose  to  go  to  Wind- 
horst with  him — the  sooner,  however,  armngements 
coold  be  made  for  that  purpose  the  better. 
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^^  You  wilfully  misunderstand  me,"  said  Cyrilli, 
"  or  can  you  really  not  believe,  that  though  I  kavc 
now  no  fears  on  my  own  account,  on  yours  they 
are  increased  a  hundredfold?" 

"  I  do  believe  you,"  answered  Rupert,  smiling; 
"  but  assure  you  they  are  quite  unfounded." 

"  Will  you  at  least  promise  never  to  refer  to 
what  occurred  this  morning  in  Count  Zomdoiffs 
presence?" 

"  Not  the  least  danger  of  my  doing  so,"  said  Bu- 
pert:  "you  are  sufficiently  implicated  to  silence 
me  for  ever.     I  don't  even  like  to  think  of  it" 

"  And  you  will  also  avoid  every  thing  else  that 
could  lead  to  an  altercation  or  quarrel  with  liim?" 

"  Undoubtedly  ;  but  now,  dearest,  let  us  talk  of 
something  else." 

Cyrilla  was  silenced,  but  not  satisfied ;  her  ter- 
ror of  Zomdorff  was  still  so  great,  that  on  hearing 
him  soon  after  approach  with  the  President,  she 
started  up,  intending  to  place  herself  as  far  away 
from  her  cousin  as  the  limits  of  the  room  would 
pennit. 

"  Stay,  Cyrilla,"  cried  Rupert,  catching  her 
hand  ;  "  I  cannot  pennit  this  to  continue  any  lon- 
ger ;  there  is  no  mystery,  no  promise  now,  and  pu 
are  henceforward  at  liberty  to  sit  beside  and  talk  to 
me  whenever  you  please." 

She  sat  down,  but  in  doing  so  removed  her  chair 
to  a  considerable  distance. 

l&.w^ei\.  \^\Vi<l  Ivva  in  the  same  direction,  and  was 


CYRILLA.  245 

laughing  nnrestiainedlj  at  her  face  of  alarm,  when 
Melanie,  followed  by  the  President  and  Zomdorff, 
entered  the  room. 

"  Lindesmar  has  evidently  not  found  favour  in 
yonr  eyes,"  said  the  latter  to  his  uncle,  in  continua- 
tion of  their  conversation ;  "  lie  seems  in  a  fair  way 
to  take  a  permanent  place  among  the  unhapj^  herd 
of  expectant  candidates  for  office ! " 

"  Has  he  again  been  disappointed  in  his  hopes 
of  employment  ?"  asked  Rupert. 

Yes ;  and  is  chafing  immensely  at  the  slight  per- 
ception which  people  high  in  station  have  of  his  ta- 
lents!" replied  Zomdorff,  sarcastically. 

*'  Poor  fellow,"  said  Rupert ;  "  he  perhaps  ima- 
gines your  uncle  prejudiced  against  him,  which  I 
am  sure  is  not  the  case,  as  he  is  said  to  have  botli 
talent  and  application.  I  fear,  however,"  he  added, 
turning  to  the  President,  who  had  merely  prolonged 
his  walk  into  the  room,  and  was  again  leaving  it, 
"  I  fear  it  may  be  long  before  he  will  get  a  situa- 
tion, if  you  do  not  use  your  interest  for  him.  A 
word  from  you  to  the  minister  would  set  all  to 
rights." 

"  We  shall  see  what  can  be  done  for  him  a  few 
months  hence,"  said  the  President, 

"  Cyrilla,"  whispered  Rupert,  smiling,  "  you  are 
not  perhaps  aware  that  one  of  Lindesmar's  chief 
reasons  for  desiring  immediate  employment  is,  that 
he  may  be  able  to  make  you  an  offer  of  his  heart 
and  hand." 
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"  O,  Rupert,  can  yon  never  be  seriooB ! " 

'^  Yirginie  told  me  so,  I  assure  you,  and  moie 
than  hinted  that  her  brother  had  very  little  dooh 
of  your  acceptance.  For  my  own  part,  I  have  not 
been  able  to  discover  any  real  foundation  fox  hk 
hopes,  though  you  may  remember  I  made  a  soit 
of  attempt  at  jealousy  some  weeks  ago." 

There  was  something  in  the  expression  of  Zorn- 
dorflfs  countenance,  as  he  silently  contemplated  the 
cousins,  that  made  Melanie  uneasy,  and  she  en- 
deavoured to  attract  him  to  an  open  window  bj 
drawing  aside  the  musUn  curtains  and  making 
some  trivial  observation  about  the  moon.  He  did 
not  move  ;  but  two  large  moths,  long  perhaps  at- 
tracted by  the  light  in  the  room,  flew  past  her,  and 
after  having  noisily  flapped  along  the  ceiling  for  a 
few  moments,  descended  simultaneously  and  beat 
their  wings  against  the  globe  of  one  of  the  lamps 
in  wild  endeavours  to  reach  the  flame  within. 

"  O,  save  them,  save  them ! "  cried  Melanie, 
covering  her  face  with  her  hand ;  "  if  they  fly 
upon  or  over  the  cylinder  they  will  be  burned  to 
death ! " 

Rupert  started  up  and  tried  to  chase  them  from 
their  doom  ;  but  just  as  he  got  them  safely  outside 
the  window,  and  while  Cyrilla  was  preparing  to 
close  the  curtain  upon  them,  with  a  pertinacity  not 
alone  peculiar  to  moths,  they  once  more  rushed 
into  danger,  and  again  eagerly  fluttered  round  the 
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"  Edooard,  help  to  save  them,"  cried  Mel&nie, 
tnmiiig  eagerly  to  Zomdoiff,  who  stood  calmly 
looking  on. 

He  approached  the  table;  and  as  one  alighted 
for  a  moment  on  Cyrilla's  handkerchief,  he  placed 
his  hand  over  it,  drew  it  to  the  edge  of  the  table, 
and  then,  having  closed  his  fingers,  walked  to  the 
window. 

The  hand  was  opened — the  handkerchief  shaken, 
bat  the  poor  insect,  instead  of  spreading  its  wings 
to  seek  safety  in  flight,  fell  crushed  and  dead  to 
the  ground. 

"  Poor  thing,"  said  Cyrilla^  placing  it  for  a  mo- 
meat  in  the  palm  of  her  hand,  "  it  is  qnite,  quite 
dead ;  its  death  at  least  was  quick,  and  it  could  not 
have  Buffered  as  if  it  had  been  burnt." 

"  0  !  "  cried  Melanie  in  a  tremulous  voice,  "  the 
other — the  other  has  burnt  its  wings,  and  is 
atnjggling  on  the  table — take  it  away,  I  cannot 
look  at  it!" 

Zomdorff  raised  the  paper  on  which  the  wounded 
insect  lay,  and  placed  it  on  the  chimney-piece, 
against  which  he  leaned,  gazing  down  abstract- 
edly. 

Cyrilla  closed  the  curtain,  sat  down,  and  drew 
her  work  towards  her.  Melauie  began  to  write 
quickly  with  her  ever  ready  pencil ;  and  after  a 
pause  of  a  minute  or  two,  Bupert,  who  had  been 
leaning  on  the  back  of  Cyrilla's  chfur,  observed : 

"  It  is  incomprehensible  to  me  how  ZomdorfT 
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can  find  anything  interesting  or  agreeable  in  watch- 
ing the  agony  of  that  moth." 

"  K  it  cannot  fly  again,"  said  Cyrilla,  looking 
up,  "  it  would  perhaps  be  humane  to  kill  it" 

"  Life  is  sweet,"  observed  Zomdorff,  wiAoat 
moving. 

"  Not  when  deprived  of  all  that  makes  it  de- 
sirable," said  Rupert :  '^  the  fate  of  the  other  modi 
was  happier." 

"Do  you  think  so?"  asked  Zomdorff,  looking 
up  for  a  moment 

"  Undoubtedly.  A  quick  death  is  preferable  to 
a  lingering  and  painftd  one." 

"  And  yet,"  said  Zomdorff,  "  if  that  insect  could 
speak,  it  would  most  probably  say,  ^  Let  me  lire; 
anything  is  better  than  death  and  annihilation ! '  *' 

"  Pshaw !  "  cried  Rupert,  impatiently,  "  we  arr 
not  going  to  talk  fables  just  now.  I  agree  vn\h 
Cyrilla  in  thinking  it  would  be  humane  to  put  an 
end  to  the  existence  of  an  insect  which  never  can 
fly,  and  scarcely  even  walk  again." 

"  Let  it  live,"  said  Zomdorff;  and,  going  to  a 
distant  window,  he  stretched  out  his  arm  and 
dropped  it  among  the  leaves  of  an  American 
creeper  which  was  trained  against  that  side  of  the 
house. 

Melanie  ceased  writing,  and,  resting  her  front 
teeth  on  the  top  of  her  pencil-case,  observed  mp- 
teriously :  "  Don't  you  see,  he  considered  those 
moths  ijeraoTia?" 


"  Persons  I  "  repeated  Rupert,  incredolouslj. 

"  Yes ;  he  supposed  them  men,  or  he  woxild  never 
have  said  all  that  aboot  letting  live  and  annihila- 
tion," 

"  Nonsense,"  cried  Rupert,  latching ;  "  when  he 
spoke  of  annihilation  he  could  only,  I  am  sure, 
have  thought  of  the  insect." 

"  Yet  the  idea  struck  me  directly,"  eaid  Me- 
lanie ;  "  and  in  these  lines  which  I  have  written 
you  will  find  that " 

"  O,  as  a  poetical  fancy  I  have  no  sort  of  objec- 
tion to  it,"  replied  Rupert ;  "  and  perhaps  he  may 
also  have  indulged  in  some  idea  of  the  kind,  though 
he  looks  thoughtful  enough  for  one  to  suppose  him 
omen-seeking  as  usual." 

"  You  attach  no  importance  to  omens  ? "  said 
Cyrilla,  half  inquiringly. 

"  I  never  think  about  them,  and  scarcely  know 
anything  more  tiresome  or  absurd  than  viewing 
trifling  occurrences  with  the  eyes  of  an  augur, 
Melanie,  your  lines  are  pretty,  though  the  conceit 
is  too  melancholy  to  suit  me.  Is  it  a  fact  that  one 
moth  chased  tlie  oilier  to  its  doom,  and  in  doing 
ao,  burnt  its  own  wings?" 

"  I  imagined  it  at  least,"  answered  Melanie, 
smiling,  "  and  must  have  it  so  in  order  to  deduct  a 
moral." 

While  Rupert  and  Cyrilla  bent  their  heads  over 
the  little  book,  Zomdorff  turned  round,  looked 
steadftstly  and  gloomily  at  them,  and  then  with  an 
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unnsnal  degree  of  formality  took  leave,  fumf 
even  his  uncle  in  one  of  the  other  roomfl  with  t 
scarcely  audible  "  Gk)od-night." 

His  absence  was  a  most  evident  relief  to  Go- 
rilla— she  openly  expressed  her  satisfaction  at  H, 
and  also  her  surprise  at  his  coming  to  FrdlindB 
after  the  occurrences  of  the  morning.  When  in- 
formed by  Melanie  of  his  present  view  of  his  oon- 
ducty  she  was  only  restrained  from  a  burst  of  iiidig<- 
nation  by  the  fear  of  provoking  Rupert  to  anger, 
who,  as  it  was^  coloured  violently,  and  observed: 
that  2^mdorff  had  this  time  as  usual  managed 
to  compel  people  to  connive  at  his  baseness,  but  he 
would  some  time  or  other  become  inextricably  en- 
tangled in  one  of  his  complicated  schemes,  and  be 
exposed  to  the  infamy  he  deserved. 

As  the  cousins  afterwards  sat  together  on  the 
moonlit  balcony,  Rupert  forming  plans  of  fatme 
happiness,  to  which  Cyrilla  listened  without  oflSff- 
ing  even  an  amendment,  they  neither  thought  rf 
nor  saw  the  solitary  man  who,  in  the  deep  shade  of 
the  nearest  trees,  gazed  at  them  with  an  expression 
of  such  intense  jealousy  and  rage,  that  his  face,  in 
all  its  perfect  symmetry,  might  have  been  mistaken 
for  that  of  a  demon. 

He  was  not  seen  that  evening,  or  any  of  the  fol- 
lowing, when  the  sound  of  music  and  laughter 
seemed  to  excite  him  to  frenzy — nor  that  last  ni^t 
when  the  Bellegardes  were  accompanied  home,  aud 
the  bright  moonlight  afterwards  tempted  to  the 
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lingering  Btroll  in  the  lime-tree  walk  ;  but  he,  from 
hifl  place  of  concealment,  saw  the  parting  after- 
wards— heard  the  good-niglit  uttered  in  tones  bo 
soft  and  reluctant,  that  Melanie,  who  had  been 
walking  on  before  in  dignified  abstraction,  turned 
round,  and  observed  with  a  mixture  of  surprise  and 
pleasorc,  "  Why,  Rupert,  I  do  believe,  after  all, 
you  can  be  as  much  in  love,  and  as as " 

"  As  foolishly  fond  as  even  yoit  could  desire," 
he  said,  laughing,  "  Not  the  smallest  doubt  of  it, 
Melanie.  I  have  only  been  waiting  for  an  oppor- 
tunity of  exhibiting  my  talents  in  that  way  for  the 
last  three  years.  I  should  not  even  mind  walking 
up  and  down  here  in  the  moonlight  now,  and  say- 
ing, '  Good-night  until  it  were  to-morrow.'  " 

The  sisters  entered  the  house.  Rupert  looked 
after  them  until  the  door  was  closed,  and  then 
turned  back  into  the  avenue,  and  sauntered  slowly 
in  the  direction  of  the  lake.  Before  he  was  quite 
oat  of  sight,  the  watcher  started  forward,  shook  " 
hie  clenched  hand  at  him  in  furious  menace,  and 
then  darted  off  in  the  contrary  direction. 


252 


CYBILLA« 


CHAPITER  XIV. 


Cyrilla's  brief  span  of  tranquil  happinesd  iw 
over.  Tlie  removal  to  Exfort  took  place  the  next 
day,  and  Zomdorff  once  more  began  to  frequent 
his  uncle's  house  in  the  regular  matter-of-coureo 
manner  that  he  had  done  before  his  marriage.  He 
never  referred  to  that  calamitous  episode  in  hi? 
life,  seemed  to  wish  it  forgotten,  and,  by  returning 
to  all  his  old  habits,  endeavoured  continually,  aiid 
often  painfully,  to  remind  Cyrilla  of  former  time?. 
Fortunately  for  her  he  also  attended  with  unremit- 
ting attention  to  the  business  incumbent  on  him  as 
Kammer-assessor,  so  that  she  knew  pretty  accu- 
rately the  hours  when  he  might  be  expected,  and 
was  consequently  tolerably  successful  in  her  efforts 
to  prevent  Rupert  from  too  often  meeting  him. 
Still  the  evening  almost  invariably  brought  them 
together ;  and  then,  perhaps  observing  the  feverish 
anxiety  with  which  she  watched  their  movement? 
A  \va\.^Tifc^  \ft  ^'Kvt  ^^T^^^  ^Ixfty  generally  met 
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graciously  and  spoke  to  each  other  on  some  indiffer- 
ent suhject  for  a  short  time.  The  Bellegardes 
oftcn^  and  even  at  a  late  hour,  joined  them,  but 
Count  Lindesmar  had  altogether  ceased  to  frequent 
the  house,  in  consequence  of  some  irritability  about 
his  non-appointment  to  the  desired  situation,  and 
an  absurd  idea  that  he  had  on  that  account  become 
the  subject  of  ridicule.  The  President  having 
heard  that  some  well-meant  expressions  had  been 
misrepresented  to  him  in  a  manner  to  wound  his 
very  susceptible  feelings,  requested  Rupert,  one 
evening  when  he  had  outstaid  all  the  other  guests, 
to  explain  to  Lindesmar  that  nothing  had  been 
further  from  the  intention  of  any  member  of  their 
&mily  than  to  offend  or  annoy  him. 

"  I  think,  Falkenstein,  it  would  be  better  if  you 
told  him  so  yourself,"  said  Rupert.  "  I  am  going 
to-morrow  to  Freilands  for  a  couple  of  days,  and 
expect  some  friends  there,  but  as  they  are  all  mili- 
tary, I  do  not  know  whether  or  not  Lindesmar  may 
be  disposed  to  join  us." 

"Shall  I  not  see  you  for  two  whole  days?" 
asked  Cyrilla,  half  playiiilly,  half  reproachfully. 

"  I  fear  not,"  he  answered,  thoughtfully ;  "  and 

a I  don't  think  1  can  well  ask  you  and 

Melanie  to  come  to  me  on  this  occasion How 

the  time  has  flown  this  evening! — it  is  already 
almost  eleven  o'clock !  " 

He  lingered  as  usual  imtil  the  President  had  left 
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them,  and  then  let  Melanie  stand  waiting  a  perfect 
picture  of  patience  while  he  whispered  what  she 
called  ^'  his  interminable  last  words  and  good- 
nights  ;"  but  even  when  they  were  ended,  and  he 
had  reached  the  door,  he  sudderdj  stopped  and 
looked  back  again  so  wistfully,  so  very  wistfiillj, 
that  Cyrilla  smiled  and  held  out  her  hand.  In  t 
moment  he  was  again  beside  her — ^while  Melanie, 
with  a  demure  smile  and  slight  shrug  of  the  shoul- 
ders, slowly  walked  through  the  intervening  apart- 
ments to  her  dressing-room.  Before  entering  it 
she  waited  to  bestow  on  her  sister's  cheek  the  cus- 
tomary kiss,  but,  as  she  bent  down,  she  perceived 
large  tears  trembling  in  Cyrilla's  upturned  eyes. 

"  So,  tlicn,"  she  observed  arcKly,  "  there  was  a 
little  quarrel  to  make  up  ?  How  could  it  be  other- 
wise after  all  the  nonsense  Adrienne  talked  about 
her  brother  this  evening?  You  see,  dear,  even 
Rupert  can  be  jealous  ;  but  you  know  lovers'  quw- 
rels  are  said  to  be  a  renewal  of  love ! " 

"  There  was  no  quarrel,"  answered  Cyrilla ; 
"  not  a  shadow  of  jealousy  has  ever  crossed  his 
mind.  But  his  unwillingness  to  leave  us  to-night 
makes  me  uneasy ;  and and his  serious  fer- 
vency of  manner  just  now " 

"  My  dear  child,  you  know  if  it  were  not  con- 
sideration for  Wilhelm's  peculiarities  about  regu- 
lar hours,  he  would  never  think  of  going  home 
before  midnight ;  and  as  to  his  fervency  of  man- 
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ner,  70a  smely  have  not  obBerved  it  for  the  first 
time  to-night?" 

"  Then  you  did  not  think  him  unusually  grave 
and  quiet  during  the  evening? " 

"  Not  at  all,  excepting,  perhaps,  when  Adrienne 
was  speaking  of  her  brother — and  it  seems  even 
that  was  imagination  on  my  part." 

"  But  is  it  not  rather  singular  that  Cotmt  Zom- 
dorff  has  not  been  here  all  day — ^not  even  to  din- 
ner ?  "  asked  Cyrilla. 

"  Important  business  alone  prevented  him  from 
coming,"  answered  Melanie. 

"  I  wish  I  were  sure  of  that — or  rather  I  wish  I 
knew  what  business  could  have  occupied  him  the 
whole  day." 

"  Fortimately,"  said  Melanie,  "  I  can  tell  you. 
He  knew  that  we  expected  some  people  to  dinner, 
and  therefore  thought  it  necessary  to  write  an  ex- 
cuse, which  Wilhelm  sent  to  me  when  I  was  at 
breakfast :  here  it  is  :" — 

"  In  order  to  prepare  the  report  of  the  Sennheim 
and  Streck  revenues  for  the  Kammer-revisor  Kling- 
hardt,  I  shall  be  obliged  to  remain  at  home  all 
day.     Excuse  me  to  my  aunt ;  and  believe  me, 

"  Yours,  &c. 

"  ZORNDORFP." 

"  Good-night,"  said  Cyrilla,  smiling ;  "  I  see  I 
have  been  yielding  most  foolishly  to  i«i\&^  ^t^^^\i>cL- 
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meiits  of  evil.     What  a  torment  the  imagination 
can  become  when  not  kept  under  proper  control !" 

'^  But  presentiments  can  not  be  controlled,"  siid 
Melanie,  following  her  into  her  room,  which  ad- 
joined the  boudoir,  and  like  it  looked  into  the  quiet 
courtyard. 

Cyrilla^s  maid,  who  was  sitting,  perhaps  sleeping, 
near  the  toilet,  started  up  to  light  the  candles ;  but, 
as  the  room  was  large,  they  did  not  prevent  the 
|)ale  streaks  of  light  cast  by  the  waning  moon  from 
being  perfectly  evident,  as  they  entered  through  the 
(Openings  in  the  carelessly  closed  curtains.  One 
window  was  still  partially  open,  and  the  sound  of 
the  gushing  fountain  beneath  tempted  them  to- 
wards it. 

"  Presentiments  cannot  be  controlled,"  repeated 
Melanie.  "  Do  you  not  remember  the  Francisom 
monk  in  Salzburg,  who,  it  is  said,  always  knows 
long  before  he  is  summoned  to  attend  the  sick  or 
dying?  Sometimes  he  hears  the  sound  of  his  house- 
Ih^II  long  before  it  is  touched  ;  at  others  the  figure 
of  the  expiring  person,  even  when  a  |)erfect  stranger, 
i.-^  i^cen  distinctly  by  him  ! '' 

"  Dear  Melanie,  do  not  talk  of  such  things  just 
now,  for  I  have  grown  so  weak  and  nervous  lately 
that  you  might  deprive  me  of  my  night's  rest." 

"  I  believe  you  are  right/'  said  Melanie,  looking 
round  her  uneasily,  "  Ursula  must  carefully  close 
the  window  and  curtains  to  shut  out   the  moon- 
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No,  CTrilla  chose  to  see  the  moonlight,  and  dis- 
missed Ursula  a  few  minutes  after  her  sister  left 
her.  She  had  watched  with  interest  the  increase 
of  that  moon  from  the  balcony  at  Freilands  with 
Bupert; — ^remembered  having  seen  it  pass  before 
her  a  light  bright  crescent  on  the  evening  of  the 
day  of  the  memorable  explanation — and  all  that 
Bupert  had  then  said,  and  the  succeeding  evenings, 
recurred  distinctly  to  her  memory — and  then  the 
last  moonlight  walk  to  the  lake,  when  he  had  whis- 
pered, "  The  next  fiill  moon  we  shall  see  from  the 
towers  of  Windhorst,  Cyrilla !  "  But  one  week 
had  since  elapsed,  yet  what  restraint,  anxiety,  and 
fear  had  been  crowded  into  the  short  period !  She 
had  seen  with  dismay  that  ZomdorflF  made  no  effort 
to  conquer  or  conceal  his  feelings  towards  her ;  in 
fact,  rather  sought  than  avoided  opportunities  of 
showing  them.  An  unguarded  allusion,  made  by 
Melanie  the  day  after  their  return  home,  to  Cyrilla's 
ftiture  plans,  had  so  irritated  him  that  he  had  dashed 
the  book  he  had  been  reading  on  the  table  with 
frantic  violence,  and  left  the  room  in  undisguised 
rage.  It  is  tnie,  he  had  afterwards  apologized, 
but  the  excuses  were  worse  than  the  offence ;  and 
fit)m  that  time  Cyrilla's  half-restored  peace  of  mind 
was  gone,  and  her  chief  occupation  latterly  had  been 
noticing  the  words  and  watching  the  countenances 
of  the  two  men  whose  rivalry  she  feared  might  yet 
bring  sorrow  on  them  all.  She  now  recalled  the 
events  of  the  evening  with  minute  care,  and  could. 
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find  no  new  cause  for  nneasiness.  Melanie  was 
right ;  he  had  been  just  the  same  as  usual — but— 
but  why  had  he  turned  round  at  the  door  and  looked 
back  so  earnest!  J  ?  And  why  had  he  gazed  after- 
wards so  long  and  silently  into  her  Teiy  eyes? 
That^  at  least,  was  unlike  his  usual  manner — quite. 
— And  why  had  she  not  asked  him  the  cause? 

She  could  not  go  to  Freilands  the  next  day Of 

course  not It  was  perhaps  one  of  the  two  days* 

shooting  promised  that  tiresome  Captain  Maier^  and 
the  house  would  be  full  of  officers.  Should  she 
write?  It  would  be  useless ;  he  might  answer 
guardedly,  and  nothing  but  an  interview  could  sa- 
tisfy her.  What  would  she  not  give  to  see  him 
but  for  one  minute  ! 

She  buried  her  face  in  her  hands,  and  remained 
in  deep  thought  until  she  heard  the  door  of  her 
room,  by  which  Melanie  had  left  it,  open  suddenly, 
and  felt  a  rush  of  cold  air  enter,  which,  sweeping 
past  her  to  the  open  window,  seemed  to  shake  the 
heavy  curtains  that  impeded  its  egress.  She  started 
up,  exclaiming,  "  What  is  that  ?    Who  is  there?" 

But  no  one  answered;  and  it  occurred  to  her 
that  a  window  must  be  open  in  one  of  the  drawing- 
rooms  to  cause  the  current  of  air  and  noise  that  had 
so  startled  her.  '^  If  we  are  going  to  have  a  thun- 
der-storm," she  thought,  "  I  had  better  close  it 
and  the  doors  too."  As  she  took  up  a  candle  for 
the  purpose,  and  glanced  along  the  room,  she  saw, 
01  \\iOw^\.^<^  «aw  ^\iet  cousin  Rupert  sitting  at  the 
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window  nearest  the  door^  his  face  partially  averted, 
and  the  moonbeams  playing  fitfully  on  the  em- 
broidery of  his  uniform.  She  murmured  his  name 
before  the  immense  improbability  of  his  entering 
her  room  in  such  a  way,  and  at  such  an  hour,  en- 
tered her  mind ;  but  as  he  remained  quite  motion- 
less, she  deposited  her  candle  on  the  table,  advanced 
a  few  steps,  and  stood  trembling  violently,  while 
she  uttered  in  a  scarcely  audible  voice,  and  breath- 
ing with  great  difficulty,  "  Rupert dear  Ru- 
pert  do  not  frighten  me  so  horribly you 

know  I  am  not  courageous I  never  was 

and  am  now  less  so  than  ever !  " 

Her  heart  beat  violently  as  she  paused  for  the 
answer  she  could  scarcely  be  said  to  expect — the 
figure  moved  not — and  she  covered  her  eyes  with 
her  hands,  and  asked  herself — had  she  been  sleep- 
ing?— if  she  were  dreaming?  She  looked  again 
more  steadily  than  before,  and  thought  the  colours 
fidnter — the  outline  less  distinct.  Convinced  now 
that  it  was  but  a  creation  of  her  imagination,  she 
walked  slowly,  but  with  tolerable  firmness,  towards 
the  window,  and,  as  she  did  so,  perceived  that  it 
gradually  became  perfectly  transparent,  so  that  the 
form  of  the  chair  could  be  seen  through  it,  and  at 
last  disappeared  altogether. 

Then  Cyrilla  drew  back  fi-om  the  window  and 
gazed  round  her  with  an  apprehension  that  no  fur- 
ther effort  of  reason  could  overcome ;  but  when  an- 
other gust  of  wind  closed  the  door  with  a  loud 
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crash,  her  consternation  was  complete,  and  she  nng 
the  bell  with  a  violence  so  unusual,  that  her  maid 
almost  immediately  rushed  into  the  room  with  a 
mixture  of  amazement  and  terror.  Cyrilla'sfiMe 
was  not  calculated  to  remove  either.  Pale  as  death, 
and  still  visibly  trembling,  there  was  something 
ghastly  in  the  forced  smile  with  which  she  desred 
her  to  "  shut  that  window — and  tell  her  sister  she 
wished  to  speak  to  her  directly." 

"  Even  if  her  Excellency  should  have  left  her 
dressing-room  ?  "  asked  Ursula. 

"  Yes.  Say  I  am  very  sorry  to  disturb  her,  but 
I  must  see  her,  and  as  soon  as  possible." 

By  the  time  Melanie  entered  the  room,  Cyrilla 
was  perfectly  composed.  She  related  calmly  and 
succinctly  what  had  occurred,  ending  by  assuring 
her  terrified  sister  that  she  was  perfectly  convinced 
the  figure  she  had  seen  was  a  mere  chimera,  the 
delusion  of  an  overwrought  fancy,  reduced  to  weak- 
ness by  the  state  of  intolerable  excitement  in  which 
she  had  passed  the  last  three  months.  She  was 
ashamed  of  herself  for  attaching  the  slightest  im- 
portance to  such  a  thing — ^but she  would  vei)' 

much  like  to  see  Rupert  if  it  were  possible. 

"  Do  you  think  anything  has  happened  to  him 
on  his  way  home — or  that  he  is  ill  ?  "  asked  Me- 
lanie. 

"  No ;  but  I  wish  to  speak  to  and  see  him  before 
he  goes  to  Freilands  to-morrow.  Dear  Melanie, 
coxxVd  ^ow  wot  for  once   make   a  great  exertion, 
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and  go  out  to-morrow  morning  a  little  before  five 

oVdock? He  will  be  so  surprised  and  pleased 

and  it  will  be  such  a  relief  to  my  mind  to 

aee  him,  if  only  for  a  few  minutes." 

Melanie  did  not  like  making  exertions,  or  sur- 
prising people,  at  five  o'clock  in  the  morning.  She 
proposed  sending  at  once  to  make  inquiries,  or, 
better  still,  Cyrilla  should  write  a  few  lines  to  ex- 
plain so  unusual  a  proceeding. 

"  I  cannot  attempt  an  explanation,"  said  Cjrrilla; 
"  but  I  can  wish  him  good-night,  and  promise  to 
let  him  laugh  at  me  as  much  as  he  pleases  when 
we  next  meet,  for  my  foolish  anxiety  about  him." 

The  note  was  despatched,  and  in  a  very  short 
time  an  answer  returned. 

"He  must  have  been  still  up,"  observed  Me- 
lanie. 

"  Yes,  your  Excellency,  Baron  Adlerkron  was  in 
hi«  study  writing." 

"  Melanie,"  whispered  Cyrilla,  half  smiling,  "  he 
will  not  n(5w,  or  at  any  future  period,  laugh  at 
us for  our  kind  solicitude  about  him." 

Melanie  extended  her  hand  for  the  note.  Cyrilla 
hesitated — then  gave  it  to  her. 

"  f&,"  said  Melanie,  archly.  "  There  is  not  a 
word  about  me  in  it ;  but,  you  see,  *  he  too  was 
occupied  with  thoughts — anxious  thoughts  of  you.' 
Now,  I  am  strongly  inclined  to  think  that  what 
you  have  seen  this  night  must  be " 

"  It  was   nothing  but  an  embodying  of  my 
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thoughtB,*'  said  Cjrilla,  inteiroptiiig  her;  ^hsil 
ooiudder  it  bo  decided  a  proof  of  weakness — if  not 
disease  of  both  mind  and  bodj — ^that  should  any- 
thing of  the  kind  happen  again,  I  shall  consider  H 
necessary  to  consult  a  physician.'* 

^^  I  wish  I  could  find  out  if  he  were  dressed  as 
you  saw  him/'  said  Melanie. 

^' Don't  ask  any  questions/'  said  Cyrilla,  be- 
seechingly. ^^  You  have  already  made  Uiaola 
look  quite  inquisitive ;  and  now,  good-night  again ; 
forgive  my  having  disturbed  you,  and  forget  all  I 
have  said." 

^'I  can  never  forget  it,"  answered  Helmie, 
glancing  suspiciously  towards  the  window.  "U^ 
sula,"  she  added,  stopping  suddenly,  ^^  take  that 
chair  away,  and  draw  the  curtains  more  carefullj  in 
future." 


CTRILLA.  263 


CHAPTER  XV. 

'^  That  is  Bupert^  I  am  sore/'  said  Cyrilla,  when^ 
on  the  third  day  after  the  events  related,  she 
heard  the  sound  of  horses'  feet  prancing  along  the 
pavement  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  their  honse. 
"  Just  look  out  of  the  window  for  a  moment,  Me- 
lanie,  for  I  have  already  been  on  the  balcony  so 
often  this  morning,  that  I  fear  the  people  at  the 
other  side  of  the  square  may  have  observed  me." 

^^  It  is  only  M.  de  Klemmhein,"  answered  Me- 
lanie,  stepping  out  under  the  awning,  and  looking 
towards  him,  as  he  drew  up  his  horse  near  the 
equestrian  statue  that  was  in  the  middle  of  the 
well-paved  open  space  beneath ;  ^'  he  seems  to  be 
watching  a  crowd  of  people  passing  in  a  sort  of 
procession  into  the  next  street." 

^^Ask  him,"  said  Cyrilla,  approaching  lightly 
— **  ask  him  if  Rupert  returned  from  Freilands  this 
morning  ?  " 

Melanle  made  a  sign  to  him  to  approach.  He 
did  not  see  it,  for  his  eyes  were  still  fixed  on  the 
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crowd.  He  spoke  to  some  stragglers  from  it,  and 
then,  turning  his  horse  suddenly,  was  about  to  ride 
oflf  in  a  contrary  direction,  when  he  perceiyed  her 
on  the  balcony. 

"  I  fear,  M.  de  Klemmhein,"  she  said,  observing 
that  he  looked  extremely  pale,  and  continued  to 
glance  fiirtively  over  his  shoulder — "  I  fear  some 
accident  has  happened  to  one  of  your  men." 

"  Not  one  of  those  under  Rupert's  command,  I 
hope,"  said  Cyrilla,  coming  forward  ;  "  I  know  he 
is  personally  attached  to  them  all." 

"  Allow  me  to  recommend  you  not  to  remain 
where  you  are,"  said  Klemmhein,  hurriedly;  "a 

dreadful   accident  has  occurred,  and it  might 

shock  you  to  see  the the " 

"  Is  he  wounded  ?  "  asked  Melanie,  compassion- 
ately. 

"  They  say  so excuse  me I  must  return 

to  the  barracks  directly."  He  raised  his  hand  to 
his  temple,  and  gave  the  spurs  to  his  horse  at  the 
same  moment ;  and  as  soon  as  the  clattering  of 
hoofs  was  lost  in  the  distance,  the  measured  tread 
of  human  feet  became  audible.  An  unusual  silence 
and  solemnity  seemed  to  pervade  the  moving  mul- 
titude, and  the  figure  that  lay  covered  with  a  mili- 
tary cloak  on  a  sort  of  bier  had  all  the  rigidity  of 
death.  Although  not  passing  opposite  the  gov* 
cniment-house,  there  were  few  individuals  in  the 
crowd  who  did  not  look  towards  it  —  Melanie 
imagined  towards  them — and  endeavoured  to  draw 
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heard  or  surmised  about  her  and  Rupert  some  years 
before  recurred  to  his  memory;  and  while  still 
pondering  on  the  probable  consequences  of  plans 
which  he  imagined  more  deeply  laid  than  was  the 
case^  Melanie  and  Cyrilla  entered  the  garden.  An 
irresistible  inclination  to  test  the  latter  on  the  same 
subject  prompted  him  to  continue  the  conversation 
with  Klenmihein. 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  Adlerkron  is  all 
day  and  every  day  in  that  circus  ?" 

"Not  all  day,  for  he  only  remains  while  Ma- 
dame Vinci  rides.     I  believe  he  is  taking  lessons 
from  her." 
"Oh!" 

"K,"  cried  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  laughing, 
«  if  the  best  rider  in  your  regiment  thinks  it  neces- 
sary  to  receive  instruction  from  la  bdla  Amina^  I 
suppose  you  will  all  follow  his  example?" 

"  I  shall  not,"  answered  Klemmhein ;  "she is  too 
expensive  for  me." 

"Expensive!"  repeated  Virginie.  "Does  she 
really  give  lessons?" 

"  Adlerkron  is  getting  one  just  now,"  he  replied. 
"  As  I  looked  into  the  circus  for  a  moment,  on  my 
way  here,  I  saw  him  walking  beside  her,  and  listen- 
ing to  explanations  of  the  different  signs  made  with 
her  bridle,  whip,  knee,  and  foot.  She  certainly  is 
the  best  female  equestrian  I  ever  saw,  and  is  at  pre- 

VOL.  II.  N 
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Rent  training  a  horse^  for  which,  thej  say,  Adler- 
kron  is  to  pay  an  unmentionable  sum  of  money." 

"  I  suppose,"  said  Virginie,  "  it  is  in  that  way  tk 
lessons  are  remunerated?" 

'^  Not  altogether there  is  no  sort  of  unneoe»- 

sary  prudery  about  her ;  and  her  husband  does  not 
make  the  least  objection  to  her  receiying  presoitB, 
whether  bouquets  or  bracelets." 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say,"  cried  Virginie,  quick- 
ly, "  that  Eupert  gives  her  such  things  ?" 

"  I  have  seen  her  nearly  buried  under  the  bou- 
quets from  Freilands,"  answered  Klemmhein,  hur- 
ried into  hyperbole  by  a  love  of  banter.  "  Trinkets 
are  showered  upon  her,  and  no  later  than  this  morn- 
ing she  received  the  very  handsomest  bracelet  that 
could  be  procured  in  Exfort." 

"  Have  you  heard  of  these  doings?"  asked  Vir- 
ginie, in  a  low  voice,  turning  to  Cyrilla. 

"  Of  some  of  them  certainly,"  she  answered,  with 
a  look  of  quiet  amusement ;  "  for  I  was  obliged  to 
choose  a  bracelet  for  her  yesterday." 

"  It  would  be  better,"  said  Virginie,  ^*  if  you 
used  the  privileges  of  your  near  relationship  to 
l)oint  out  to  Rupert  the — the  impropriety " 

"  But  there  is  none  whatever.  If  it  amuse  him 
to  learn  how  a  woman  can  perfectly  manage  a 
horse,  notwithstanding  all  the  difficulties  of  her 
awkward  position,  why  should  he  not?" 
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"Why  not?"  interposed  Elemmhein,  with  af- 
fected gravity.  "  And  why  should  he  not  practise 
putting  her  on  and  taking  her  oiF  her  horse,  as  I 
saw  him  do  to-day  at  least  a  dozen  times  consecu- 
tively?" 

Cyrilla  laughed,  and  continued :  "  I  too  was  pre- 
sent one  morning  with  Melanie,  and  liked  looking 
on  of  all  things ;  but  Eupert  said  there  were  too 

many  men  there and he  did  not  wish  us  to 

go  again." 

"  I  daresay  not,"  observed  Zomdorff. 

"  I  must  acknowledge,"  said  Virginie,  "  that  I 
feel  a  good  deal  of. curiosity  to  see  this  won- 
derful woman." 

"  Go  with  Melanie  to  the  circus  to-night,"  sug- 
gested Cyrilla — "  I  believe  you  are  the  only  per- 
son in  Exfort  who  has  not  seen  her ;  and  1  think  I 
may  assure  you  that  you  will  be  surprised  and 
pleased.  Madame  Vinci  is  the  queen  of  equestrians, 
and  will  to-night  play  Queen  of  the  Amazons." 

"  Is  she  then  so  very  remarkably  handsome?" 

"  Rupert  says  so,"  replied  Cyrilla,  nodding  her 
head  with  an  arch  smile  ;  "  and  there  he  is  now  at 
the  garden-gate." 

"  TJpert !  Upert !"  cried  little  Alphonse,  rushing 
down  the  gravel  walk  and  shouting  with  delight,  as 
he  felt  himself  raised  six  or  seven  feet  high  in  the 
air  by  his  tall  friend. 

Virginie-  followed,  and  seemed  to  be  making 
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some  reproaches,   to  wliich   Buport  did  not  ap- 
parently pay  mucli  attention. 

"  How  delightfully  naive  she  is  in  the  demon- 
stration of  her  regard,"  observed  Zomdorff  to  Mar- 
garet, who  was  standing  beside  Cyrilla. 

"Who?    Virginie?" 

"  Yes.  Is  it  possible  you  did  not  observe  her 
jealousy  about  Madame  Vinci?" 

"Poor  thing!  What  tyrants  men  are  when 
they  once  discover  their  power  over  us!  You 
ought  to  scold  your  cousin,"  she  added,  turning  to 
Cyrilla,  "  for  his  cruel  neglect  of  Virginie  during 
the  last  fortnight." 

Cyrilla  did  not  answer.  Zomdorff  imagined 
he  detected  uneasiness  in  her  quick  glance  towards 
the  gate. 

"  Such  perseverance  and  constancy  deserve  to  be 
rewarded,"  he  continued ;  "  and  Adlerkron  cannot 
be  so  inhuman  as  to  hold  out  much  longer." 

Just  then  Rupert  advanced  and  extended  to- 
wards Cyiilla  an  enormous  bouquet  of  the  choicest 
hot-house  plants.  She  was  accustomed  to  receive 
flowers  from  him,  and  had  never  thought  it  neces- 
sary to  express  much  gratitude  either  for  them  or 
for  any  of  the  attentions  he  habitually  bestowed  on 
her ;  but  his  fragrant  gift  and  beaming  smile  were, 
at  that  moment,  more  than  welcome.  They  dis- 
pelled the  first  scarcely  defined  cloud  of  jealousy 
that  had  ever  threatened  to  darken  their  intercourse. 
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Her  joyooB  step  towards  him  was  almost  a  bound, 
and;  for  more  than  a  minute,  she  held  the  hand  as 
well  as  the  bouquet,  while  she  eagerly  explained  to 
him  that  he  must  keep  a  place  for  her  in  his  box  at 
the  circus,  as  Virginie  had  at  last  consented  to  go 
with  Melanie  to  see  Madame  Vinci. 

"  O  that's  right but  I  have  not  time  to  tell 

her  how  glad  I  ana,  as  I  must  go  on  directly  to 
Freilands.  I  wish  Melanie  and  you  would  go  with 
me — she  could  stay  on  the  balcony  while  we  went 
up  the  river  together  to  see  how  my  drainage  is 
getting  on.  I  never  was  so  interested  in  anything 
in  my  life.  The  course  of  the  river  is  being  cor- 
rected, several  canals  cut,  and  there  is  every  likeli- 
hood that  my  little  colony  of  turf-cutters  will  be- 
come, in  the  course  of  time,  rich  farmers.     I  shall 

be  able  to  do  more  for  them  when  we I  mean 

to  say  when  I,  settle  definitively  at  Freilands. 
There  is  something  very  pleasant  in  watching 
the  gradually  increasing  prosperity  of  these  poor 
people — one  feels  that  one  has  not  been  altogether 
useless  in  the  world." 

"Dear  Rupert,  how  good  you  are!"  cried  Vir- 
ginie, who  had  approached  them  unawares. 

"  No,  no,"  he  replied,  quickly  ;  "  you  must  not 
imagine  me  better  than  I  am.  My  motives  are  not 
altogether  philanthropical.  The  interests  of  my 
colonists  are  mine  in  point  of  feu^t — ^the  only  difier- 
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ence  being,  that  they  feel  the  benefit  of  my  outlay 
of  capital  sooner  than  I  can  ;  but  I  have  been  told, 
and  have  little  doubt,  that  I  shall  reap  considerable 
profit  in  the  course  of  a  few  years." 

Virginie  looked  wistfully  after  them  as  they  soon 
after  drove  away  together,  and  became  so  thou^t- 
fiil,  that  she  scarcely  perceived  the  coming  and 
going  of  her  other  numerous  visiters.  An  absence 
of  all  formality  was  perhaps  one  of  the  most  dis- 
tinguishing features  of  their  little  coterie;  they 
came  and  went,  spoke  or  were  silent,  exactly  as 
they  felt  inclined,  and  no  one  took  the  least  notice 
of  her  now  as  she  sauntered  up  and  down,  appa- 
rently occupied  with  her  child,  while  her  thoughts 
were  wandering  uneasily  from  the  circus  to  the 
marsh  at  Freilands. 

'^  I'm  going,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  mov- 
ing slowly  along  the  gravel  walk,  trailing  a  hand- 
some shawl  after  her  in  the  most  approved  manner; 
"  the  garden  is  cold,  and  so  is  the  tea,  and  M.  de 
Klemmhein  is  getting  dull.  Where  do  we  meet 
to-night  after  we  leave  the  circus?"  she  asked, 
with  difficulty  suppressing  a  yawn;  "  for  my  part, 
I  neither  know  the  day  of  the  month  nor  day  of  the 
week ! " 

"  It  is  Wednesday,"  answered  M.de  Klemmhein, 
'^  and  is  the  Countess  Falkenstein's  night," 

"  I  think  I  should  like  to  go  home  too,"  observed 
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the  Conntesa  Zomdorff;  "  I  cannot  stay  here  any 
longer,  the  garden  smells  of  a  churchyard,"  and  she 
ahtiddered  while  speaking. 

"  Bless  me,  Margaret,  what  uncomfortahle  ideas 
you  alwaya  have  1 "  exclaimed  Madame  de  Belle- 
garde;  "  I'm  svire  if  this  garden  ever  put  me  in 
mind  of  such  a  place,  nothing  would  induce  me  to 
enter  it  again." 

"  If  it  were  not  for  the  people  I  meet  here,  I 
don't  think  I  ever  should,"  said  Margaret 

"  We  certainly  must  be  very  agreeable,"  observed 
Julie,  who  had  heard  her  remarks,  having  found  it 
impossible  to  retain  Zomdorif '3  attention  irom  the 
moment  his  wife  had  begun  to  speak;  "  we  cer- 
tiunly  must  be  very  agreeable,  to  induce  the  pos- 
sessor of  such  a  garden  as  yours  to  sit  among  the 
spinage  and  celery  plant*  here." 

"  You  are  something  more,  something  better  than 
agreeable — you  are  healthy!  "  said  Margaret,  with 
a  sigh. 

"  Why,  yes — but— surely  you  will  allow  us  to 
suppose  you  come  here  chiefly  for  our  society  ?  " 

"  My  health  compels  me  to  seek  association 
with  the  yoimg,  the  strong,  and  the  healthy — my 
very  existence  almost,  depends  on  the  emanations 
from  the  nerves  of  others." 

"  Are  you  taking  anything  from  me  or  my 
nerves  now  ?  "  asked  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  with 
pretended  alarm. 
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Zomdorff  rose,  drew  his  wife^s  arm  within  Im, 
and  led  her  out  of  the  garden.     Contrary  to  his 
usual  custom,  however,  he  returned  immediately, 
and  Madame  de  Bellegarde,  half  expecting  some 
severe  speech,  hurried   past   him.      It  was  on- 
necessaiy  :  he  was  not  thinking  of  her  or  of  Julie 
either,  though  the  latter  stopped  him  to  hope  he 
had  not  been  offended  at  Adrienne's  jesting  ques- 
tion.    He  assured  her  it  was  the  damp  air  alone 
which  had  induced  him  to  hurry  Margaret's  depar- 
ture; and  then  he  walked  on,  and  she  saw  him 
approach  her  sister  Virginie,  and  speak  a  few,  a 
very  few  words.     The  answer  was  a  look  of  sur- 
prise and  a  slight  inclination  of  the  head.    Her  curi- 
osity was  excited;  it  would  have  been  more  so  had 
she  seen  them  afterwards  for  more  than  an  hour 
walking  up  and  down  the  solitary  garden  in  earnest 
conversation. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

The  evening  as  usual  brought  the  friends  together 
again;  thej  poured  into  adjacent  boxes  at  the 
circus,  and  greeted  each  other  with  familiar  nods, 
smiles,  and  that  peculiar  manner  of  shaking  one  of 
the  hands  in  the  air  so  common  in  Germany. 
Though  surrounded  by  hundreds  of  human  beings 
greatly  resembling  them  in  dress  and  manner,  they 
felt  the  proud  conscionsnesa  of  being  an  order  ({uite 
apart,  the  observed  of  all  observers.  Were  they 
Dot  the  haute  vol^e,  the  crfirae  de  la  cr6me  of 
Exfort?  Was  it  not  a  peculiar  and  much  sought 
privilege  to  belong  to  them?  Were  there  not 
scores  of  weak-minded  cravers  of  fashion,  who 
waited  patiently,  anxiously,  for  a  sign  of  recogni- 
tion, trying  to  deceive  each  other  and  themselves  by 
Bpeakiug  familiarly  of  the  Falkensteins,  Adlerkrons, 
Bellegardes,  and  others,  as  if  they  were  their  most 
intimate  acquaintances  ?     And,  O  ye  Falkensteins, 
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Adlerkrons,   Bellegardes,   and  others,   how  ofiai 

have  your  faults  and  follies  been  the  jest  of  thoae 

too  often  disappointed  of  the  expected  bow,  or 

casual  sentence !    Careless  of  the  annoyance  tbej 

caused,  or  rejoicing  in  their  power,  as  the  case  mij 

have  been,  they  talked  to  each  other  as  eagerly  as 

if  they  had  not  met  for  a  week;  and  when  they 

did  look  round  them,  it  was  generally  towards  the 

upper  benches,  occupied  by  those  whose  names  and 

faces  were  alike  unknown  to  them,  that  their  eyes 

wandered. 

As  to  Rupert,  he  deserved  to  be  sent  to  Coventry 
for  standing  up  and  talking  in  such  an  unreserved 
manner  to  all  the  people  behind  him.  How  differ- 
ent was  ZomdorflFl  with  what  supreme  indiiFerenoe 
he  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  scarcely  deigning  to 
bestow  a  look  even  on  those  who  composed  the 
outer  ring  of  his  own  circle  of  acquaintance !  How 
well  he  understood  Julie's  freedom  of  speech! 
How  intensely  satirical  he  could  be ! 

Among  tlie  hundreds  assembled  in  that  brightly 
lighted  circus  to  admire  the  gay  dresses,  handsome 
horses,  and  graceful  riders,  there  were  other  coterie? 
no  doubt.  Perhaps,  too,  there  may  have  heen  a 
kind-hearted  young  man  in  some  of  those  middk 
benches,  who,  careless  of  the  imaginary  boundaries 
of  rank,  spoke  willingly  to  those  who  seemed  to 
wish  it,  even  if  they  happened  to  be  in  that  place 
Y?W^  sv^xiat  height  denotes  inferior  rank  or 
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riches, — there  may  have  been  an  humble  imitator 
of  Zomdorff  too,  with  head  half  averted  from  the 
area,  aupercilionsly  inattentive  to  the  performances, 
and  confining  his  glances  to  a  fair  girl  in  a  white 
robe,  frowning  when  she  smiled,  or  eagerly  watch- 
ing for  the  shade  of  melancholy  that  so  often 
passed  9ver  her  delicate  features.  There  may  have 
been  subject  for  many  an  interesting  volume  in  the 
history  of  some  of  those  groups,  bnt — we  know  it 
not.  In  vain  we  scan  the  rows  of  &ces,  remark 
every  peculiarity  of  form — to  us  it  is  like  the  pages 
of  a  book  ia  an  unknown  language :  we  see  dis- 
tinctly every  letter,  we  can  even  distinguish  the 
words,  but  they  convey  no  meaning  to  the  mind. 
Are  we  annoyed  at  onr  ignorance  ?  Do  we  regret 
the  limited  number  of  our  acquaintance  ?  No  ;  on 
the  present  occasion  decidedly  not  We,  that  is  to 
Bay  the  reader  and  writer  of  these  pages,  belong  to 
the  haute  volfe  of  Exfort,  if  an  intimate  acquaint- 
ance with  some  of  its  most  distinguished  members 
can  give  any  right  to  the  title ;  we  are  therefore 
exclusive — so  completely  so,  that  for  us  there  is  no 
one  in  that  wooden  rotundo  but  onr  friends,  our 
acquaintances ;  and  to  them  then  let  us  turn  onr 
undivided  attention,  the  more  so  as  at  this  moment 
the  Vinci  is  about  to  make  her  appearance. 

A  moment,  and  she  appeared — a  moment,  and 
she  was  wildly  galloping  round  the  arena.  To 
those  who  had  expected  to  see  her  raised  to  the 
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saddle,  thence  to  spring  through  hoops  or  hound 
over  scarfs, — ^the  effect  of  her  sweeping  past  them 
with  all  the  ease  and  security  of  a  man  was  start- 
ling. She  was  on  the  ground,  mounted  again, 
stretched  at  full  length  on  the  horse's  back,  or 
kneeling  to  take  aim  at  an  imaginary  foe,  while 
her  faultless  form  seemed  of  itself  to  fall  into  the 
most  graceful  and  nervous  attitudes.  The  innu- 
merable folds  of  the  transparent  drapery  that  floated 
round  her  was  of  such  amplitude,  that  a  part  of  it 
ever  closely  followed  her  rashest  movements.  A 
flcsh-coloxu'ed  tricot  covered,  but  in  no  respect  con- 
cealed, the  upper  part  of  her  figure  ;  the  sparkling 
helmet  of  green  and  gold,  of  antique  form,  softened 
while  it  heightened  the  regularity  of  her  strongly 
marked  features,  and  the  light  javelin  that  quivered 
in  her  hand  gave  endless  opportunities  of  exhibit- 
ing an  arm  of  perfect  symmetry.  At  length  she 
stopj)ed  or  rather  walked  her  horse,  while  different 
barriers  were  being  arranged,  over  which  she  and 
her  impatient  steed  were  to  spring  ;  her  large  black 
eyes  wandered  boldly  and  haughtily  along  the 
tiers  of  spectators ;  but  as  she  passed  Rupert,  the 
expression  changed — she  glanced  furtively  at  him, 
then  at  Cyrilla,  half  smiled,  lowered  her  javelin 
in  salute,  and  then  darted  forward  again  in  full 
career. 

The  leaps  were  taken  with  unerring  precision ; 
axiiSL  o\i  \\v^  \i«cTt\at^  being  raised  so  as  to  allow  her 
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horse  to  pass  beneath  them,  she  sprang  upright  on  his 
back,  and  cleared  every  impediment  with  an  ease 
made  manifest  by  her  alighting  alternately  on  her 
knees  or  fcet.  Thunders  of  applause  shook  the  frail 
huilding ;  Eupert  contributed  to  the  noise  with  all 
his  might — he  clapped  his  hands,  rattled  his  sabre, 
and  muttered  Italian  words  of  approbation.  On 
her  appearing  again  to  receive  renewed  plaudits, 
even  Cyrilla's  tiny  right  hand  tapped  quickly  on 
the  palm  of  the  left ;  and  at  that  moment  Hupert 
bent  towards  her  and  whispered  a  few  words :  for 
a  second  she  seemed  to  hesitate,  but  then  gave 
him,  with  a  scarcely  perceptible  reluctance,  her  beau- 
tiful and  much  valued  bouquet,  which  he  instantly 
flong  at  the  feet  of  the  fair  Amazon.  She  raised 
and  pressed  it  to  her  heart,  while  bestowing  on 
the  donor  the  greater  part  of  one  of  those  flourish- 
ing obeisances  peculiar  to  members  of  equestrian 
troops. 

All  this  had  been  carefully  noted  by  Zomdorff, 
His  wavering  jealousy  seized  eagerly  the  refutation 
offered  by  this  trifling  circumstance  to  some  doubts 
inspired  by  Virginie  during  their  private  conversa- 
tion some  hours  before,  and  he  was  completely 
confirmed  in  the  persuasion,  that  whatever  hopes 
or  intentions  Rupert  might  have  entertained  a  few 
years  before,  they  were  now  abandoned  altogether, 
and  from  him,  as  a  rival,  he  had  nothing  more  to 
fear.    He  stooped  forward  to  speak  to  Vii^iinie, 
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who,  witb  a  foioed  smile,  was  endeaTOurmg  to  tilk 
to  his  wife :  ^^  I  hope,  Madame  de  Bubignj,  ycm 
saw  that  little  pantomime  ?  Will  it  not  tend  to 
confirm  all  I  said  to  you  to-day  ?'* 

'^  Had  I  been  Cyrilla/'  said  Yiiginie, ''  I  should 

not  have  giTen  him  my  flowers  to  throw  to  that 

that  woman!'' 

"  I  daresay  not/'  obserred  Margaret,  smiling : 
"^  I  confess  I  was  rather  sorprised,  she  seemed  bo 
exceedingly  glad  to  get  that  very  bouqnet  in  yoor 
garden  to-day !     Did  you  not  think  so  ?" 

*'^  Yes ;  bnt  Connt  Zomdorff  said  she  liked  the 
flowers  merely  for  their  colour  and  perfume,  and 
that  Rupert  was  a  too  near  relation  for  her  to  value 
such  little  attentions  on  his  part.** 

*'  I  did  not  hear  you  say  s*^/'  began  Mai^ret, 
turning  to  Zomdorff;  when  did  you  say  that?  ' 

Virginie  looked  a  little  embarrassed. 

''  I  remember,"  she  continued,  *'*'  vour  savino; 
something  about  constancy  and  perseverance,  and 
that  Baron  Adierkron  would  be  inhuman  if  he — he 
—did  not " 

*'  Exactly/'  said  Zomdorff;  "  when  we  return 
home  vou  shall  hear  all  about  it.  Do  vou  teel  well 
enough  to  go  to  my  aunt's  this  evening? " 

*'  I  do  not  feel  exactly  equal  to  so  much  noiso 
and  talking — but  perhaps  you  intend  to  go?" 

"Of  course,  I  do." 

^^  O,  \\i^ii^  Vtt  \ia  drive  there  at  once.     We  shall 
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meet  you,  I  suppose,"  she  added,  turning  to  Vir- 
giaie.  "  I  am  so  glad  that  yon  have  broken  the 
ice,  and  intend  to  go  out  again. — Edouard  says  yon 
sing  as  -well  as  Cyrilla,  and  that  your  Toices  are  bo 
alike  that  one  can  scarcely  distinguish  them  from 
each  other  when  you  sing  together." 

"  Our  voices  have  a  singular  resemblance  even  in 
speaking,"  replied  Virginie ;  "  but  Cyrilla  sings 
infinitely  better  than  I  do," 

*'  I  hope  you  will  allow  Margaret  to  judge  for 
herself  this  evening,"  said  Zomdorff.  "  I  know 
Adlerkron  expects  yon  to  sing  with  him." 

Virginie  smiled,  and  shook  her  head  incredu- 
lously. 

"  Fact,  I  assure  you. — Tou  will  see." 
And  she  did  see  some  music  that  she  had  been 
in  the  habit  of  singing  with  Rupert  laid  conspicu- 
ously on  the  pianoforte  in  the  music-room  by  him  ; 
and  when  Cyrilla  seemed  unwilling  to  join  them, 
he  teqtiested  her  to  accompany  him  ;  then  to  sing 
with  him ;  others  assisted.  A  little  concert  was 
arranged,  and  Cyrilla  was  for  a  short  time  appa- 
rently forgotten. 

She  walked  unheeded  through  the  rooms,  and  in 
the  last  of  them  sat  down  on  uprie-Dieu,  and  rested 
her  elbow  on  her  knee,  her  cheek  in  her  hand.  A 
table  concealed  her  from  the  few  people  who  still 
loitered  near  the  doorway ;  but  even  they  were 
soon  drawn  towards  the  music-room,  as  much  by 
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the  sound  of  speaking  as  singing  voices  ;  for  even 
the  essentially  musical  Grermans  find  music  a  giest 
promoter  of  general  conversation. 

Cyrilla's  melancholy  train  of  reflection  was  broken 
by  hearing  the  door  of  her  sister's  boudoir  open 
softly,  some  one  enter  and  walk  directly  behind  her 
chair.  Besides  herself,  there  were  but  three  per- 
sons allowed  to  pass  through  that  apartment,  as  it 
communicated  with  Melanie's  dressing-room.  She 
heard  Rupert  singing; — she  knew  the  President 
was  in  the  music-room  ; — and,  without  looking  up, 
felt  convinced  that  the  person  who  now  leaned  on 
her  chair  was  Zomdorff.  There  had  been  some- 
thing so  perversely  obstinate  in  his  manner  of 
avoiding  her  of  late — something  so  mortifj-ing  to 
her  feelings,  in  having,  though  ever  so  covertly,  to 
watch  him  and  seek  his  vicinity,  that  her  pride  had 
revolted,  and  caused  a  sort  of  desperate  resignation, 
almost  immediately  perceived  by  Zomdorff,  who, 
not  knowing  the  total  alienation  that  had  taken 
place,  became  first  uneasy,  then  alarmed,  and  at 
last  resolved  to  temporize. 

He  now  waited  in  vain  for  her  to  look  up,  and  at 
length  said,  *^  Cyrilla — I  am  here." 

"  I  know  it." 

"  Was  I  wTong  in  supposing  you  wished  to  speak 
to  me  ?  "  he  asked  with  some  surprise. 

"  No." 

"WdV^Wxi^^T^k," 


"  Not  here." 

"  And  why  not  ?  We  are  mote  alone  now  than 
we  are  likely  to  be  in  ray  library.  There  are  but 
two  hours  in  the  day  I  can  call  mine — the  hours 
that  Margaret  eleepB." 

"  Ton  might  have  given  one  to  me,  when  I  re- 
quested it." 

*'  Yon  came  too  late." 

"  If  you  chose  to  speak  to  me,  you  could  come 
here,  I  suppose,"  said  Cyrilla,  coldly. 

"  And  be  interrupted  by  my  uncle,  or  have  Me- 
lanie  present  to  interfere  between  us?  No,  Cyrilla, 
if  you  wish  for  these  papers " 

"  I  have  ceased  to  care  about  them." 

"Indeed!  and  why?" 

"  Because  I  cannot  make  use  of  them.  The  only 
person  to  whom  I  could  apply  for  advice  or  assist- 
ance is  Rupert,  and  you  can  easily  imagine  why 
I — dare  not  consult  him." 

"  I  understand  yon." 

"  Melanie  is  unfortunately,  for  other  reasons, 
equally  unwilling  to  consult  the  President. — Of 
what  use  would  they  be  to  me?" 

"  Not  much  if  you  do  not  intend  to  acknowledge 
your  marriage,  or  wish  to  have  me  more  in  your 
power  than  I  am  at  present." 

Cyrilla  looked  at  him  inquiringly. 

"  I  might  now,"  he  continued,  "  if  I  chose,  deny 
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our  marriage,  and  you  would  find  it  very  difficult 
to  prove." 

"  I  know,"  began  Cyrilla,  with  trembling  eager- 
ness, ^^  I  know  that  many  necessary  formahties 
were  omitted;  it  was  on  this  that  all  my  hopes 
were  built — ^I  thought — " 

"  You  mistake  me,"  said  ZomdorflF,  quickly,  "  I 
only  wished  to  point  out  to  you  that,  in  every  way, 
you  are  completely  in  my  power.  Without  any 
proof  of  your  marriage,  how  can  you  hope  to  annul 
it?  I  so  little  expected  your  indifference  about 
these  papers,  that  to  prevent  any  difficulties  in 
establishing  my  claims  hereafter,  I  have  bound 
Weckmann  to  me  by  the  strong  chain  of  pecuniary 
interest,  and  have  never  ceased  to  con^espond  regu- 
larly with  him." 

"  Who  is  Weckmann?"  asked  Cvrilla. 

"  He  who  met  us  at  the  G^ronst^re  Spring  at 
Spa!" 

"  I  thought  his  name  was  Jlaier — you  called  him 
Maicr." 

"  His  name  w  Maier  ;  but  you  know  he  is  a  po- 
litical exile,  and,  preferring  the  character  of  emi- 
grant, he  has  assumed  the  name  of  Weckmann. '* 

Although  Zomdorff's  explanation  was  given  with 
some  eagerness,  it  was  a  matter  of  such  indider- 
ence  to  CjTilla,  that  again  her  head  smik  on  her 
hand,  and  her  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  ground. 
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Some  people  began  to  aannter  into  the  room,  and 
Zomdorff  slightly  raised  his  voice  as  he  continued : 
"  He  writes  often,  and  gives  a  most  interesting 
account  of  the  part  of  America  where  he  resides. 
Perfiaps  you  wotdd  like  to  see  some  of  his  letters  ?  " 

"  No,  thank  you — America  does  not  interest  me 
in  the  least." 

"  But  his  letters  would :  the  descriptions  are  so 
vivid,  so  inspiriting,  that  I  have  found  them  irre- 
sistible, and  have  sent  him  money  to  purchase  land 
for  me  on  the  hanks  of  the  Ohio." 

«Tou?" 

"  Yes ;  a  voyage  across  the  Atlantic  has  ceased 
to  be  anything  very  extraordinary," 

Cjrrilla  had  not  spirits  to  jest,  and  merely  shook 
her  head  incredulously. 

Zomdorff  saw  hia  wife  and  Julie  de  LindeBmar 
approaching,  and  whispered,  "  Cjmlla,  will  you 
meet  me  this  day-week?" 

"  la  there  any  use  ?  "  she  asked,  without  moving 
or  looking  up.  "  Have  I  any  thing  to  ho[K!  from 
you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  yes — everything — g^ve  me  but  time  to 
think — to  arrange — and — and  come  earlier — at 
eleven. — I  promise  we  shall  be  uninterrupted  for 
two  whole  hours." 

"  I  do  not  want  two  hours  to  make  a  last  appeal 
to  your  justice  and  generosity — five  minutes  will 
suffice." 
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"  As  you  please ;  but  without  Melanie." 

^^  Melanie  cannot  in  any  way  be  a  restraint,  or 
"  Here  Cyrilla  stopped,  for  Julie  and  Mar- 
garet stood  before  her. 

"  So  here  you  are — sitting  in  this  quiet  comer 
together,"  cried  the  former,  with  a  half-mischieTOos, 
half-inquisitive  glance ;  "  and  so  grave  too,  that 
one  cannot  help  suspecting  you  have  been  taUdng 
of  old  times." 

Margaret  looked  inquiringly  from  one  to  the 
other,  her  wild  eyes  opening  wider  as  she  repeated 
the  words,  "  Old  times ! "  and  then  added,  "  What 
times?" 

"  Not  very  old  times  either,"  said  Zomdorff, 
quietly ;  "  even  if  you  refer  to  the  commencement 
of  my  acquaintance  with  Mademoiselle  d'Adler- 
kron.  We  were,  however,  not  talking  of  those 
times  and  the  f&tes  at  Freilands,  as  you  perhaps 
supposed,  but  of  America." 

"  America  ! "  said  Margaret,  ^^  and  what  about 
America?" 

"  I  was  speaking  about  a  friend  of  mine  who  i? 
there." 

"  O,  I  know the  man  who  writes  so  often, 

and  who  offered  to  purchase  land  ;  what  he  called 
clearings  for  you?" 

Zomdorff  nodded  his  head. 

"  I  dread  the  arrival  of  those  letters  more  than 
I  can  tell  you,"  she  continued;  "they  make  you 
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BO  restless  and  discontented.  I  cannot  imagine 
how  any  one  can  wish  to  go  to  America  who  has  a 
comfortable  home  here!" 

"  I  can,"  interposed  Julie.  "  Nothing  I  desire 
00  much  as  to  have  aa  opportnnity  of  seeing  the 
world ;  and  if  Coimt  Zomdorff  will  let  me  know 
when  he  intends  to  set  out  on  his  travels,  I  shall 
be  most  happy  to  accompany  him." 

"You  most  widt  until  the  funeral  service  has 
been  read  for  me,"  said  Margaret,  putting  her  arm 
within  Zomdorff 's,  and  clasping  her  hands  tightly 
together  in  a  maimer  that  had  become  habitual  to 
her. 

"  O,  not  at  all — we  conld  make  a  little  expedi- 
tion to  the  back-woods  together,  and  then  return 
here  and  tell  you  all  about  it." 

"  No,  no  ;  he  shall  not  go  with  you,"  said  Mar- 
garet, forcing  a  smile,  and  trying  to  enter  into  the 
jest ;  "  I  would  rather  trust  him  to  Cyrilla." 

"  There  icas  a  time  when  you  might  have 
thought  differently,"  said  Julie,  nodding  her  head 
with  peculiar  archness ;  "  but  Count  Zomdorff 
could  not  easily  persuade  her  to  go  to  the  back- 
woods of  America  with  him  nmo  ■'" 

Like  all  great  talkers,  Julie  often  said  more  than 
she  intended ;  but  though  it  is  not  to  be  supposed 
she  was  quite  unconscious  that  this  speech  might 
move  her  hearers  disagreeably,  she  was  by  no 
means  prepared  for  the  effect  which  it  instantly 
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produced.  Cyrilla  rose  from  her  lowly  seat,  and 
left  the  room  without  bestowing  even  a  pasgong 
glance  on  any  of  them.  Margaret  himg  heavily 
on  Zomdorff's  arm,  and  looked  up  into  his  face 
with  intense  anxiety;  and  that  face,  though  the 
features  were  compelled  in  some  degree  to  assome 
an  appearance  of  composure,  exhibited  such  fierce 
internal  struggles,  that  Julie  foxmd  it  difficult  to 
endure  the  glare  of  his  angry  eyes.  She  had  in- 
tended  to  hint  in  a  playful  manner  what  she  firmly 
believed  to  be  the  case — that  Cyrilla  no  longer 
cared  for  him ;  but  nothing  was  further  from  her 
thoughts  than  to  rouse  his  ire,  as  she  so  evidently 
had  done.  She  stammered  some  excuses,  which 
were  received  coldly  enough  to  mortify  her ;  and 
then  she  began  a  voluble  explanation  of  her  words 
to  Margaret,  trying  to  remove  her  jealous  anxiety, 
and  to  extricate  herself  from  embarrassment  by  the 
contemptible  subterfuge  but  too  often  used  by 
women,  of  changing  and  misplacing  the  words  until 
they  bore  quite  another  meaning.  Provoked  at 
finding  herself  unanswered,  she  at  length  shrugged 
her  shoulders  and  walked  away. 

"What  did  she  mean?"  asked  Margaret  in  a 
scarcely  audible  voice,  and  trembling  violently; 
"  I  saw  that  both  you  and  Cyrilla  understood  her, 
and  that  she  was  referring  to  something  that  I 
ought  to  have  heard  from  you — what  did  she 
mean  ?" 
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"  She  inBinnated  that  Mademouelle  d'Adterkton 
had  not  forgiven  me  for  preferring  yon  to  her." 

"  But  did  you  prefer  me  ?  " 

"  I  gave  e.  tolerably  convincing  proof  of  it,  I 
think." 

"Yet I  remember Ah!  now  I  understand 

why  she  will   not  come  to  our  house,  why  she 

avoids  UB,  especially  me Why  did  you  not  tell 

me  this  long  ago?" 

*'  Because  you  are  so  unreasonably  jealous  of 
everybody of  everything  I  may  say." 

"  But  I  won't  be  jealous  if  you  tell  me  the  whole 
truth." 

ZomdorfF  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then  said: 
"  Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron  was  staying  with  her 
sister  the  first  year  I  came  to  Exfort.  At  that 
tune,  you  know,  I  almost  lived  in  my  uncle's  house 
could  not  avoid  meeting  her  every  day " 

"And and  she  loved  you,"  cried  Margaret, 

quickly ;  "  tried,  perhaps,  to  alienate  your  heart 
from  me?" 

"  She  never  heard  you  named,  and  was  not 
aware  of  my  engagement  until  informed  of  it  by 
my  father  just  before  I  went  to  Berlin  to  fulfil  it," 

"But   you  think   she   hoped expected 

Poor  thing,  how  she  must  have  suffered !" 

"  More  than  I  like  to  remember,"  answered 
ijomdorff. 

"Edouard if  it  were  so you  must  have 
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paid  her  attention confess jou  liked  her 

admired  her ereryone  does joafiagot 

me  and and *' 

"  There ! "  said  Slomdorff,  qnietlj :  "  I  knew 
you  would  be  jealous." 

"  No,  no  ;  it  is  not  that but  why  were  yoa 

so  very  angry  at  Julie's  remark?" 

^'  I  could  not  quite  patiently  endure  a  tannt 
which,  though  apparently  aimed  at  me,  fell  hard 
upon  a  gentle  and  most  innocent  woman." 

"  And  are  you  quite  sure,  dear  Edouard,  that 
recollections  of  her  were  not  the  cause  of  that  cruel 
neglect  which  nearly  broke  my  heart  before  our 
marriage?" 

"  Another  useless  jealous  question,''  said  Zom- 
dorff,  smiling  coldly. 

"  No,  no  ;  I  am  not  jealous." 

"  Prove  it,  then,  by  never  referring  to  the  sub- 
ject again." 

There  was  something  so  imusually  harsh  both  in 
his  tone  and  manner  as  he  pronounced  these  words, 
that  lie  effectually  silenced  and  intimidated  his 
wife ;  but,  alas,  confirmed  all  her  worst  fears. 
From  that  evening  her  suspicious  vigilance  became 
unremitting,  and  at  last  so  intolerable,  that  he 
visibly  began  to  chafe  at  it 

Injudicious  woman — she  imagined  she  was  rivet- 
ting  his  affection  when  she  hung  more  fondly  on 
his  arm,  watched  all  his  movements,  followed  all 


ment  was  taken  advantage  of  so  skilfiillj-,  that  at 
length  he  broke  out  into  the  words — 

"  "Would  to  Grod  I  had  never  come  to  Exfort, 
and  were  guiltless  of  the  crime  I  liavc  committed  ! 
Tour  suspicions  arc  well  fomided.  On  the  morn- 
ing of  the  22d,  I  shot  Baron  Adlerkron  in  a  duel ; 
tut  I  was  irritated  and  provoked  to  the  deed  :  if  it 
had  not  been  for  ZomdorflF,  every  thing  would  have 
been  arranged  amicably.  When  Adlerkron  sank 
on  the  ground  I  was  on  the  point  of  putting  an  end 
to  roy  own  life !  " 

On  being  afterward  questioned  by  the  Court  of 
Inquiry,  he  gave  the  following  answers,  and  con- 
nected statement  of  the  transaction. 

"  I  lost  my  father  when  I  was  ten  years  old — 
resided  afterwards  with  my  maternal  grandfather, 
the  Jlarquis  de  Vieuville,  in  France,  until  I  was  in 
my  twentieth  year.  I  tlien  returned  to  Germany, 
and  studied  cameralia  at  the  Universities  of  Heidel- 
bei^  and  Grottingen.  About  three  months  ago  I 
came  to  Exfort  in  order  to  commence  my  career  in 
my  native  land,  and  if  possible  procure  a  situation 
here.  I  had  letters  of  recommendation  to  the 
President,  Count  Falkenstein;  to  the  Kammer- 
di rector  Hatzfeld,  and  to  the  Kammcr-assesaor 
Count  Zomdorff,  and  have  constantly  frequented 
their  houses.  Adlerkron  I  knew  when  I  was  a  child, 
and  he  has  been  intimate  with  my  family  more 
than  twenty  years;  I  was  therefore  the  more  dis- 
posed to  be  angry  when  Count  Zomdorff,  im  the 
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evening  of  the   12th   August,    told   me  that  he 
(Adlerkron)    had  been   turning   me    into  ridicule 
before  the  Falkensteins,  and,  among  other  things, 
had  said,  ^  It  tcould  be  long  before  I  should  get  atd- 
nation."      Almost  in   the    same    breath   Zomdorff 
obser\'ed  that,  of  all  the  officers  here,  Adlerkron 
was  the  one  he  most  disliked;  in  fact,  he  had  eveiy 
reason  to  hate  him.     It  annored  me  that  I  had 
been  spoken  slightingly  of  before  persons  whose 
good  opinion  was  of  such  consequence  to  me,  and  I 
therefore  went  the  next  day  to  Lieutenant  Klemm- 
hein,  with   whom   I   had   made    acquaintance  at 
Heidelberg,  requested  him  to  speak  to  Adlerkron, 
and   in  case  he  had  used  those  words,  to  demand 
in  mv  name  the  satisfaction  due  to  me.     Klemm- 
hein  returned  to  me  the  same  day,  and  said  Adler- 
kron acknowledged  he  may  have  so  spoken,  but 
certainly  not  with  the  intention  to  injure  or  offend 
me,  still  less  in  derision.     While  Klemmhein  was 
still  sjx?aking,  Zomdorff  entered   the    room,  and 
haWng  heard  Adlerkron's  message,  cried  out,  '  0 
ho!    the  gentleman  has  no  fancy  for  firearms  it 
seems.     Both  adorers  of  the  same  fair  ladv,  Lin- 
desmar  lets  himself  be  driven  fix)m  the  field  bv  a 
manucru^Te  that  seldom  fails  of  success  with  women, 
and  is  satisfied  with  a  doubtfully  worded  excuse 
sent  him  through  a  mutual  friend.'     By  ZomdorflTs 
advice,  I  then  sent  Klemmhein  to  Adlerkron  to 
say,  that  nothing  less  than  an  apology  offered  in 
t\ife  ^t^sfcUQ^si  o^  ^Lademoiselle  d*Adlcrkron  would 
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Batisfy  me,  and  this  message  Klemmhein  gave  liim 
on  the  14th.  Adlerkron  aent  me  word,  tliat  as  he 
had  not  had  the  slightest  intention  of  offending  nic, 
he  would  willingly  give  the  explanation  I  desired  in 
the  presence  of  Mademoiselle  d'Adlerkron  and  the 
President  von  Falkenatcin,  and  with  this  declara- 
tion I  was  perfectly  satisfied.  On  the  loth,  however, 
Zomdorff  came  again,  and  informed  me  in  the  most 
incensing  manner,  that  Adlerkron  had  the  evening 
before  related  the  wliole  affair  at  the  President's, 
and  that  my  conduct  had  been  severely  censured. 
Exasperated  beyond  measure,  I  instantly  sent  to 
him,  and  proposed  a  meeting  in  the  wood  just 
outside  the  town;  but  when  Klemmhein  told  me  it 
had  been  agreed  to,  and  that  Adlerkron  liad  sent 
for  Stauffen,  my  anger  was  cooled.  I  felt  that  I 
hod  been  unreasonable,  and  requested  Zomdorff, 
who  was  well  acquainted  with  Stauffen,  to  endea- 
Tour  to  accommodate  matters,  if  it  could  be  done 
without  compromising  my  honour.  On  the  20tli, 
however,  he  told  me  that  Stauffen  had  not  been 
able  to  persuade  Adlerkron  to  fulfil  his  first  pro- 
mise; and  that,  for  his  own  part,  he  could  do 
nothing  more  for  me,  as  in  consequence  of  some 
Bcmplea  on  the  part  of  Stauffen  he  had  himself 
undertaken  to  second  Adlerkron,  who  expected  me 
on  the  22d  at  the  place  appointed.  I  now  know  but 
too  well,  that  if  it  had  not  been  for  Zomdorff,  this 
dreadful  event  would  never  have  happened.  He 
reassured  me  wheo  I  asked  what  risk  I  ran,  what 
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penalty  I  incurred  should  the  duel  become  known, 
by  answering,  ^  Here,  as  elsewhere,  duelling  is  per- 
mitted by  connivance.'  I  went  at  the  hour  ap- 
pointed to  the  wood,  accompanied  by  Zomdorff,  who 
called  for  me.  Klemmhein  was  already  there,  and 
Adlerkron  arrived  almost  directly  afterwards.  He 
advanced  towards  me  at  once,  saying : — 

"  *  I  am  here.  Count  Lindesmar,  to  give  you  the 
satisfaction  you  demand,  although  I  am  perfcctlj 
certain  that  I  have  never  intentionally  offended  you.' 

"  I  was  about  to  extend  my  hand  to  him,  when 
Zomdorff  observed  contemptuously: — 

"  ^  Wc  have  not  come  here,  I  should  think,  to 
listen  to  exclamations  of  this  kind — instead  of 
speeches,  you  had  better  exchange  shots.' 

"The  pistols  were  examined  by  the  seconds,  load- 
ed, and  ten  paces  measured.  After  Adlerkron  had 
laid  aside  his  cloak  and  sabre  he  took  his  place.  I 
fired  and — missed.  Adlerkron  purposely  fired 
much  too  high.  The  pistols  were  again  loaded, 
and  this  time  Zomdorff  incensed  me  by  whispering, 
^  Will  you  submit  to  be  treated  so  completely  en 
bagatelle  f     Aim  lower ! ' 

"  I  then  fired  with  the  wish  to  hit Adlerkron 

sank  on  the  ground.  Klemmhein  and  I  rushed 
towards  hira  to  raise  him  up,  but  we  saw  directly 
that  he  was  desperately  wounded,  as  the  h\o(A 
pTuslied  violently  from  his  left  side.  ^  Leave  me/ 
he  said  in  a  weak  voice,  '  I  am  dying — think  of 
'joxxt  o\?w  ^^^V^  \\ss^  *    I  for^ve  you,  Lindesmar— 


yott  were  but  a  tool  in  the  bands  of  ZomdorfF,  wlio 

'     Unable  to  finiah  the  sentence,  he  made  a 

motion  with  hia  hand  as  if  to  induce  us  to  flight, 
then  murmured  something  more,  but  I  could 
only  distinguish  the  words  '  Cyrilla,'  and  '  meet 
again,'  and  after  a  few  convulsive  movements — be 
died.  I  was  distracted  with  grief  and  liorror,  and 
would  willingly  have  given  my  life  to  be  free  from 
the  crime  I  had  committed.  I  reproached  Zom- 
dorff  bitterly  ;  but,  with  Iiis  usual  coolness,  he  said 
he  had  no  time  for  useless  words — our  safety  re- 
quired action;  and  after  many  projKJsais,  all  made  by 
him,  we  at  length  agreed  to  confess  nothing  and  per- 
Buade  StaufFen,theonlyonewhoknewofthe  affair,  to 
keep  our  secret.  Adlcrkron's  pistol  was  discharged, 
laid  beside  tlie  body,  and  Zomdorff  having  black- 
ened his  hand  on  my  pistol,  rubbed  the  lingers  of 
Adlcrkron's  right  hand,  saying,  it  would  lead  to 
the  supposition  that  he  had  committed  suicide. 
We  smoothed  as  well  as  we  could  the  sandy 
ground,  in  which  the  marks  of  our  footsteps  were 
too  evident,  and  then  returned  by  different  roads 
to  Exfort.  Zomdorff  told  me  in  the  afternoon  he 
had  had  great  difficulty  in  ijuieting  Stauffen,  who 
was  in  despair  at  the  fate  of  his  friend;  but 
that  at  length  he  had  said,  for  Klemmhein's  sake 
he  would  give  no  information  until  coni[>elled  to 
do  so  by  the  proper  authorities.  Zomdorfl'  added, 
*  For  my  part  I  am  quite  resolved  not  to  confess, 
even  if  you  should  all  bear  witness  against  me.'" 
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On  being  asked  if  they  Iiad  been  accompanied 
by  a  surgeon,  Coutit  Lindesmar  answered : 

"Zomdorff  said  it  was  better  to  have  as  few 
people  as  possible  concerned  ;  but  that  he  had  en- 
gaged one  to  wait  in  the  Raven's  hut,  which  was 
but  a  short  distance  from  the  spot," 

Lindesmar  was  committed  for  trial,  and  on  the 
same  day  Klemmhein  and  Stauffen  were  arrested; 
the  latter  acknowledged  without  hesitation  that  the 
note  found  in  Adlerkron's  apartments  signed  A. 
St.,  had  been  written  by  him,  and  related : — 

"  On  the  15th  of  August  Adlcrkron  sent  for  me, 
and  said  that  Count  Lindesmar  had  called  him  to 
account  for  a  well-meant  observation  that  he  had 
made  one  evening  at  Freilands,  when  he  had  re- 
gretted that  Lindesmar  had  been  obliged  to  remain 
so  long  unemployed,  and  had  requested  the  Presi- 
dent  to  use  his  influence  for  him.  Adlerkron  asked 
me,  if  the  duel  should  take  place,  to  be  his  second 
on  the  occasion  ;  but  I  declined,  giving  him  my 
reavsons  at  some  length,  and  promising  to  do  eveir- 
thing  in  my  power  to  arrange  the  affair  satisfac- 
torily— which  Adlerkron,  who  was  perfectly  innocent, 
unreservedly  said  he  sincerely  desired.  Zomdorff 
called  on  me  soon  after  to  make  inquiries  on  the 
part  of  Lindesmar,  who,  he  said,  ^  had  a  strong 
suspicion  that  Adlerkron's  courage  had  been  over- 
rated, he  showed  so  decided  a  desire  to  get  out  of 
the  affair  on  any  terms.'  This  annoyed  me  greatiy, 
aivii  \  \.Q\<ii  7iQiTSid.Q>:ff  ^  It  was  a  shame  to  speak  in 
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such  a  manner — that  he  ou^ht  rather  to  endeavour 
to  remove  Lindesmar's  delusion,  and  do  all  he 
could  to  prevent  a  duel  that  could  bring  the  chal- 
lenger no  honour.'  Nevertheless  on  the  20th 
ZomdorfF  came  to  me  again,  and  assured  me  he 
had  found  it  impossible  to  induce  LJndesmar  to 
listen  to  any  explanations.  I  then  informed  him 
that  I  had  declined  being  Adlerkron'a  second,  and 
he  immediately  proposed  undertaking  the  office 
himself.  Directly  after,  I  wrote  the  note  which  has 
just  been  shown  to  me." 

The  deed,  signed  by  him  as  witness,  was  now 
placed  before  him,  and  he  added ;  "  On  the  21st, 
Adlerkron  sent  for  me  and  Major  Amheim,  and 
informing  us  that  he  had  been  affianced  a  week  or 
ten  days  previously  to  his  cousin,  Mademoiselle 
d' Adlerkron,  said  he  wished  to  cede  Freilands  as 
a  gift  to  her,  and  begged  us  to  witness  the  deed, 
which  he  placed  before  us.  We  did  so,  after  he 
had  signed  and  sealed  it  in  our  presence.  Amheim 
had  not  the  least  idea  of  his  motives  for  this  un- 
iisual  proceeding ;  he  was  completely  in  ignorance 
of  everything  relating  to  the  unfortunate  affair; 
but  /,  wheu  signing  my  name,  felt  a  painful  pre- 
sentiment that  I  was  witnessing  Adlerkron'a  hist 
will." 

To  the  question  why  he  had  not  prevented  the 
duel  by  giving  information  to  the  proper  authorities, 
he  answered : 

"  You  know  oar  duel  laws  better  th&ii  1  do^  ViA. 
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not  the  friendship  that  has  existed  between  Adler-* 
kron  and  me  for  years.  Had  I  betrayed  him,  I 
should  not  alone  have  plunged  him  into  endless 
annoyances,  but  even  the  severity  of  the  law  would 
have  fallen  rigorously  upon  him,  and  I  should  have 
lost  my  honour  as  an  officer.  If  you  consider  this, 
and  my  hope  that  the  duel  might  not  take  place, 
or,  if  it  did,  might  end  fortimately  and  remain  un- 
known, you  will  scarcely  blame  my  conduct" 

Major  Amheim  repeated  what  he  had  said  in 
the  first  instance,  with  the  assurance  that  he  had 
signed  the  deed,  merely  supposing  that  his  friend 
Adlerkron  had  wished  to  surprise  his  cousin,  to 
whom  he  was  extremely  attached,  with  a  gift  of 
unusual  magnificence. 

Major  Amheim  was  then  freed  from  arrest,  and 
returned  to  the  duties  of  his  regiment,  Stauffen 
released  on  parole,  and  Klemmhein  the  same  day 
examined  at  great  length.  He  related  without  re- 
serve his  own  share  in  the  disastrous  event — knew 
perfectly  tlie  risk  he  had  incurred,  as  he  had  studied 
law  at  Heidelberg,  where  he  had  made  the  ac- 
quaintance of  Count  Lindesmar.  Afterwards,  pre- 
ferring the  military  profession,  he  had  entered  the 
army  about  tvvo  years  previously,  and  had  been, 
during  that  time,  quartered  at  Exfort. 

On  being  requested  to  give  a  detailed  account  of 
the  duel,  he  did  so  in  the  following  words : — 

^^  On  the  13th  of  August,  Lindesmar  came  to  me, 
av\^  ^^\^\\^\\^\\ife^\v.\sv'^^<l  ^\d  insulted  by  A  J- 
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leriuron,  who  in  thepresence  of  the  President  and  his 
&mily  had  made  a  jest  of  the  delays  in  his  appoint- 
ment to  a  situation  at  Exfort — ZorndorfF  had  repeat- 
ed the  whole  conversation  to  him.  I  ohserved  that 
jesting  unkindly  was  very  imlike  Adlerkron's  usual 
habits ;  bnt  Lindesmar  was  angry,  insisted  on  my 
demanding  immediate  aatis&ction  in  his  name,  and 
requested  me  at  the  same  time  to  be  his  second.  I 
went  directly  to  Adlerkron,  who  aaid  that,  when 
speaking  of  Lindesmar,  he  may  have  used  the 
words  in  question,  but  certainly  not  scoffingiy,  and 
with  no  intention  to  injure  him,  aa  he  had  more 
than  once  urged  the  President  to  use  hia  influence 
to  prevent  his  being  again  disappointed.  I  re- 
peated all  this  to  Lindesmar,  who  was  perfectly  sa- 
tisfied with  the  explanation,  and  would  have  let 
the  matter  rest  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  infernal 
insinuations  and  sneers  of  Zomdorff,  who  unfor- 
tunately entered  the  room  while  we  were  still 
speaking  on  the  subject.  I  do  not  exactly  remem- 
ber what  he  said,  but  at  all  events  enough  to  make 
it  necessaiy  for  me  to  go  again  the  next  day  to 
Adlerkron,  and  say  that  Lindesmar  would-  not 
withdraw  the  challenge  unless  lie  consented  to 
make  an  apology  in  the  presence  of  Mademoiselle 
d' Adlerkron  I  At  this  unexpected  demand,  Ad- 
lerkron smiled,  but  after  a  few  moments'  considera- 
tion observed,  that  as  lie  had  never  had  the  slight- 
est intention  of  offending  Count  Lindesmar,  he  had 
no  objection  to  say  bo  in  tbe  T^teaaTvca  tS.  \fik 
0*2. 
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cousin ;  and  if  Lindcsmar  imagined  that  his  weD- 
meant  observation  had  injured  him  in  the  opinion 
of  the  President,  he  would  endeavour  that  very 
evening  to  repair  the  mischief,  and  set  all  to  rights. 
When  I  told  all  this  to  Lindesmar,  he  was  com- 
pletely appeased ;  and  I  was  therefore  greatly  sur- 
prised at  his  requiring  me,  on  the  15th,  to  be  again 
tlie  bearer  of  a  hostile  me^^age  to  Adlerkron.  On 
the  evening  of  the  2l8t,  Lindesmar  wrote  me  a  note 
desiring  me  to  meet  him  the  next  morning  at  four 
o'clock  in  the  wood  outside  the  town.  I  went— 
was  joined  by  Lindcsmar  and  Zonidorff,  and  im- 
mediately afterwards  by  Adlerkron.  He  advanced 
towards  Lindesmar,  and  made  some  conciliatoiy 
observation ;  but  ZomdorfF  interfered,  and  it  was 
then  agreed  that  they  were  to  fire  three  times. 
Zomdorfi",  as  Adlerkron's  second,  proj)ose4l  five 
paces  distance.  I  insisted  on  at  least  ten,  and 
then  the  unfortunate  duel  began.  I  examined,  and 
at  Zomdorfl*'s  request  loaded  both  pistols.  The 
construction  was  perfectly  similar,  so  each  re- 
ceived his  own  weapon.  Lindesmar  fired  and 
missed  —  Adlerkron  did  not  pretend  to  aim,  he 
fired  deliberately  in  the  air,  and  I  thought,  after 
such  a  proof  of  forbearance,  tliat  Lindesmar  would 
be  satisfied.  Zomdorfi",  however,  urged  the  reload- 
ing of  the  pistols,  and  as  Lindesmar  again  prepared 
to  fire,  Adlerkron  seemed  astonished  at  such  unex- 
pectedly shabby  conduct.  A  moment  afterwards 
\ift  \i«i&  ^\x^\K)wvt,^  QVi  N^:^'^  ^gt<5N»\sL\N\Qttally  wounded. 


We  endeavonred  to  raise  him,  but  lie  requested  u8 
to  desist,  and  I  then  saw  that  the  ball  had  entered 
his  side,  and  the  blood  was  gushing  firom  the 
wound  with  frightfiil  violence.  He  spoke  a  few 
words — wished  us  to  provide  for  our  safety  by  , 
fiight — forgave  Lindesmar,  and  died  pronouncing 
the  name  of  his  cousin.  I  was  too  much  shocked 
to  pay  much  attention  to  what  was  said  ;  but  I  can 
remember  that  Lindesmar  was  in  a  state  bordering 
on  distraction,  and  that  he  accused  Zomdorff  of 
being  the  cause  of  all  that  had  happened.  After 
proposing  several  plans  for  the  concealment  of 
Adlerkron's  remains,  Zomdorff  said  it  was  better  to 
leave  tlie  body  where  it  lay,  and  to  efface  every 
trace  that  could  lead  to  the  conjecture  that  a  duel 
had  taken  place.  While  he  airanged  the  sabre 
and  cap,  I  discharged  t)ie  pistol  and  laid  it  beside 
Adlerkron's  hand,  the  fingers  of  which  Zomdorff 
carefully  blackened.  We  left  the  spot  after  hav- 
ing agreed  to  preserve  our  dreadfiil  secret  by  the 
most  profound  silence.  I  believe  I  ought  to  add 
that  you  will  scarcely  induce  Zomdorff  to  acknow- 
ledge his  share  in  this  lamentable  affair,  as  he  said 
he  would  submit  to  torture  rather  than  confess ; 
and  I  can  well  imagine  it,  for  his  conduct  was 
villanous  throughout.  He  had  undertaken  to  en- 
gage Dr  Hurtig  to  remain  in  the  Raven's  hut ;  but 
when  I  proposed  going  for  him,  it  became  evident 
he  had  given  himself  no  concern  about  the  matter ; 
and  on  jdj  reproaching  him  fot  \ua  \wn5a.■t^law9^Ac 


neglect,  he  answered  coldly :  '  Of  what  use  woi 
Hurtig  have  been  to  us?  Let  ns  rather  rejo 
that  one  \ess  liaa  been  mtnisted  with  our  secret.' 

"  He  then  undertook  to  inform  StanfTen  of  1 
fetal  termination  of  the  duel.  Until  then  I  had  i 
known  of  hia  having  been  consulted.  Adlerh 
was  not  missed  on  the  22d  and  23d,  as  he  was  e 
on  leave." 

It  13  unnecessary  here  to  follow  the  care&I  mi 
ner  in  which  the  investigation  was  continued— i 
tevisal  of  the  opinion  of  the  Burgeons  by  the  Me 
ctnal  CoUe.gmm,  and  the  cross-questioning  of  Li 
desmar  and  Klemmhein,  from  whom,  however,  I 
tie  more  information  could  be  obtained.  On 
being  proved  that  Adlerkron,  after  having  evideni 
fired  in  the  air,  continued  on  the  f>anie  spot,  &ci 
hia  adversary,  the  Inquisitor  asked  Lindesmar  hi 
he  could  reconcile  it  to  liimself,  having  tired 
second  time  at  a  man  who,  the  moment  before,  h 
spared  his  life,  and,  by  his  careless  position,  show 
the  reliance  he  placed  in  the  generosity  of  his  t 
ponent?  Lindcsmar  answered,  with  the  most  i-i 
lent  demonstrations  of  grief,  "  Sjiare  me,  for  He 
Ten's  sake !  I  already  feel,  to  its  fullest  extent,  i 
odiousness  of  my  conduct.  Zomdorff  took  a 
vantage  of  my  natural  Jmpetuositj'  of  temper,  «i 
provoked  me  to  anger  when  there  was  no  time  I 
thought." 


«.■  ^ 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

A  few  days  after  his  arrest,  ZomdorflF  had  been  at- 
tacked by  fever,  and  was  so  long  ill,  and  afterwards 
80  debilitated,  tliat  several  weeks  elapsed  before  hia 
physician  would  consent  to  bis  being  sammoned  for 
examination.  On  his  first  appearance,  he  answered 
the  nsual  questions  concerning  his  birth,  parent- 
age, education,  situation  in  life,  &c  &c.  &c.,  with 
haughty  composure ;  but  the  moment  the  interro- 
gatories took  a  more  serious  direction,  he  became  so 
angry  and  excited,  that  the  Inquisitor  interrupted 
him  by  saying, — 

"  Count  ZomdorfF,  you  are  in  a  state  of  irritation 
that  precludes  the  possibility  of  my  continuing  your 
examination  to-day;"  and  he  was  reconducted  to 
prison  without  further  explanation. 

It  had  become  evident  that  Lindesraar  and 
Klemmhein  had  been  right  in  the  supposition 
that  Zomdorff  would  not  confess  willingly  and 
without  reserve  as  they  had  done,  and  it  was  re- 
solved to  procure  the  strongest  evidence  against 
liim  before  he  should  be  again  BunmioueA.. 
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His  housekeeper,  Frederica  Schultze,  was  sworn, 
and  deposed  that,  on  the  evening  of  the  2l8t  of 
August,  Count  Zomdorff  had  desired  her  to  waken 
him  the  next  morning  soon  after  three  o^clock. 
She  did  so,  and  observed  that,  directly  he  was 
dressed,  he  had  gone  to  the  Hdtel  de  Pnisse,  which 
is  in  their  neighbourhood.  At  the  end  of  about  an 
hour  and  a  half  he  returned  home,  and,  saying  he 
must  wash  his  hands,  went  to  his  dressing-room. 
She  remarked  at  the  time  that  his  right  hand  was 
blackened,  and,  on  afterwards  removing  the  towel, 
perceived  some  streaks  of  black  on  it  also.  The 
house-linen  had  not  been  washed  since  that  time, 
and  she  could  produce  the  towel  if  necessary.  This 
was  required  of  her,  and  she  then  added :  "  The 
Count  was  extremely  vexed  at  having  lost  his  seal- 
ring  while  out  walking  that  morning ;  but  wlien  I 
asked  him  to  tell  me  where  he  had  been,  intending 
to  look  for  it  myself,  he  told  me,  as  it  was  market- 
day,  the  ring  had  most  probably  been  found  already 
by  some  of  the  peasants  he  had  met  entering  the 

town." 

Search  was  immediately  made  for  the  ring  in 

the  part  of  the  wood  where  the  duel  had  taken 

place,  and  the  proprietor  of  the  Hdtel  de  Prusse, 

Johann  Baer,  examined. 

"  He  remembered  the  22d  of  August,  from  a  very 

painful  cause — it  was  the  day  on  which  he  had  lost 

his  youngest  child,  at  two  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

A.\>ow\.  a  ^-axXet  \.<^  fevMt^  lis  he  was  carrying  hii 
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dead  in&nt  to  a  room  on  tlie  grouDd-floor,  Count 
Zorhdorff  entered  the  Hotel,  and  walked  up  the 
stairs.  He  had  asked  if  Count  Li  ndesmai  were 
up ;  and  on  the  waiter  Anton  8porl's  answering 
that  the  Count  had  long  been  dressed,  he  obHerved, 
'  More  punctual  than  I  am,  it  seems.' — They  left 
the  house  together  immediately  afterwards," 

The  waiter  Sporl  confirmed  Baer's  deposition ; 
also  the  chambennaid  Martha  Gossmann.  The  lat- 
ter added,  "  that  Count  Lindcsmar  returned  to  the 
hotel,  pale  and  anxioufl- looking,  and  had  not  eaten 
anything  the  whole  day.  Towards  noon  he  had 
walked  about  so  uneasily  in  his  room,  sighing  and 
speaking  to  himself,  that  curiosity  had  induced  her 
to  listen  at  the  door,  and  she  had  distinctly  heard 
the  words  '  ZomdorfF — Zomdorff — what  have  you 
done ! '  When,  on  the  24th,  she  heard  that  an 
oflScer  had  been  found  dead  in  the  wood,  it  had  im- 
mediately occurred  to  her  that  the  Count  must  know 
something  about  the  matter." 

The  search  of  the  persons  sent  to  look  for  the 
Zomdorff  ring  was  unsuccessful,  although  the  sand 
had  been  raked  up,  and  passed  through  sieves ;  but 
the  object  of  search  having  become  generally  known, 
and  a  reward  offered,  the  following  day,  soon  after 
sunrise,  a  poor  day-labourer  and  hia  sister  repaired 
to  the  spot,  hoping  to  be  more  fortunate.  As  the  lat- 
ter walked  towards  a  fir-tree,  at  a  little  distance, 
in  order  to  hang  the  handkerchief  containing  their 
breakfast  upon  one  of  the  lower  YtxEmcVfe*,  'A\(i  ije\- 
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ceiyed  a  kid  glove  lying  on  it^  and  to  her  great  joy^ 
on  examination,  found  that  it  contained  a  gold  seal 
ring,  which  had  probably  been  drawn  unconsci- 
ously from  the  hand  with  the  glove.  They  imme- 
diately returned  to  Exfort,  received  the  promised 
reward,  and  the  following  day  made  the  necessaiy 
deposition  before  the  court 

Although  scarcely  a  doubt  could  be  entertained 
that  this  was  the  ring  of  which  Zomdorff  had 
spoken  to  his  housekeeper,  as  not  only  the  2i0ni- 
dorflf  arms  were  engraved  upon  it,  but  inside  also 
the  letters  E.  G.  v.  Z.  (Edouard  Graf  von  Zom- 
dorff) it  was  nevertheless  considered  advisable  to 
question  Frederica  Sehultze  on  the  subject,  and  she 
declared  without  hesitation  that  it  was  a  ring  the 
Coimt  constantly  wore,  and  never  removed  from  his 
finger  excepting  to  seal  his  letters. 

She  was  then  asked,  if  she  could  remember  any 
notes  or  letters  having  been  sent  to  any  one  in  the 
town  on  or  immediately  before  the  21st  of  August, 
and,  after  a  moment's  consideration,  she  answered, 
"  The  Coimt  himself  requested  me  to  take  a  note 
for  him,  at  a  late  hour  on  that  day,  to  Baron  Ad- 
lerkron's  lodgings ;  and  at  the  same  time  sent  a 
packet  of  important  papers,  and  another  note,  hy 
his  servant  to  the  Kammer-revisor  Klmghardt." 

The  Inquisitor  went  himself  to  the  Kammer- 
revisor's,  and,  on  consulting  the  official  documents, 
found,  under  the  number  1233,  a — 
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"  Eeportof  the  ReTenuesof  the  Oownland  Senn- 
heim  and  Streck." 

Klingbardt  immediately  recollected  that  Zom- 
dorff  was  reporter  in  this  case,  and  that  he  had  re- 
ceiTcd  a  note  from  him  on  the  subject  This,  too, 
was  soon  found,  and  was  of  importance,  as  it  was 
dated — 

"  Exfort,  2l8t  August,  1833,  evening,  8  o'clock," 
and  had  been  apparently  sealed  with  the  ring  in 
possession  of  the  court. 

To  make  the  evidence  complete,  however,  an  en- 
graver and  mcdal-coiuer  were  consulted ;  and  then 
Count  ZomdorfF  was  summoned  for  examination. 

Illness,  imprisonment,  and  perhaps  some  other 
causes,  combined  to  make  him  look  ill,  and  even 
paler  than  ever ;  but  he  walked  forward  as  calmly, 
and  seated  himself  in  the  offered  chair  with  pre- 
cisely the  same  easy  negligence,  as  if  he  had  been 
in  a  drawing-room,  and  was  about  to  commence 
the  most  indifferent  conversation.  He  had  pro- 
bably repented  his  vehemence  on  a  former  occit- 
sion ;  for  when  required  to  say  where  he  had  been 
on  the  2l8t  of  August,  and  how  employed,  he  an- 
swered quietly — 

"  I  did  not  leave  my  apartment^  the  whole  day, 
as  I  had  business  of  importance  to  transact." 

Inquisitor.  "  How  does  it  happen  that  you  re- 
member that  day  so  accurately  ?" 

Zomdorff".     "  My  memory  seldom  fells  me." 


306  CYRILLA. 

Inquisitor,  "  Then  you  can  of  course  recollect 
the  business  on  which  you  were  employed  ?" 

Zomdorff.     "  O,  certainly but  I  should  think 

it  was  not  necessary  for  me  here  to  give  an  account 
of  my  emplojrments  as  a  civil  officer  in  the  service 
of  the  state." 

Inquisitor.     "  It  is  required  of  you." 
,   Zomdorff.     I  made  a  report  of  the  revenues  of 
the  crown-land,  Sennheim  and  Streck." 

Inquisitor.  "  What  did  you  do  with  the  report 
when  made?" 

Zomdorff.  "  I  sent  it  on  the  evening  of  the 
21st  to  the  Kammer-re visor  Klinghardt." 

Inquisitor.     "  With  or  without  a  note  from  you  T 

Zomdorff.     "  With  a  note  from  me May  1 

know  for  what  purpose  you  ask  tliese  questions  ?" 

Inquisitor.  "Do  you  recognise  this  writing?'* 
(The  note  to  Klinghardt  was  handed  to  him). 

Zomdorff.  "  It  is  the  note  of  which  I  have  just 
spoken — how  did  it  come  into  your  hands  ?" 

Inquisitor.  "  Now,  examine  this  note — and  that 
found  in  Baron  Adlerkron's  apartment  (it  was 
placed  before  liim),  and  acknowledge  that  the  hand- 
writing is  perfectly  similar."* 

Zomdorff.  "  Many  people's  handwriting  may  be 
like  mine  ;  I  do  not  at  all  dispute  the  resemblance,'' 

*  It  is  evident  that  the  Inquisitor,  by  this  observation,  endea- 
voured to  conceal  from  Zomdorff  his  wish  to  obtain  from  him  an 
acknowledgment  that  he  had  used  his  seal  ring  on  the  evening 
of  the  21st  August. 
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InquiaUor.  "  Nothing  seems  wanting  but  the 
address  and  seal  to 

Zomohrff.  {IntemiptiDg  him  quietly)  "  The  seal 
failing  18,  however,  of  some  importance— hand- 
writing is  more  easily  imitated  than  arms  engraved." 

Inquisitor.  "  The  seal  on  Klinghardt's  note  is 
then  yours?" 

Zortviorff.     "  Undoubtedly." 

Inquisitor.  "  And  you  certainly  wrote  to  him 
on  the  evening  of  the  2lBt  ?" 

^iw7«for^(impatiently).  "  I  have  alreadysaid  so." 
(After  a  pause,  he  added,)  "  May  I  ask  if  my  re- 
quest to  see  Count  Lindesmar  is  likely  to  be  grant- 
ed ?  X  shall  suffer  coneidcrable  pecuniary  loss  if  he 
leave  Exfort  without  ray  having  had  an  interview 
with  him." 

Inquisitor  (not  taking  any  notice  of  the  latter 
part  of  this  remark),  "  That  is  probably  the  JLin- 
desmar  who  was  at  the  Hfltel  de  Prusse  some  time 
ago— he  is  no  longer  there — ^it  is  more  than  a  month 
since  he  asked  for  a  passport,  intending  to  travel,  I 
believe." 

Zomdorff  found  it  difficult  to  conceal  his  satis- 
faction at  this  answer,  though  he  pretended  annoy- 
ance at  his  loss,  and  added,  that  "  he  ought  not  to 
have  trusted  any  one  on  bo  short  an  acquaintance." 

Inquisitor.  "  Yet  it  is  said  you  have  been  very 
intimate  with  him." 

Zwndorff.     "  Only  apparently.     In  consequence 
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of  an  especial  letter  of  introduction,  I  was  obliged 
to  show  him  some  attention." 

Inquisitor.  "  Enough  of  him.  Tell  me  how  you 
employed  yourself  on  the  22d  of  August. " 

Zomdorff.  "  Not  having  any  pressing  business, 
I  remained  at  home  the  greater  part  of  the  day." 

Inquisitor.  "  As,  however,  it  has  been  positively 
asserted  that  you  left  your  apartments  at  a  very 
early  hour  on  the  morning  of  that  day,  I  must  re- 
quest you  to  be  more  accurate  in  your  answer." 

Zomdorff.  "  Who  says  that  I  went  out  early  on 
the22d?" 

Inquisitor,  "  Many  people  have  said  so — both 
men  and  women,  the  truth  of  whose  depositions  we 
can  liave  no  reason  to  doubt." 

Zomdorff.     ^  ^  Depositions  ! " 

Inquisitor.  "  Count  Zomdorff,  we  know  that  on 
that  morning  you  were  wakened  at  your  own  de- 
sire soon  after  three  o'clock.  Will  you  acknow- 
ledge that  to  be  the  case  or  not  ?" 

Zomdorff.  "You  had  better  ask  the  person 
who  wakened  mc." 

Inquisitor.  "  Then  you  really  wish  your  hau9e' 
keeper  to  assist  your  memory?" 

Zorndorff.     ^ '  No I I  remember  haA-ing  gone 

out  soon  after  the  hour  you  mention." 

Inquisitor.     "  For  what  purpose  ?  " 

Zomdorff.  "To  see  Lindesmar,  who  owed  me 
some  money." 
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Inquiattor.    "  Did  you  see  him  ?" 

ZomeUtrff.  "  Yes ;  but  I  came  at  an  unaeason* 
able  time — Baer's  cLild  had  just  died,  and  Lindes- 
mar  had  no  money." 

Inquisitor.  "  How  long  did  you  remain  with 
Lindearaar?" 

Zomdorff.  "  A  veiy  few  minutes — it  was  gloomy 
at  the  hotel,  and  we  went  out  to  walk." 

Inquisitor,     "  Did  you  meet  any  one?" 

Zomdorff.     "  It  was  too  early." 

Inquisitor.  "  It  is  said,  however,  that  your  walk 
ended  in  a  meeting  with  some  acquaintances." 

Z^ndorff.     "Who  says  bo?" 

Inquisitor.  "  A  meeting  with  eome  officers  of 
the  garrison  here." 

Zomdorff.     "  I  dislike  military  men," 

Inquisitor.  "  That  may  be  ;  but  it  does  not 
prove  that  you  did  not  on  the  morning  in  question 
meet  such." 

Zomdorff.  "  Let  me  see  those  who  say  they  met 
me." 

(It  had  been  arranged  that,  during  this  exami- 
nation. Count  Lindesmar  and  Lieutenant  Rlemm- 
hcin  should  be  brought  to  separate  rooms  in  the 
vicinity  of  the  trial-chamber,  and  that  on  a  bell 
being  rung  once,  Klemmhein,  and,  if  twice,  Lin- 
desmar, should  appear.  At  the  appointed  sign, 
Klemmhein  entered  the  room]. 

Zomdorff  (surprised).     "Klemmhein! You 

here?" 
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Klemmhein  was  motioned  to  retire  without 
speaking,  and  the  Inquisitor  asked  Zomdorff  if  he 
had  not  met  that  officer  on  the  morning  of  the  22d. 

Zomdorff  looked  gloomily  on  the  gromid  with- 
out answering. 

Inquisitor,  "Do  you  know  this  ring?"  (He 
showed  him  the  one  found  near  the  fatal  spot). 

Zomdorff  started ;  became  deadly  pale,  and,  hi.* 
eyes  still  fixed  on  the  ring  with  a  look  of  horror,  he 
stammered,  "  Yes — ^ycs — I  lost — I  mean — I  gave 
it  to — Lindcsmar  six  or  eight  weeks  ago." 

Inquisitor.  "  Indeed !  Then  how  could  you 
have  scaled  a  note  \N'itli  it  on  the  21st  of  August  V 

Zomdorff  gazed  at  the  ring  in  silence. 

Inquisitor,  "  Can  you  explain  this  contradic- 
tion?" 

Zomdorff,  "  Lindesmar — ^was  still  here  at  that 
time " 

The  Inquisitor  gave  the  expected  sign,  and  Lin- 
desmar advanced  towards  them. 

Inquisitor  (to  Lindesmar).  "  Has  this  ring  ever 
been  in  your  possession?" 

Lindesmar,     "  Never." 

Inquisitor,  "  Do  you  owe  Count  Zomdorff  any 
money?" 

Lindesmar  (turning  angrily  to  Zomdorff).  '*'  Did 
I  ever  in  the  course  of  our  acquaintance  borrow  the 
most  trifling  sum  of  you,  Count  Zomdorff?" 

The  Inquisitor  made  a  sign  to  Lindesmar  to  with- 
dx8LN7  '^VlWail  ^^vtlu^  for  an  answer  to  his  in- 
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dignaDt  qvieryj  and  then  turned  to  Zomdorff,  who 
had  covered  his  eyes  with  his  hand. 

"  When  I  said  that  Lindesmar  was  no  longer  at 
the  Hdtel  de  Pnisae,  you  falsely  concluded  lie  had 
undertaken  the  journey  to  Italy  you  so  strongly 
recommended  to,  him — he  and  Klemmhein  were 
arrested  Ijefore  you,  and  they  and  Stauffen  have 
related,  without  reaer\-e,  every  circumstance  con- 
cerning the  unfortunate  event  of  which  you  still 
pretend  ignorance.  All  that  you  have  said,  done, 
and  written  in  this  fatal  affair  to  Klemmhein,  Lin- 
desmar, and  Stauffen,  haa  been,  I  can  assure  you 
solemnly,  officially  collected,  and  the  legal  docu- 
ments are  now  ready  for  judgment ;  but  it  is  not 
alone  li^4ng  witnesses  that  testify  against  you — in- 
animate things  give  evidence  almost  as  strong.  I 
need  not  explain  to  you  the  circumstances  attend- 
ing the  finding  of  your  ring,  or  the  conclusion 
drawn  from  this  towel  (he  poiuted  towards  the  one 
brought  by  Zomdorff's  housekeeper,  and  soiled 
with  streaks  of  black),  or  this  (and  Lindesmar's 
pistol  and  corresponding  bullet  were  placed  before 
him).  You  know  all;  but  the  court  of  inquiry  is 
equally  well  informed,  and  it  is  useless  your  any 
longer  trying  to  deceive  youi'self  as  to  the  position 
in  which  you  are  placed." 

Zomdorff,  who,  during  this  speech,  had  never 
once  raised  his  eyes  from  the  ground,  now  rose, 
and  with  great  difficulty  uttered  the  words :  "  I  am 
too  much  confused  to  explain — to — to  confess  just 


m 


312  CTRILLA. 

now.     Give  me  time — time  to  end  diia  last,  moel 
horrible,  internal  Btroggle." 

Inquisitor.  "  If  you  prefer  writing,  Count  Zom- 
dorff,  you  shall  be  furnished  with  the  neceesaij 
materials  in  your  room. 

Zomdorff  insUntly  accepted  tljia  proposal,  int 
an  hotir  afterwards  the  Inqmaitor  received  fron 
him  the  following  letter : — 

"  I  feel  too  deeply  how  mucli  I  deseire  thi 
scom  and  detestation  of  every  one  who  may  eve; 
hear  of  the  deplorable  event  that  took  place  on  tb 
22d  of  last  August,  to  attempt  any  sort  of  pallii 
tion  of  my  crime,  nor  shall  I  endeavour  in  on] 
way  to  soften  just  indignation  by  a  description  o 
the  mental  sufferings  I  have  endured  since  the  per 
petratioii  of  it,  but  declare  at  once  tliat  /  im 
,Ii77..v/!wh's  Murderer.  Lindesroar  was  but  a  too 
used  aud  abused  by  me,  and  Adlerkrou,  in  ibi 
agonies  of  death,  endeavoured  to  console  liim  will 
this  assurance,  moved,  perhaps,  by  his  tears  d 
peniteuce  and  exclamations  of  despair.  One  mo 
live  alone  uiged  me  to  this  deed — one  so  strong  a 
to  make  mc  oversee  all  the  dangers  that  surronndei 
it :  I  loved  Cyrilla  von  Adlerkron,  and  vowed  th 
destruction  of  the  two  men  who  had  latterly  bee 
my  rivals,  and  were  preferred  to  me  on  all  occa 
sions.  I  provoked  a  quarrel  between  tliem,  in 
trigued  unceasingly  until  a  duel  was  brought  aboui 
thinking  tliat — let  but  one  fall,  the  other  mia 
seek  safety  in  flight,  and  (fool  tliat  I  was)  Cjiill 


CIBILLA.  313 

might  then  be  minet Spare  me  the  recital  of 

the  intrigucB  by  which  Adlerfcron'a  death  waa 
caused :  it  will  suffice  if  I  acknowledge  that  I  mis- 
represented a  well-meant  observation  of  his  to 
Lindesmar, — that  I  proToked  the  latter  to  send 
him  a  challenge, — told  him  that  duelling  was  con- 
nived at  here,^ — misused  the  confidence  placed  in 
me  by  him  when  he  requested  me  to  effect  an 
honourable  arrangement    of   tlie    affair, — that  I 

offered .forced  myself  on  Adlerkron  as  a  second, 

in  order  to  ensure  the  taking  place  of  the  duel, — 
that  I  did  write  the  note  to  him,  now  in  your 
poBsessioD, — went  myaelf  for  Lindeemar  on  the 
morning  of  the  22d,  and  then  enacted  the  part 
of  second  to  his  adversary.  I  confess  that,  in 
order  to  ensure  a  fatal  termination  to  the  duel,  I 
proposed  but  five  paces  distance, — that  Klcmm- 
hein  would  not  consent, — and  that,  before  the 
second  shot,  I  irritated  Lindesmar's  irascible  tem- 
per by  a  sneer,  and  then  told  him  to  be  more 

steady,  and  to  aim  lower Adlerkron's  second 

was  a  dishonourable  scoundrel — you every  one 

will  say — and  I  have  not  one  word  to  offer  in 

exculpation Although    I  had   undertaken  to 

procure  a  surgeon  on  this  occasion,  I  purposely 
omitted  doing  so — the  idea  that  one  must  die  bad 

BO  completely  taken  possession  of  my  mind It 

was   I   who   proposed   laying  the   imputation  of 

suicide  on  the  victim  alike  of  my  love  and  hatred. 

I  did  everything  in  my  power  to  promote  this  end 

VOL.  III.  ? 
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— ^it  wms  necessaiy  for  our  safety;  and Cyrilk 

TOO  Adleikron  would  more  easilj  forget  a  man 
who  had  fidlen  hy  his  own  hand,  than  one  whose 
life  had  been  a  sacrifice  to  an  overstrained  sense  of 
honour.  I  need  scaroelj  add^  that  I  threw  mv 
glove  on  a  tree  or  on  the  gronnd^  and  uninten- 
tionallj  with  it  a  ring  so  very  valuable  to  me  that, 
had  not  conscience  made  me  for  the  first  time 
in  mj  life  a  coward,  I  should  at  any  risk  have 
searched  for  it.  That  I  urged  Lindesmar  to  escape 
to  Italy,  fearing  that  his  compunction  and  peni- 
tence might  induce  him  to  act  in  a  manner  inimical 
to  my  plans,  may  form  the  conclusion  of  this  con- 
fession. Any  further  particulars  necessaiy  for  the 
completion  of  the  evidence  I  sliall  wiUingly  give 
during  the  final  examination,  which  will  probably 
take  place  in  a  day  or  two.  "  Zorndorff." 

"  Exfort  Jail,  the  7th  October  1833." 
During  this  final  examination,  on  the  lOtk, 
12th,  and  13th  of  October,  Zomdorff,  Lindesmar, 
and  Klemmhein  repeated  thebr  confessions,  with 
a  few  unimportant  additions.  Counsel  was  ap- 
pointed for  each.  On  the  26th  all  the  collected 
evidence  and  acts,  together  with  the  written  de- 
fence of  each  separately,  were  forwarded  to  the 
JuMtz  CoG^tumy  which,  in  the  first  instance,  pro- 
nounces sentence  in  criminal  cases ;  but  it  was  not 
until  the  following  9th  of  November  that  the  opin- 
ion of  the  reporter  and  result  of  the  session  became 
known  at  Exfort. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 


Cyrili.a's  ang<iish  on  receiving  Rupert's  letter  it 
is  impossible  to  describe — not  even  Melanie  ob- 
tained admittance  to  her  room  for  hours  afterwards; 
yet  in  the  evening  she  waB  again  in  the  drawing- 
room — again  urging  the  President  to  tell  her  the 
whole  truth,  and  then  listening  with  breathless 
attention  while,  with  forced  composure,  he  read 
aloud  the  written  depositions,  or  ratlier  confessions, 
of  Lindesmar  and  Klemmhein.  The  description  of 
Rupert's  last  moments,  however,  almost  overcame 
her  fortitude,  and  caused  such  evident  torture  that 
Melanie  was  about  to  interrupt  her  husband,  had 
she  not  been  deterred  from  doing  so  by  Cyrilla's 
looks  and  signs  of  entreaty.  He  finished ;  and, 
after  a  long  paose,  Melanie  observed,  with  some 
bitterness, — 

"  For  a  person  professing  friendship,  as  Captain 
Stauifen  did  for  our  poor  dear  Rupert,  I  must  say 
he  acted  in  an  unpaidotiably  aelfiah  manner  towards 
him." 
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'^  He  is  the  eon  of  a  clergyman/'  answeied  the 

President,  drily,  '^and  abhors  duelling  as ad 

every  one  onght  to  do." 

'^  If  Rnpert  had  only  applied  to  Major  Ambeim/' 
persisted  Melanie. 

^'  He  was  too  considerate  to  entangle  a  man  m 
the  eye  of  marriage  in  such  an  affair,"  replied  the 
President.     ^'  Amheim  said  so  himself  to-day." 

"  With  regard  to  Edouard "  she  then  began, 

hesitatingly. 

"Name  him  not,"  said  the  President,  risiiig. 
"  If  he  cannot  deny  and  disprove  the  charges  this 
day  brought  against  him,  he  is  more  culpable  than 
even  that  wavering  hot-brained  fellow,  Lindesmai. 
But,"  he  added,  with  a  perceptible  tremor  in  his 
voice — "but  we  will  not  condemn  him  unheard. 
It  is  not  impossible  or  even  improbable  that  Lin- 
desmar  and  Klemmhein  have  agreed  to  throw  the 
blame  on  him,  in  order  to  exculpate  themselves. 
This  is  mv  last  and  only  hope,  and  I  shall  cling  to 
it  as  long  as  I  can." 

So  did  Jlelanie  and  Cyrilla  also,  but  for  reasoni? 
unknown  to  any  but  themselves.  They  wished 
to  mourn  without  remorse. 

Separated,  as  a  matter  of  course,  firom  the  Belle- 
garde  family,  and  unwilling  to  see  any  of  their  other 
acquaintances  at  Exfort,  Cyrilla  and  Melanie  re- 
turned to  Freilands,  when  the  President  left  them  to 
spend  a  short  time  with  his  unhappy  brother-in-law, 
Greneral  Zomdorff.     At  Cyrilla's  request,  the  Vicar 
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of  Windhorst  soon  after  joined  them,  and  almost 
every  word  of  Rupert's  conrersation  with  him  the 
last  day  they  had  been  on  the  lake  together  recur- 
ring to  her  memory,  she  felt  a  melancholy  satisfac- 
tion in  carrying  into  execntion  the  plan  proposed  on 
that  occasion, and  conferring  on  Englmann  the  bouse 
and  land  then  offered  him,  on  the  condition  of  his 
residing  at  and  undertaking  at  once  the  coi6plete 
management  of  the  Vehn  colony.  The  President, 
when  he  joined  them,  informed  of  the  restleaa  ex- 
ertions made  by  Cyrilla  on  this  occasion,  hoping 
it  might,  by  diverting  her  mind  from  her  grief,  be 
beneficial  to  lier  health,  conscientiously  encouraged 
,  her  by  every  means  in  his  power  to  persevere.  If 
he  thought  her  endowment  of  tlie  Vicar,  the  schools, 
and  hospital  unnecessarily  splendid,  he  did  not 
say  so,  neither  did  he  object  to  the  presence  of 
Ckinrad  of  Waldenburg,  who  unexpectedly  made 
bis  appearance  one  momi&g,  and  seemed  to  have 
no  other  object  tlian  to  walk  about  with  Cyrilla, 
row  her  on  the  lake,  and  search  for  the  few  remain- 
ing wild-flowers  still  to  be  found. 

A  more  changed  house  than  Freilands  it  is 
scarcely  possible  to  imagine.  Silence  and  melan- 
plioly  had  taken  the  place  of  the  gay  voices  and 
music  that  once  were  heard  within  its  walls;  no 
visiters  were  admitted ;  and  the  Bellegardes,  who 
had  put  on  the  deepest  mourning  for  Rupert,  having 
once  requested  an  interview,  were  so  shocked  and 
depressed  at  all  they  saw  and  heard,  so  painlully 
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alive  to  the  contrast  oflfered  them,  and  so  over- 
whelmed by  the  consciousness  that  a  member  of 
their  fiimilj  had  caused  the  misery  around  them^ 
that  they  wept  more  than  they  spoke ;  and  hurry- 
ing from  the  house  of  sorrow,  protested  to  each 
other,  in  whispers,  that  they  would  not  again  in- 
trude on  a  family  where  their  presence  must  hence- 
forward renew  affliction,  and  their  sympathy  almost 
appear  a  mockery. 

"  Henri,"  said  Madame  de  Bellegarde  to  her 
husband,  as  he  was  about  to  leave  them,  after  their 
return  home,  "  I  saw  you  speaking  to  the  Presi- 
dent— of  course  about  Victor." 

"  Yes,  he  was  at  first  extremely  unwilling  to, 
give  me  any  information  ;  but  as  I  carefully  avoided 
making  offensive  allusions  to  ZomdorflTs  conduct, 
and  attempted  no  useless  defence  of  Victor,  he  told 
me  it  was  probable  that  his  education  in  France 
would  be  taken  into  consideration,  where  duelling 
is  not  named  in  the  criminal  code ;  and  where  the 
Court  of  Cassation,  in  the  year   1818-19,  decided 
that  neither  wounding  nor  killing  in  duel  could  be 
considered  as  a  crime,  inasmuch  as  it  is  an  intention 
commune — r^cijn'OCitS  et  simultaneity  iTattaque  et  fie 
defence/^     His  having  studied  at  two  German  uni- 
versities, where,  to  say  the  least,  duelling  was  not 
severely  punished,  was  also  in  his  favour ;  and  tliat 

*  Essai  luHtorique  et  critique  sur  le  duel,  d^apr^s  notre  lcpi.<- 
lation  et  nos  moeurs.  Par  Brillatet  Savarin.  Parifs  1819.  I*rf>- 
jet  de  Ic^slauon  but  les  duels.  Par  M .  Hicard  d*  Aalbiuch.    1  Aris, 
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his  short  reBidence  of  but  two  months  here  admit- 
ted the  possibilily  of  his  comisel  pleading  an  iffno- 
rafUia  jurisy  that  may  enable  him  to  escape  villi 
eight  or  ten  yaaa'  imprisonment." 

"  And  that  you  call  an  escape  I "  exclaimed  Julie 
de  Lindesmar. 

M.  de  Bellegarde  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  The 
less  we  say  about  it  the  better,  Julie — it  is  an  un- 
fortunate discreditable  affair  altogether ;  and  though 
it  may  be  named  manslaoghter,  I  never  heard  of  a 
more  decided  case  of  gentleman-like  murder." 

The  last  days  of  summer  had  passed,  and  the 
brown  and  yellow  leaves  of  autumn  began  to  cover 
the  walks  and  avenues.  Day  after  day  Cyrilla 
visited  her  village,  although  Melanie,  who  occasion- 
ally accompanied  her,  endeavoured  to  persuade  her 
to  be  more  carefid  of  her  health,  and  avoid  the  foge 
on  the  river.  "  I  have  so  mnch  to  do,  and  so  little 
time,"  she  constantly  answered;  and  her  sister 
imagined  ehe  feared  tlie  approaching  winter  might 
commence  before  the  houses  of  the  colonists  would 
be  habitable.  Cyrilla  did  not  explain,  but  her 
constant  companions,  the  Vicar  and  Conrad,  knew 
well  that  the  idea  of  death  had  taken  complete 
possession  of  lier  mind ;  and  that  her  only  desire 
now  was  to  benefit  her  fellow-creatures  in  some  way 
before  the  close  of  her  short  career.  She  wondered 
how  little  meaning  the  word  death  had  had  for  her 
heretofore — how  undefined  her  thoughts — how  dis- 
tant and  indistinct  the  prospect  had  been.     Now 
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eyer  present  to  her  mind — ^the  upect  of  all  aioond 
her  changed — she  prepared  with  calm  remgDadqa 
to  leave  a  world  of  trial  and  sorrow,  with  hopes  so 
great  of  future  happiness,  that  nothing  bat  the  ot- 
tural  dread  of  the  last  straggle  restrained  her  im- 
patience to  be  firee. 

Her  long  conversations  with  the  Vicar,  genersUy 
commencing  with  some  reminiscence  of  Bapert's 
youth  on  his  part,  but  ever  ending  in  a  discussion 
of  the  most  momentous  theological  questions,  were 
not  unfiequendy  interrupted  by  Melanie,  whoie 
visionary  flights  at  first  interested  but  latterly  be- 
gan to  shock  her  former  friend  Englmann.  He 
found  her  mind  a  chaos  of  thought  and  fancies — s 
strange  mixture  of  erudition  and  superstition — ^not 
refusing  any  creed,  but  rather  willing  to  embrace  s 
little  of  all ;  and  so  oddly  credulous  on  some  points, 
so  hard  of  conviction  on  others,  that  he  scarcely 
thought  it  would  be  possible  to  restore  true  fiiith 
and  peace  of  mind  to  such  a  wandering  intellect 
and  wavering  imagination. 

The  President,  -imeasy  and  anxious  about  his 
nephew,  no  longer  absorbed  in  book  or  newspaper, 
often  overheard  parts  of  these  conversations ;  and 
one  evening,  when,  after  an  excursive  flight  to  the 
difierent  planets  in  our  system,  in  which  it  became 
evident  that  SchlegeVs  idea  of  a  nearer  approach  to 
the  sun  being  a  nearer  approach  to  felicity  had 
found  favour  in  her  mind,  she  had  returned  to  earth, 
and  had  glided  from  the  Mosaic  account  of  creation 


to  tiie  geological  demand  of  millions  of  years  for 
the  some  pmpoee,  she  wae  startled  by  bearing  hie 
voice  close  to  her  ear,  whispering — 

"  Meluiie,  yoa  have  tasted  the  fruit  of  the  tree  of 
knowledge — left  the  gioden  of  Eden  for  ever,  and 
mental  thoms  and  thistles  will  henceforth  be  your 
portion." 

She  was  about  to  answer,  when  a  servant  entered 
the  room  and  gave  the  President  a  letter  that  bad 
been  sent  express  from  Exfort ;  hie  eye  glanced 
rapidly  over  the  first  few  lines,  and  then  he  walked 
hastily  into  another  room. 

Time  was  when  each  an  occurrence  would  not 
have  interrupted  the  most  trivial  conversation  at 
Freilands ;  but  the  inhabitants,  now  living  in  daily 
dread  of  an  accession  to  their  grief,  observed  every 
trifle ;  and  the  circumstance  of  the  President's  hav- 
ing left  the  room  with  his  letter  was  whiaperingly 
pronounced  a  bad  prognostic.  After  waiting  some 
time  in  vain  expectation  of  hia  return,  they  began 
to  think  that  some  one  ought  to  follow  him,  and  ask 
if  the  letter  concerned  ZomdorfF.  Mclanie  and  Cy- 
rilla  looked  at  each  other  inquiringly,  and  then 
walked  together  to  the  doorway  of  the  room  he  had 
entered.  They  saw  him  sitting  in  the  chair  nearest 
them  in  an  attitude  of  the  most  complete  despon- 
dency, a  letter  of  considerable  length  spread  out  be- 
fore him,  on  which  his  eyes  were  fixed,  though  he 
did  not  appear  to  be  reading. 

It  was  a  copy  of  Zomdorff'a  letter  to  the  Inqui- 
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sitor  that  had  been  transmitted  to  him  ;  and  so 
overwhelming  had  been  the  destmction  of  all  his 
hopes,  and  the  confirmation  of  his  worst  fears,  that 
even  when  Melanie  stood  beside  him  he  foimd  it  at 
first  impossible  to  speak,  and  handed  her  the  letter 
in  silence. 

Either  firom  knowing  that  Cyrilla's  eyes  were 
fixed  upon  her  as  well  as  her  husband's,  or  perhaps 
better  acquainted  with  ZomdorflTs  character  than 
the  latter  supposed,  she  appeared  less  surprised  and 
shocked  than  he  expected. 

"  You  do  not  perceive  the  baseness  of  his  con- 
duct," he  observed,  in  a  low  deep  voice. 

"  I  do,"  she  answered,  slowly ;  "  and  guessed  his 
motives  from  the  first." 

"  Motives,"  he  repeated,  bitterly  ;  "  there  are 
motives,  and  even  strong  ones,  for  most  crimes; 
but  his  is  a  complication  of  all  that  is  base  and  dis- 
honourable ;  and  not  the  most  violent  passion  that 
ever  existed  can  for  a  moment  palliate  such  con- 
duct. Melanie,"  he  added,  solemnly, "  let  the  name 
of  this  cold-blooded  deliberate  murderer  never  again 
be  mentioned  in  my  presence." 

Terrible  as  the  President  looked  at  that  moment, 
Cyrilla  had  courage  to  extend  her  hand  and  take 
the  letter  from  him.  Melanie  attempted  to  inter- 
fere. 

"  You  must  not  let  her  see  it,  Wilhelm ;  it  will 
agitate  her  unnecessarily,  and  she  has  no  strength 
to  bear  an  addition  to  a  grief  that  has  already 


CTBILLA.  323 

nearly  been  fatal  to  her Cyrilla,  dearest do 

not  read  the  confession  of  a  man  who  was  evidently 
in  a  state  of  distraction  when  he  wrote." 

But  the  letter  was  already  in  Cyrilla's  hand,  and 
they  now  both  anxiously  watched  her  countenance 
while  she  read  the  avowal  that  love  for  her  had  been 
the  incentive  to  the  ruthless  deed  that  had  plunged 
them  and  so  many  families  into  afBiction.  She  did 
not  weep  when  reading,  or  utter  one  word  when  she 
returned  it  to  the  President ;  but  he  had  scarcely 
left  the  room  before  she  sat  down,  and  leaning  back, 
apparently  more  dead  than  alive,  munniired :  "  O, 
Melanie,  my  last  hope  is  extinct — my  worst  fears 

confirmed — I  am  guilty  of. Rupert's  death!" 

"  You  !  "  cried  Melanie,  pretending  to  misunder- 
stand her.  "  Dear  Cyrilla,  do  not  indulge  such  an 
idea  for  a  moment  How  could  you  prevent  Edouanl 
from  loving  you  ?  " 

"  Melanie if  it  had  not  been  for  that  day  at 

Spa he  would  have  had  no  pretence  for  marring 

my  happiness — no  power  to  work  such  desolation 
among  us ! " 

"  Rather  let  us  deplore  Wilhelm'a  severity,"  said 
Melanie,  who,  as  the  promoter  of  tliat  unfortunate 
scheme,  felt  it  necessary  for  her  own  relief  to  throw 
the  blame  elsewhere.  "  Had  we  dared  speak  to 
him,  one  word  would  liave  removed  our  difficulties 

and  all  impediments  to to " 

Cyrilla  made  a  sign  to  her  sister  to  atop,  buried 
her  face  in  her  hands  for  a  few  moments,  and  then, 
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rigingy  drew  her  towards  the  door,  sayuig?  ^^  C<mie 
with  me  to  1117  room ;  I  do  not  wish  to  be  alone 
just  now." 

Melanie  followed  her  down  the  broad,  biilliantij 
lighted  staircase,  to  the  Ipfty,  lonety  hall,  with  its 
pillars  and  marble  tables ;  and  there  Cyiilla  stopped, 
and,  looking  round  her,  said,  ^^  Let  me  once  more 
recall  those  last  ten  days  of  happiness,  which  1 
scarcely  dared  to  enjoy,  so  great  was  my  fear  of  the 
machinations  of  that  unscrupulous,  cruel  man ! 
Eyery  room  in  this  house,  every  spot  in  the  do- 
main, brings  Bupert  before  me,  bright-looking  and 
joyous,  as  he  ever  was !     Does  it  not  appear  bat 

as  yesterday  that  he  was  with  us  here in  this 

very  hall,  healthy  and  happy oh,  so  happy! 

You  remember  the  last  night the  Bellegardes 

were  with  us we  walked  home  with  them 

and  afterwards  with  Kupert,  to  the  lake There 

was  moonlight  then — bright  moonlight ...and 

now,  too,  I  believe  ;  but  it  is  shining  on  the  grave 
containing  his  mangled  remains  !" 

"  O  Cyrilla,  remember  what  the  Vicar  said  about 
the  sin  of  encouraging  grief,  or  yielding  to  it  inor- 
dinately." 

"And  have  I  done  so?"  she  rejoined,  reproacb- 
fally,  as  they  entered  her  room.  "Have  I  not 
made  every  exertion  that  could  be  required  of  me  ? 
That  letter,  Melanie — that  terrible  confession  which 
we  have  just  read — has  broken  my  heart.  For  me 
there  is  now  no  peace  but  in  the  grave ;  and  (lod 
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will  mercifnllj  take  me  from  a  world  in  which  I 
have  caused  and  suffered  so  much  evil." 

She  seated  herself  beside  her  sister,  and,  taking 
Rupert's  last  letter  from  a  drawer  in  her  writing- 
table,  continued :  "  I  have  lately  often  thought  of 
the  night  when  I  ima^ned  I  saw  him  in  my  room, 
and " 

"  Yes,  dear ;  but  don't  talk  of  that  now,"  siud 
Melanie,  with  a  look  of  terror,  glancing  towards  the 
windows,  where  tbe  curtains,  however,  were  drawn 
with  the  care  befitting  autumn,  and  do  stray  gleam 
of  moonlight  reached  the  adjacent  chairs.    "  I  have 

ficquently  wished  to  speak  to  you  about  it but 

themonungis  the  best  time Let  us  talk  of 

it  to-morrow.     You  will  go  to  rest  now won't 

you and  not  walk  about  your  room  all  night,  as 

I  have  heard  that  yon  so  constantly  do  ?  " 

"  I  dream  so  paintiilly  that  I  dread  sleep,"  replied 
Cyrilla,  in  a  melancholy  voice.  "  Night  after  night 
I  fancy  myself  standing  with  you  on  the  balcony  at 
Exfort,  and  see  that  frightful  procession  pass  be- 
neath the  windows much much  nearer  than 

it  was  in  reality.  I  hear  the  tramp  of  feet ;  I  see 
the  upturned,  gravely  wondering  faces  of  the  crowd ; 
and  then  the  bier,  with  its  long,  motionless  figure. 
Last  night,  the  covering  cloak  was  slowly  thrown 
aaide.  Bupert  stood  up,  and,  stretching  hia  arms 
towards  the  balcony,  made  a  foga  to  me  to  spring 
ditwn  to  him " 
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"  But  you  did  not — O,  I  hope  you  did  not!  *'  cried 
Melanie,  eagerly. 

"  It  was  but  a  dream,"  answered  Cyrilla,  smiling 
faintly.  "  Yet,  even  in  dream,  I  shuddered,  and 
for  a  moment  hesitated ;  but  when  he  again  beck- 
oned, I  threw  myself  forward,  saw  him  rise  to  meet 
me,  and  a  moment  afterwards  we  were  floating  to- 
gether in  the  air,  far  beyond  the  town  of  Exfort" 

"  And  then  you  awoke  ?  " 

"  Not  until  I  had  seen  a  hearse,  followed  by  % 
procession  of  carriages,  pass  out  of  the  east  gate  of 
the  town.  Rupert  pointed  to  it,  and  said,  *  They 
are  taking  us  to  the  vault  at  Windhorst,  Cyrilla, 
and  mourning  for  us  as  the  youthful  alone  are  ever 
mourned.' " 

"And  then!"  asked  Melanie,  perceiving  that 
she  paused. 

"  It  was  a  morning  dream,"  answered  Cyrilla ; 
"  and  the  sound  of  the  lighting  of  my  stove 
wakened  me." 

'  "  I  wish,"  said  Melanie,  a  little  anxiously — "  I 
wish  you  would  allow  Ursula  to  sleep  in  your  room 
to-night." 

"  I  intend  to  do  so,  because  her  presence  will 
force  me  to  control  my  feelings,"  replied  Cyrilla; 

"  but  you  must  not  ring I  do  not  want  her  for 

an  hour  at  least." 

For  many  succeeding  days  Cyrilla  was  too  ill  to 
leave  her  room,  and  when  somewhat  recovered,  it 
was  found  necessary  to  turn  the  breakfast  into  a 


drawing  room,  as  she  was  too  weak  to  motmt  the 
Btaircase.  Conrad  wandered  about,  grave  and 
thonghtful ;  eometimea  diffidently  piopoaing  to  row 
her  to  the  village,  or  drive  her  there  in  the  pony- 
carriage  ;  at  others,  hringing  quantities  of  dowers 
from  the  greeDhoiiB& — the  arrangement  of  which 
seemed  to  aflbrd  her  a  pleasure  qnite  incomprehen- 
sible to  him. 

One  morning,  as  he  entered  the  room,  with  both 
hands  full,  he  perceived  that  she  was  drawing. 
Delighted  to  see  her,  as  he  thought,  renewing  her 
former  occapations,  he  strode  towards  the  table; 
bat  his  countenance  fell,  and  the  dowers  dropped 
from  his  hand,  when  he  discovered  that  she  had 
just  finished  the  slightly  coloured  sketch  of  a  sim- 
ple tombstone,  on  which  Rupert's  name  was  al- 
ready written,  followed  by  her  own,  with  a  space 
left  for  the  insertion  of  the  date.  His  exclamation, 
and  sudden  rush  out  of  the  room,  induced  the  Pre- 
sident to  rise  and  walk  behind  Cyrilla's  chair. 
She  leaned  back,  and,  holding  the  drawing  towards 
him,  said,  "  You  will  have  something  resembling 
this  placed  over  or  near  the  vault  at  Windhorst ; 
and  as  we  are  alone,  let  me  take  the  opportunity  of 
telling  you,  that  I  wish  to  make  a  will  in  favoor  of 
Fernanda.  You  will  undertake  the  necessary  ar- 
rangements for  me,  I  am  sure." 

"  Certainly,"  answered  the  President,  gravely. 
"  Many  people  have  made  wills,  and  lived  to  alter 
them  a  score  of  years  afterwards." 


kind." 
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CONCLUSION. 

ZoBNDOBFF,  after  tiavuig  completed  his  nnreserved 
self-ftccusatioD,  declined  making  further  diaclosniee, 
and  awaited  in  proud  tacitomity  the- verdict  he 
knew  would  be  piODoimced  hj  his  judges.  Hav- 
ing refused  to  appeal  to  a  higher  conrt,  and  not 
knowing  that  his  counsel  had  done  so  for  him,  he 
was  Bcarcely  prepared  for  the  clemency  of  the 
following  sentence,  as  far  as  he  himself  was  con- 
cerned. 

Edouard,  Count  Zomdorff,  twenty  years — Victor, 
Count  Lindesmar,  eight  years — and  Lieutenant  Ton 
Klemmhcin,  three  years'  imprisonment — the  last- 
named,   aalva  Jama — in    the   fortreaa  of  W . 

Captain  Stauffen,  honourably  acquitted,  has  per- 
mission to  return  to  the  duties  of  his  regiment 

Zomdorff  calmly  observed  that  he  had  deserved 
death,  and  wished,  by  suffering  the  penalty,  he 
could  release  from  punishment  those  who  had  been 
altogether  drawn  into  error  by  him. 

Cyrilla  did  not  long  sarvive  the  pablication  of 
VOL.  III.  Q 


330                                CONCLUSION. 

this  verdict.     Allliongh  the    amTsI  of  Femsr>( 
1                         semd  to  rouse  her  from  her  languor,  uid  ev( 

gBve  her  strength  sofficient  for  several  long  conve 
sationa  with  her  sister,  she  soon  again  be^ran  i 
nnk  beneath  the  attacks  of  the  lingering  t'ere 
which  no  remedien  of  the  attending  physieiai 
Goold  remove^  and  breathed  her  lost  suiroiindeil  h 
mottming  friends,  who  eagerly  listened  to  aij 
long  remembered  her  roumiured  words  of  faiii 
and  hopes  of  joj-ftd  reunion  with  those  she  lovcJ,  i 
another  and  a  better  world. 

fij  one  of  the  strange  chances  eo  common  i 
life,  the  day  on  which  Zomdorlf  and  Lindvsma 
left  Exfbrt  for  their  place  of  destination,  they  ovi.r 
took  the  long  train  of  carriages  that  accompaniti 
to  the  first  ^^ll8gc  on  the  road  to  Windhorst  tli. 
hearse  containing  the  remains  of  Rupert  and  t'v- 
rilla.  Step  by  step  the  well-guarded  carri^i^ 
followed  in  the  funeral  procession,  while  in  it  xVt 
moat  hopelessly  and  deeply  mourning  niouniors  u 
all  bent  down  their  heads  in  silent  agony.  Who 
at  last  a  halt  was  made,  and  they  were  jM^rmittn 
to  pass,  one  furtive  glance  showed  them  tlu>  pal 
that  covered  the  coffins  of  both  their  victims. 


h. 


